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BOOK  IL 
Chapteb  X. 

ROGER  NOWELL  AND  HI8  DOUBLE. 

The  magistrate  was  iiahered  by  tfae  lady  into  a  ßmall  chamber,  open- 
ing  out  of  the  entrance-hall,  which,  in  consequence  of  having  only  one 
small  narrow  window,  with  a  clipped  yew-tree  before  it,  was  extremely  dark 
and  gloomy.  The  walls  were  covered  with  sombre  tapestry,  and  on  en- 
tering, Mistress  Nutter  not  only  carefully  closed  the  door,  bat  drew  the 
arras  before  it  so  as  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  their  convenation  being 
heard  outside.  These  precautions  taken,  ehe  motioned  the  magistrate 
to  a  chair,  and  seated  herseif  opposite  him. 

"  We  can  now  deal  unreservedly  with  each  other,  Master  Nowell," 
ehe  said,  fbring  her  eyes  steadily  upon  him ;  "  and  as  our  discourse  cannot 
be  orerheard  and  repeated,  may  use  perfect  freedom  of  speech." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it/'  replied  Nowell,  "  because  it  will  save  circumlocu- 
tion,  which  I  dislike,  and,  therefore,  before  proceeding  further,  I  must 
teil  you,  directly  and  dißtinctly,  that  if  there  be  aught  of  witcbcraft  in 
what  you  are  about  to  propose  to  me,  I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  it, 
aod  our  Conference  may  as  well  never  begin." 

*'  Then  you  really  believe  me  to  be  a  witch  ?"  said  the  lady. 

"  I  do,"  replied  Nowell,  unflinchingly. 

"  Since  you  believe  this,  you  must  also  believe  that  I  have  absolute 
power  over  you,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  tl  and  might  etrike  you  with 
nekness,  cripple  you,  or  kill  you  if  I  thought  fit." 

M  I  know  not  that,"  returned  Nowell.  "There  are  limits,  even  to  the 
power  of  eril  beings ;  and  your  charms  and  enchantments,  however  streng 
and  baneful,  may  be  wholly  inoperative  against  a  magistrate  in  the  dis- 
«harge  of  his  duty.  If  it  were  not  so,  you  would  scarcely  think  it  worth 
^hile  to  treat  with  me." 

"  Humph!"  exclaimed  the  lady.  "  Now,  teil  me  frankly  what  you 
*ill  do  when  you  depart  hence?" 

M  Ride  off  with  the  utmost  speed  to  WhaUey,"  replied  Nowell,  «  and, 

auainting  Sir  Ralph  with  all  that  has  oecurred,  claim  his  assistanoe ; 
J  then,  with  all  the  force  we  can  jointly  muster,  return  hither,  and 
&uih  the  work  I  have  left  undone." 
▼ouxd.  b 


2  THE  LANCASHIRE  W1TCHES. 

"  You  will  forego  this  intention,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  with  a  bitter 
smile. 

The  magistrate  shook  his  head. 

"  I  am  not  easily  turned  from  my  purpose,"  he  remarked. 

"  But  you  have  not  yet  qmtted  Rough  Lee,"  said  the  lady,  "  and  after 
such  an  announcement  I  ahall  scarce  think  of  parting  with  you." 

46  You  dare  not  detain  me,"  replied  Nowell.  "  I  have  Nicholas  Asshe- 
ton's  word  for  my  security,  and  I  know  he  will  not  break  it  Besides, 
you  will  gain  nothing  by  my  detention.  My  absence  will  soon  be  disco- 
vered,  and  if  living  I  shall  be  set  free ;  if  dead,  avenged." 

"  That  may,  or  may  not  be,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  and  in  any 
case  I  can,  if  1  choose,  wreak  my  vengeance  upon  you.  I  am  glad  to 
have  ascertained  your  intentions,  for  I  now  know  how  to  treat  with  you. 
You  shall  not  go  hence,  except  on  certain  conditions.  You  have  said  you 
will  proclaim  me  a  witch,  and  will  come  back  with  sufhcient  force  to  ac- 
complish  my  arrest.  Instead  of  doing  this,  I  advise  you  to  return  to  Sir 
Ralph  Assheton,  and  admit  to  him,  that  you  find  yourself  in  error  in 
respect  to  the  boundaries  of  the  land " 

"  Never!"  interrupted  Nowell. 

"  I  advise  you  to  do  this,"  pursued  the  lady,  calmly;  "  and  I  advise 
you,  also,  on  quitting  this  room,  to  retract  all  you  have  uttered  to  my 
prejudice,  in  the  presence  of  Nicholas  Assheton  and  other  credible  wit- 
ne88es;  in  which  case,  I  will  not  only  lay  aside  all  feelings  of  animosity 
towards  you,  but  will  make  over  to  you  the  whole  of  the  land  under  dis- 
pute, and  that  without  purchase-money  on  your  park" 

Roger  Nowell  was  of  an  avaricious  natura,  and  caught  at  the  bait 

"  How,  madara V*  he  cried,  •'  the  whole  of  the  land  mine  without  pay- 
ment." 

"  The  whole,"  she  replied. 

"  If  she  should  be  arraigned  and  convicted  it  will  be  forfeited  to  the 
crown,"  thought  Nowell ;  "  the  offer  is  tempting." 

"  Your  attorney  is  here,  and  can  prepare  the  conveyance  at  once," 
pursued  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  a  sum  can  be  stated  to  lend  a  colour  to  the 
proceeding,  and  I  will  give  you  a  private  memorandum  that  I  will  not 
claim  it.  All  I  require  is,  that  you  clear  me  completely  from  the  dark 
aspersions  cast  upon  my  character,  and  you  abandon  your  projects  against 
my  adopted  daughter,  Alizon,  as  well  as  against  those  two  poor  old 
women,  Mothers  Demdike  and  Chattox." 

u  How  can  I  be  sure  that  I  shall  not  be  deluded  in  the  matter  ?"  asked 
Nowell.  "  The  writing  may  disappear  from  the  parchment  you  give  me, 
or  the  parchment  itself  may  turn  to  ashes.  Such  things  have  occurred  in 
transactions  with  witches.  Or  it  may  be  that  by  consenting  to  the  com- 
pact I  may  emperil  my  own  soul." 

"  Tush  l"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  these  are  idle  fears.  But  it 
is  no  idle  threat  on  my  part,  when  I  teil  you  you  shall  not  go  forth  unless 
you  consent." 

"  You  cannot  hinder  me,  woman,"  cried  Nowell,  rising. 

u  You  shall  see,"  rejoined  the  lady,  making  two  or  three  rapid  passes 
before  him,  which  instantly  stiffened  his  limbs,  and  deprived  him  of  the 
power  of  motion.     "  Now  stir  if  you  can,"  she  added,  with  a  laugh. 

Nowell  essayed  to  cry  out,  but  his  tongue  refused  its  office.  Hearing 
and  sight,  however,  were  left  him,  and  he  saw  Mistress  Nutter  take  a  large 
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volume,  bound  in  black,  from  the  shelf,  and  open  it  at  a  page  covered 
with  cabalistic  characters,  after  which,  she  pronoonced  some  words  that 
sounded  like  an  invocation. 

As  she  concluded»  the  tapestry  against  the  wall  was  raised,  and  firom 
behind  it  appeared  a  figure  in  all  respects  resembling  the  magistrate:  it 
had  the  same  sharp  features,  the  same  keen  eyes  and  bushy  eyebrows,  the 
same  stoop  in  the  Shoulders,  the  same  habiliments.  It  was,  in  short,  his 
double. 

Mistress  Nutter  regarded  him  with  a  look  of  triumph. 

"  Sinoe  you  refuse  with  my  injunctions,"  she  said,  "  your  double  will 
prove  more  tractable.  He  will  go  forth  and  do  all  I  would  have  had  you 
do»  while  I  have  but  to  stamp  upon  the  floor  and  a  dungeon  will  yawn 
beneath  your  feet,  where  you  will  lie  immured  tili  doomsday.  The  same 
&te  will  attend  your  crafty  associate,  Master  Potts — so  that  neither  of 
you  will  be  missed — ha!  ha  I" 

The  unfortunate  magistrate  fully  comprehended  his  danger,  but  he 
oould  now  neither  offer  remonstranoe  nor  entreaty.  Wbat  was  passing 
in  his  breast  seemed  known  to  Mistress  Nutter,  for  she  motioned  the 
double  to  stay,  and  touching  the  brow  of  Nowell  with  the  point  of  her 
fbre-finger,  instantly  restored  his  power  of  speech. 

u  I  will  give  you  a  last  chance,"  she  said.  "  Will  you  obey  me 
now?" 

"  I  must,  perforce,"  replied  Nowell :  "  the  contest  is  too  unequal." 

"  You  may  retire,  then,"  she  cried  to  the  double.  And  stepping  back- 
warda,  the  figure  lifted  up  the  tapestry,  and  disappeared  behind  it. 

"  I  can  breathe,  now  that  infernal  being  is  gone,"  cried  Nowell,  sink- 
ing  into  the  chair.     "  Oh !  madam,  you  have  indeed  terrible  power." 

"  You  will  do  well  not  to  brave  it  again,"  she  rejoined.  "  Shall  I 
summon  Master  Potts  to  prepare  the  conveyance?" 

u  Oh !  no — no!"  cried  Nowell.  "  I  do  not  desire  the  land.  I  will 
not  have  it,  I  should  pay  too  dearly  for  it.  Only  let  me  get  out  of  this 
horrible  place!w 

"  Not  so  quickly,  sir,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Before  you  go 
hence,  I  must  bind  you  to  the  Performance  of  my  injunctions.  Pro- 
nounce  these  words  after  me — '  May  I  become  subject  to  the  Fiend  if  I 
fiül  in  my  promise.'  " 

"  I  will  never  utter  theml"  cried  Nowell,  shuddering. 


"  Then  I  shall  recal  your  double,"  said  the  lady. 
u  Hold,  hold!"  exclaimed  Nowell.     (C  Let  me  kn< 


low  what  you  require 
of  me." 

"  I  require  absolute  silence  on  your  part  as  to  all  you  have  seen  and 
heard  here,  and  cessation  of  hostOity  towards  me  and  the  persona  I  have 
already  named,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter;  "  and  I  require  a  declaration 
from  you,  in  the  presence  of  the  two  Asshetons,  that  you  are  fully  satis- 
fied  of  the  justice  of  my  claims  in  respect  to  the  land ;  and  that,  morti- 
fied  by  your  defeat,  you  have  brought  a  false  charge  against  me,  which 
you  now  smcerely  reeret  This  I  require  from  you ;  and  you  must  ratify 
the  promise  by  the  abjuration  I  have  proposed.  '  May  I  become  subject 
to  the  Fiend  if  I  feil  in  my  promise.' 

The  magistrate  repeated  the  words  after  her.  As  he  finished,  mock- 
ing  laughter,  apparently  resounding  from  below,  smote  his  ears. 
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"Enough!"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  triwmphaiitly;  "and  now  take 
good  heed  that  you  swerve  not  in  the  slightest  degree  from  your  word, 
or  you  are  for  ever  lost." 

Again  the  mocking  laughter  was  heard,  and  NoweB  would  have  rushed 
forth,  if  Mistress  Nutter  had  not  withheld  him. 

"  Stay!"  ehe  cried,  "  I  hare  not  done  with  you,  yet!  My  witneetas 
must  hear  your  declaration.    Remember !" 

And  placing  her  finger  upon  her  lips,  in  token  of  silence,  she  stepped 
backwards,  drew  aside  the  tapestry,  and  opening  the  door,  called  to  the 
two  Asshetons,  both  of  whom  instantly  came  to  her,  and  were  not  a  little 
surprised  to  iearn  that  all  difierences  nad  been  adjusted,  and  that  Roger 
Nowell  acknowledged  himself  entirely  in  error,  retracting  all  the  charges 
ho  had  brought  against  her;  while,  ou  her  part,  she  was  fully  satisned 
with  bis  explanations  and  apologies,  and  promised  not  to  entertain  any 
feelings  of  resentment  towards  nun. 

"  You  hare  made  up  the  matter,  indeed,"  cried  Nicholas,  "  and,  as 
Master  Roger  Nowell  is  a  widower,  perhaps  a  xnatch  may  come  of  it. 
(Buch  an  arrangement— »" 

"  This  is  no]  ooeasion  for  jesting,  Nicholas,"  interrupted  the  lady, 
sharply. 

"  Nay,  I  bfut  threw  out  a  hint,"  rejoined  the  squire.  "  It  would  set 
the  question  or  ever  at  rest" 

"  It  is  set  at  rest— for  ever,"  replied  the  lady,  with  a  side  look  at  the 
magistrate. 

"  '  May  I  become  subject  to  the  Fiend  if  I  fail  in  my  promise,'  "  re- 
peated  Nowell  to  himselfc  "  Those  words  bind  me  like  a  chain  of  iron. 
I  must  get  out  of  this  accursed  house  as  fast  as  I  can." 

As  if  his  thoughts  had  been  divined  by  Mistress  Nutter,  she  here  ob- 
served  to  him,  "  To  malte  our  reconciliation  complete,  Master  Nowell,  I 
must  entreat  you  to  pass  the  day  with  me.  I  will  give  you  the  best  en- 
tertainment  my  house  affords — nay,  I  will  take  no  denial ;  and  you,  too, 
Nicholas,  and  you,  Richard,  you  will  stay  and  keep  the  worthy  magis- 
trate Company. 

The  two  Asshetons  willingly  assented,  but  Roger  Nowell  would  faia 
have  been  ezcused.  A  look,  however,  from  his  hosten  enforoed  com- 
pliance. 

"  The  proposal  will  he  highly  agreeable,  I  am  eure,  to  Potts,"  remarked 
Nicholas,  with  a  laugh ;  "  for,  thouffh  much  better,  in  consequence  of 
the  baisam  applied  by  Blackadder,  he  is  scareely  in  condition  for  the 
saddle." 

"  I  will  Warrant  him  well  to-morrow  morning,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

«  Where  is  he  ?"  inquired  Nowell. 

"  In  the   library  with  Parson  Holden,"  replied  Nicholas,   u  making  ?&i 

himself  as  oomfortable  as  circumstances  will  permh*  with  a  flask  of 
Sbenish  befove  him." 

«  i  will  go  to  him,  then,"  said  Nowell. 

M  Take  care  what  you  say  to  him,"  observed  Mistress  Nüster,  ia  a  low 
tone,  and  raising  her  finger  to  her  lips. 

Heaving  a  deep  sigh,  the  magistrate  then  repaired  to  the  library,  a 
small  room  paneled  with  hlack  oak,  and  furnished  with  a  fow  oases  of  t*ai 

ancient  tomes.    The  attorney  and  the  divine  were  seated  at  a  table,  with  $>*. 
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a  big  square*built  bottle  and  long-stemmed  glasses  before  theui,  and 
Master  Potts,  with  a  wry  grimace,  excused  himself  from  rising  on  bis 
respected  and  singular  good  client's  approach. 

"  Do  not  disturb  yourself,"  said  Nowell,  gruffly ;  "  we  shall  not  leave 
Rough  Lee  to-day. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  replied  Potts,  moving  tbe  cusbions  on  his  cbair 
and  eyeing  tbe  square-built  bottle  aflectionately. 

<c  Nor  to-raorrow,  it  may  be— nor  tbe  day  after — nor  at  all,  possibly," 
said  Nowell. 

"  Indeed !"  ezclaimed  Potts,  starting,  and  wincing  witb  pain.  "  What 
is  tbe  meaning  of  all  this,  worthy  sir?" 

"  *  May  I  become  tbe  subject  of  the  Fiend  if  I  fall  in  my  promise,'  " 
rejoined  Nowell,  witb  a  groan. 

"  Wbat  promise,  worshipful  sir  ?"  cried  Potts,  staring  witb  surprise. 

The  magistrate  got  out  the  words,  "  My  promise  to— n  and  then  he 
stopped  suddenly. 

"  To  Mistress  Nutter  ?"  suggested  PotU. 

"  Don  t  ask  me,"  exclaimed  Nowell,  fiercely.  "  Don't  draw  any  erro- 
neous  conclusions,  man.     I  mean  nothing — I  say  nothing !" 

"  He  is  certainly  bewitched,"  observed  Parson  Holden,  in  an  under 
tone  to  the  attorney. 

"  It  was  by  your  advice  I  entered  this  house,*'  tbundered  Nowell, 
"  and  may  all  the  ill  arising  from  it  alight  upon  your  bead !" 

"  My  respected  dient  I"  implored  Potts. 

"  I  am  no  longer  your  client!"  sbrieked  tbe  inroriated  magistrate. 
u  I  dismiss  you.     I  wish  I  bad  never  seen  your  ugly  little  face !" 

"  You  were  quite  right,  reverend  sir,n  observed  Potts,  aside  to  the 
divine ;  "he  is  certainly  bewitched,  or  he  never  would  behave  in  this 
way  to  his  best  friend.  My  excellent  sir,"  he  added,  to  Nowell,  c<  I  be- 
seech  you  to  caJm  yoursel^  and  listen  to  me.  My  motive  for  wishing 
you  to  comply  with  Mistress  Nutter's  request  was  this :  we  were  in  a  di- 
lemma  from  which  there  was  no  escape,  my  wounded  condition  prevent- 
ing  me  from  flight,  and  all  your  followers  being  dispersed.  Knowing 
your  discretion,  1  apprehended  that  finding  the  tables  turned  against  you, 
you  would  not  desire  to  play  a  losing  game,  and  I  therefore  counselled 
apparent  Submission  as  the  best  means  of  disarming  your  antagonist 
Whatever  arrangement  you  have  made  with  Mistress  Nutter  is  neither 
morally  nor  legally  bindmg  upon  you." 

"  You  think  not !"  cried  Nowell,  4*  '  May  I  become  subject  to  tbe 
Fiend  if  I  violate  my  promise !'  n 

"  Wbat  promise  have  you  made,  sir  ?"  inquired  Potts  and  Holden  to- 
gether. 

"  Do  not  question  me"  cried  Nowell ;  "  it  is  sufficient  that  I  am 
tied  and  bouna  by  it." 

The  attorney  reflected  a  little,  and  then  observed  to  Holden,  "  It  is 
evident  sotne  unfair  practices  have  been  resorted  to  with  our  respected 
friend,  to  eztort  a  promise  from  him  which  he  cannot  violate.  It  is  also 
possible,  from  what  he  let  fall  at  first,  that  an  attempt  may  be  made  to 
detain  us  prisoners  within  this  house,  and,  for  aught  I  know,  Master 
Nowell  may  have  given  bis  word.not  to  go  forth  without  Mistress  Nut- 
ter's permisrion.     Under  these  circumstances,  I  would  beg  of  you,  reve« 

toi«,  xxi.  c 
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rend  sir,  as  an  especial  favcrar  to*  us  both,  to  ride  oner  to  Whalley,  and 
acquaint  Sir  Ralph  Assheton  with  our  Situation." 

As  this  Suggestion  was  made,  NowelTs  countenanee  brig-htened  im» 
The  expression  was  not  lost  upon  the  attorney,  who  perceived  he  was  on 
tlje  right  tack. 

"  Teil  the  worthy  baronet»"  oontinued  Potts,  u  that  his  okL  and 
esteemed  friend,  Master  Roger  Nowell,  is  in  great  jeopardy — am  I  not 
right,  sir?" 

The  magistrate  nodded. 

"  Teil  him  he  is  forcihly  detained  a  prisoner,  and  reqmires  sufficient 
force  to  effect  his  immediate  liberation.  Teil  him,  ako,  that  Master 
Nowell  charges  Mistress  Nuttor  with  robhmg  him  of  hae  land  by  witch- 
craft." 

"  No,  no;"  mterrupted  Nowell ;  "  do  n©  teil  him  that  I  no  longer 
eh  arge  her  with  it." 

"  Then  teil  him  that  I  do,"  cried  Potts;  "  and  that  Master  Nowell 
has  strangely,  very  strangely,  altered  bis  mind." 

"  '  May  I  become  subject  to  the  Fieud  tf  I  vkdate  my  promise  V  n 
said  the  magistrate. 

"  Ay,  teil  him  that,"  cried  the  attorney;  "  teil  him  the  worthy  gentle- 
man  is  constantly  repeating  that  sentence.  It  will  explain  all.  And 
now,  reverend  sir,  let  me  entreat  you  to  set  out  without  delay,  or  your 
departure  may  be  prerrentecV' 

"  I  will  go  at  once,"  said  Holden. 

As  he  was  abotrt  to  qmt  the  apartment,  Mistresa  Natter  appeared  at 
the  door.     Confusion  was  pamted  on  the  countenances  of  all  three. 

"  Whither  go  you,  sir  ?"  demanded  the  lady,  aharply. 

"  On  a  mission  which  csnnot  be  delay ed,  madam,"  veplied  Holden. 

"  You  csnnot  quit  my  house  at  present,"  she  rejoined,  peremptorily. 
"  These  geniiemen  stay  to  dine  with  me,  and  I  eannot  aupense  with 
your  Company.** 

"  My  duty  calls  me  hence,"  returned  the  diyine»  "  With  all  thanks 
for  your  pronered  hospitality,  I  must  perforce  decline  it." 

"  Not  when  I  eommand  you  to  stay,"  she  rejoined,  raiong  her  band ; 
u  I  am  absolute  mistress  here." 

"  Not  over  the  servants  of  Heaven,  madam, "  replied  the  divine,  taking 
a  Bible  from  his  pocket,  and  placing  it  before  him.  u  By  this  sacred 
volume  I  shield  myself  against  your  spells,  and  eommand  you  to  let  me 
pass." 

And  as  he  went  forth,  Mistress  Nutter,  unable  to  oppoae  him,  shranh 
back. 

Chapteh  XI. 

MO  T  HER     DEMDIKE. 

The  heayy  rain,  which  began  to  fall  as  Roger  Nowell  entered  Rough 
Lee,  had  now  ceased,  and  the  sun  shone  forth  again  brilliantly,  making 
the  garden  look  so  fresh  and  beautirul  that  Richard  proposed  a  straQ 
within  it  to  Alizon.  The  young  girl  seemed  doubtful  at  first  whether  to 
comply  with  the  invitation ;  bot  she  finally  assented,  and  they  went  forth 
together  alone,  fbr  Nicholas,  mncying  they  could  dispense  with  his  com* 
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Y*ay,  onty  atteaded  them  as  fiir  as  the  door,  where  he  remained  looking 
after  them,  laughing  to  himself,  and  wondering  how  matters  would  end. 
"  No  good  will  come  of  it,  I  fear,"  mused  the  worthy  squire,  shaking  his 
head,  "  and  I  am  scarce) y  doing  right  in  allowing  Dick  to  entangle  him- 
salf  in  this  faahion.  But  where  is  the  use  of  giving  advice  to  a  young 
■an  who  k  over  head  and  efcrs  in  love  ?  He  wul  never  listen  to  it,  and 
wiH  ooly  reseot  interference.  Dick  niust  take  bis  chance.  I  have  already 
pointed  out  the  danger  to  him,  and  if  he  chooses  to  run  headlong  into 
the  ptt,  why,  I  caanot  binder  him.  After  all,  I  am  not  mach  surpriged. 
Altion 's  beauty  is  qurte  irresistible,  and,  were  all  smooth  and  straight- 
ferward  in  her  hiatory,  there  could  be  no  reason  why — pshaw  !  I  am  as 
fsoüsh  as  the  lad  himself.  Sir  Riehard  Assheton,  the  proudest  man  in 
the  shire,  would  disown  his  son  if  he  married  against  his  inclinations. 
No,  my  pretty  youthrol  pair,  since  nothing  but  misery  awaits  you,  I 
advise  you  to  make  the  most  of  your  brief  season  of  happiueas.  I  shonld 
certainly  do  so  were  the  case  my  own." 

Meanwhile,  the  objecto  of  these  ruminations  had  reached  the  terrace 
overlooking  Pendle  Water,  and  were  pacing  slowly  backwards  and  for- 
wards  akmgit 

"  One  might  be  very  happy  in  this  sequestered  spot,  Alizon»"  observed 
fiiehanL  "  To  some  persona  it  might  appear  dull,  but  to  me,  if  bleat 
wkh  you,  it  would  be  fittle  short  of  Paradise." 

"  Alas!  Richard,"  she  replied,  forcing  a  smile,  "  why  conjure  up 
■ririona  of  happiness  which  never  can  be  realised  ?  But  even  with  you  I 
do  not  think  I  could  be  happy  here.  There  is  something  about  the  house 
which,  when  I  first  beheld  it,  filled  me  with  unaccouotable  terror.  Never 
Mce  I  was  a  mere  infant  have  I  been  within  it  tili  to-day,  and  yet  it  was 
quite  familiär  to  me — horrihly  familiär.  I  kuew  the  hall  in  which  we 
stood  together,  with  its  huge  arched  fireplace,  and  the  armorial  bearings 
upon  it,  and  could  point  out  the  stone  on  which  were  carved  my  father's 
aahials  '  R.  N.,'  with  the  date  •  1572/  1  knew  the  tapestry  on  the  walls, 
and  the  painted  glass  in  the  long  ränge  of  windows.  1  knew  the  old  oak 
ttfiiicasc,  and  the  gallery  beyond  it,  and  the  room  to  which  my  mother 
led  me.  I  knew  the  portraits  painted  on  the  panels,  and  at  once  recog- 
aised  my  fiither.  I  knew  the  great  carved  oak  bedstead  in  this  room, 
and  the  high  chimney-piece,  and  the  raised  hearthstone,  and  shuddered  as  I 
gazed  at  it  You  will  ask  me  how  these  things  ceuld  be  familiär  to  me  ? 
Lwfll  teil  you.  I  had  seen  them  repeatedly  in  my  dreams.  They  have 
haunted  me  for  years,  but  I  only  to-day  knew  tbey  had  an  actual  exist- 
aaee,  or  were  in  any  way  connected  with  my  own  hiatory.  The  sight  of 
that  house  inspired  me  with  a  horror  I  have  not  been  able  to  overcome; 
and  I  have  a  preaentiment  that  some  ill  will  befal  me  within  it.  I  would 
never  willingly  dwell  there." 

"The  warning  voice  within  you,  which  should  never  be  despised, 
franpfcs  you  to  quit  it,"  cried  Richard ;  "  and  I  also  urge  you  in  like 


«  In  vain,"  sighed  Aliaon.  "  This  terrace  is  beautiful,"  she  added,  as 
Aay  resumed  their  walk ;  "  and  I  shall  often  come  hither,  if  I  am  per- 
Mtted.    At  sunset,  this  river,  and  the  woody  heights  above  it,  must  he 

h*«*i"g ;  and  I  do  not  dislike  the  savage  oharacter  of  the  surrounding 
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ßcenery.     It  enhances,  by  contrast,  the  beauty  of  this  solitude.     I  only 
wish  the  spot  commanded  a  view  of  Pendle  Hill." 

"  You  are  like  my  cousin  Nicholas,  who  thinks  no  prospect  complete 
unless  that  hill  forms  part  of  it,"  said  Richard ;  "  but  since  I  find  that 
you  will  often  come  hither  at  sunset,  I  shall  not  despair  of  seeing  and 
conversing  with  you  again,  even  if  I  am  fortfidden  the  house  by  Mistress 
Nutter.  That  thicket  is  an  excellent  hiding-place,  and  this  stream  is 
easily  crossed." 

"  We  can  have  no  Beeret  Interviews,  Richard,"  replied  Alizon;  "  I 
shall  come  hither  to  think  of  you,  but  not  to  meet  you.  You  must  never 
return  to  Rough  Lee  again — that  is,  not  unless  some  change  takes  place, 
which  I  dare  not  antieipate — but,  bist !  I  am  called.  1  must  go  back 
to  the  house." 

"  The  voiee  came  from  the  other  side  of  the  river,"  said  Richard ; 
"  and  hark !  it  calls  again.     Who  can  it  be  ?" 

"  It  is  Jennet/'  replied  Alizon ;  "  I  see  her  now." 

And  she  pointed  out  the  little  girl  standing  beside  an  alder  on  the 
opposite  bank. 

"  Yo  didna  notice  me  efore,  Alizon,"  cried  Jennet,  in  her  sharp  tones, 
and  with  her  customary  provoking  laugh ;  "  boh  ey  seed  yo  piain  enuff, 
an  heerd  yo  too ;  an  ey  beerd  Mester  Ruchot  say  he  wad  hide  i'  this 
thicket,  an  cross  the  river  to  meet  ye  at  sunset.  Little  pigs,  they  say, 
ha*  lang  ears,  an  mine  werena  gi'en  me  fo'  nowt." 

"  They  have  somewhat  misinforroed  you  in  this  instance,"  replied 
Alizon ;  "  but  how,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  did  you  come  here  ?" 

"  Varry  easily,*'  replied  Jennet,  "  boh  ey  hanna  time  to  teil  ye  now. 
Granny  Demdike  has  sent  me  hither  wi*  a'  message  to  ye  and  Mistress 
Nutter.  Boh  may  be  ye  winna  loike  Mester  Ruchot  to  hear  what  ey 
ha'  getten  to  teil  ye." 

"  I  will  leave  you,"  said  Richard,  about  to  depart. 

"  Oh !  no,  no !"  cried  Alizon,  "  she  can  have  nothing  to  say  which 
you  may  not  hear." 

"  Shan  ey  go  back  to  Granny  Demdike,  an  teil  her  yo're  too  proud  to 
reeeive  her  message  ?"  asked  the  child. 

"  On  no  aecount,"  whispered  Richard.  "  Do  not  let  her  anger  the 
oldhag." 

"  Speak,  Jennet,"  said  Alizon,  in  a  tone  of  kind  persuasion. 

"  £y  shanna  speak  onless  ye  cum  ower  t*  wetur  to  me,"  replied  the 
little  girl ;  "  an  whot  ey  ha  to  teil  consarns  ye  mitch." 

"I  can,  easily  cross,"  observed  Alizon  to  Richard.  "Those  stones 
seem  placed  on  purpose." 

Upon  this,  descending  from  the  terrace  to  the  riyer's  brink,  and  spring- 
ing  lightly  upon  the  first  stone  which  reared  its  head  above  the  foaming 
tide,  she  bounded  to  another,  and  so  in  an  instant  was  across  the  stream. 
Richard  saw  her  ascend  the  opposite  bank,  and  approach  Jennet,  who 
withdrew  behind  the  alder ;  and  then  he  fancied  he  pereeived  an  old 
beldame,  partly  concealed  by  the  intervening  branches  of  the  tree, 
advance  and  seize  hold  of  her.  Then  there  was  a  scream  ;  and  the  sound 
had  scarcely  reached  the  young  man's  ears  before  he  was  down  the  bank 
and  across  the  river,  but  when  he  reached  the  alder,  neither  Alizon,  nor 
Jennet,  nor  the  old  beldame  were  to  be  seen. 
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The  terrible  conviction  that  she  had  been  carried  off  by  Mother  Dem- 
dike  tben  smote  him,  and  though  he  continued  his  search  for  her  among 
the  adjoining  bushes,  it  was  with  fearful  misgivings.  No  answer  was 
returned  to  bis  shouts,  nor  could  he  discover  any  trace  of  the  means  by 
which  Alizon  had  been  spirited  away. 

After  some  time  spent  in  ineffectoal  search,  uncertain  what  course  to 
punrae,  and  with  a  heart  fbll  of  despair,  Richard  crossed  the  river,  and 
proceeded  towards  the  house,  in  front  of  which  he  found  Mistress  Nutter 
and  Nicholas,  both  of  whom  seemed  surprised  when  they  perceived  he 
was  unaccompanied  by  Alizon.  The  lady  immediately,  and  somewhat 
sharply,  questioned  him  as  to  what  had  become  of  her  adopted  daughter, 
and  appeared  at  first  to  doubt  bis  answer ;  but  at  lengtb,  unable  to  ques- 
tion  his  sincerity,  she  became  violently  agitated. 

The  noor  giri  has  been  conveyed  away  by  Mother  Demdike,"  she  cried, 
"though  for  what  purpose  I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive.  The  old  hag 
could  not  cross  the  running  water,  and  therefore  resorted  to  that 
stratagem." 

*'  Alizon  mnst  not  be  left  in  her  hands,  madam,"  said  Richard. 

"  She  mnst  not,"  replied  the  lady.  "  If  Blackadder,  whom  I  have  sent 
after  Parson  Holden,  were  here,  I  would  despatch  him  instantly  to 
Malkin  Tower." 

"  I  will  go  instead,"  said  Richard. 

"  Yon  had  better  accept  his  offer,"  interposed  Nicholas;  "he  will  serve 
yoa  as  well  as  Blackadder.*' 

"Go  I  shall,  madam,"  cried  Richard;  "  if  not  on  your  account,  on  my 
own. 

i4Come,  then,  with  me,"  said  the  lady,  entering  the  house,  "and  I 
will  furnish  you  with  that  which  shall  be  your  saf'eguard  in  the  enter- 
prise.w 

With  this,  she  proceeded  to  the  doset  where  her  interview  with  Roger 
Nowell  had  been  held;  and,  unlockinff  an  ebony  cabinet,  took  from  a 
drawer  within  it  a  smaU  flat  piece  of  gold,  graven  with  mystic  characters, 
and  having  a  slender  chain  of  the  same  metal  attached  to  it.  Throwing 
the  chain  over  Rtchard's  neck,  she  said,  "  Place  this  talisman,  which  is  of 
eorereign  virtue,  near  your  heart,  and  no  witchcraft  shall  have  power  over 
you«  But  be  careful  that  you  are  not  by  any  artifice  deprived  of  it,  for 
the  old  hag  will  soon  discover  that  you  possess  some  charm  to  protect 
you  against  her  spells.  You  are  impatient  to  be  gone,  but  I  have  not  yet 
done,"  she  continued,  taking  down  a  small  siver  bügle  frora  a  hook  and 
giving  it  him.  "  On  reaching  Malkin  Tower  wind  this  hörn  thrice,  and 
Sie  old  witch  will  appear  at  the  upper  window.  Demand  admittance  in 
my  name,  and  she  will  not  dare  to  refuse  you;  or,  if  she  does,  teil  her  you 
know  the  secret  entrance  to  her  stronghold,  and  will  have  recourse  to  it. 
And  in  case  this  should  be  needful,  I  will  now  disclose  it  to  you,  but  you 
must  not  use  it  tili  other  means  fail.  When  opposite  the  door,  which 
you  will  lind  is  high  up  in  the  building,  take  ten  paces  to  the  left,  and  if 
you  ezamine  the  masonrv  at  the  foot  of  the  tower,  you  will  perceive  one 
stone  somewhat  darker  than  the  rest.  At  the  bottom  of  this  stone,  and 
concealed  by  a  patch  of  heath,  you  will  discover  a  knob  of  iron.  Touch 
it,  and  it  wül  give  you  an  opening  to  a  vaulted  chamber,  whence  you  can 
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mount  to  the  upper  Toom.  Even  then  you  may  «lperienee  some  diffioalty, 
but  with  resolution  you  will  guxmount  all  obstaeles." 

u  I  have  no  fear  of  suecess,  madam,"  replied  Richard,  eonndently. 

And  quitting  her,  he  prooeededtothe  Stahles,  and  ealling  for  ms  hone, 
vaulted  into  the  saddle,  and  galloped  off  towards  the  bridge. 

Fast  as  Richard  rode  up  the  steep  hill-tide,  still  faster  dtd  the  btack 
olouds  gather  over  his  head.  No  natural  cause  could  have  produeed  so 
inatantaiieouB  a  chaage  in  the  aspeot  of  the  sky,  and  the  yotmg  man 
Tiewed  it  with  nneanness,  and  wished  to  g«t  oat  of  the  thieket  in  whieh 
he  was  now  invoWed  befbre  the  threatened  thunderstorm  commenoed. 
But  the  hill  was  steep,  and  the  read  bad,  being  fall  of  loose  stones,  and 
cressed  in  many  places  by  bare  roots  of  trees.  Though  ordinarily  sure- 
footed,  Merlin  stumbled  freanently,  and  Richard  was  obliged  to  slacken 
fcb  paoe.  It  grew  darker  and  darker,  and  the  »tonn  seemed  ready  to 
hnrst  vpon  bim.  The  smaHer  birds  oeased  singing,  and  screened  them- 
aalves  nnder  the  thickest  foliage*;  the  pie  chattered  incessacitly ;  the  jay 
screamed ;  the  bittern  flew  past  booming  heavily  in  the  air ;  the  raren 
croaked ;  the  heron  arose  from  the  riter  and  speeded  off  with  hiß  long 
neck  stretched  out ;  and  the  ralcon,  who  had  been  hovering  orer  him, 
swooped  eidelong  down  and  sooght  shelter  beneath  an  impending  rock ; 
the  rabbit  scudded  off  to  his  burrow  in  the  brake  ;  and  the  hare,  erecting 
himself  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  listen  to  the  note  of  danger,  crept  timorously 
off  into  the  long  dry  grass. 

It  grew  so  dark  at  last  that  the  road  was  diffieolt  to  discera,  and  the 
denae  rows  of  trees  on  either  side  assumed  a  fentastic  appearance  in  the 
deep  gloom.  Richard  was  now  more  than  half-way  up  tbe  hill,  and  the 
thieket  had  become  more  tangled  and  intricate,  and  tbe  road  narrower 
and  more  rngged.  All  at  once  Merlin  stopped,  quivering  in  erery  limb, 
as  if  in  extremity  of  terror. 

Before  the  rider,  and  right  in  his  path,  glared  a  pair  of  red  fiery  orbs, 
with  something  dusky  and  obseuze  linked  to  them ;  but  whether  of  man 
or  beast  he  could  not  diatingmsh. 

Richard  called  to  it.  No  answer.  He  Struck  spurs  into  the  reeking 
flanks  of  his  horse.  The  aniraal  Terused  to  stir.  Just  then  there  was  a 
moaning  sound  in  the  wood,  as  of  some  one  in  pain.  He  turned  in  the 
directum,  shouted,  but  receWed  no  answer.  When  he  looked  back  the 
red  eyes  were  gone. 

Then  Merlin  mored  forward  of  h»  own  acoord,  but  ere  he  had  gone 
iwr,  the  eyes  were  visible  again,  glaring  at  the  rider  from  the  wood. 
This  time  they  approached,  düating,  and  mereaaing  in  glowing  intensky, 
tQl  they  scorched  him  like  burning  glasses.  Betmnkiug  him  of  the  tatis- 
snan,  Richard  drew  it  forth.  The  light  was  instantly  extingnished,  and 
the  indistmet  figure  aecompanying  it  melted  into  darkness. 

Once  more  Merlin  resumed  bis  toUsome  way,  and  Richard  was  marrel- 
fing  that  the  storm  so  long  suspended  its  fury,  when  the  sky  was  riven 
by  a  sudden  blase,  and  a  crackling  holt  shot  down  aad  Struck  the  earth 
at  his  feet.  The  affrighted  steed  reared  aloft,  and  was  with  difSeuky 
prevented  from  falling  backwards  upon  his  rider.  Ahnest  before  he  could 
he  brought  to  his  feet,  an  awful  peal  of  thunder  burst  overhead,  and  it 
jequired  Ricbard's  ntmost  effbrte  to  prevent  hbn  from  rushing  madly 
down  the  hill. 
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The  stonn  had  now  fairly  commenced.  Flash  followed  flash,  and  peal 
sueceeded  peal  without  iuteimisaion.  The  rain  descended  hissing  and 
Routing,  and  presently  ran  down  the  hül  in  a  torxeat,  adding  to  the 
hoxseinan's  othar  difficulties  and  dangen.  To  heighten  the  terror  of  the 
soane,  stränge  ahapes,  revealed  by  the  lightning,  were  seen  flitting  among 
the  trees,  and  stränge  sounds  wese  heard,  thongh  overpowered  by  the 
dieadful  rolling  of  the  thunder. 

But  Richards  resolution  oontinued  unshaken,  and  he  forced  Merlin  on. 
He  had  not  prooeeded  fax,  bowever,  when  the  aniinal  uttered  a  cry  of 
fright,  and  began  beating  the  air  with  his  hoofs.  The  lightning  enahled 
Richard  to  discern  the  cause  of  this  new  distress.  Coiled  round  the  poor 
heast's  Legs*  all  whose  efiört»  to  disengage  himself  from  the  terrible 
aasailant  were  ineffectual,  was  a  large  blaek  snake,  seemingly  about  to 
plunge  its  poisonous  fangs  into  the  flesh.  Again  having  recourse  to  the 
taluman,  and  bending  down,  Richard  stretched  it  towards  the  snake,  upon 
which  the  reptile  instantly  darted  its  arrow-shaped  head  against  him,  out 
instead  of  wounding  him,  its  forked  teeth  eneountered  the  piece  of  gold, 
and  as  if  stricken  a  violent  hlow,  it  swiftly  untwined  itsel£  and  fled,  hiss- 
ing, into  the  thicket 

Richard  was  now  obliged  to  dismount  and  lead  his  horse.  In  this  way 
he  toiled  slowly  up  the  hilL  The  stonn  continued  with  unabated  fury: 
the  red  lightning  played  around  him,  the  brattling  thunder  stunned  him, 
and  the  pelting  rain  poured  down  upon  his  head.  But  he  was  no  more 
molested  Save  for  the  vivid  nashes,  it  had  become  dark  as  night,  but 
they  served  to  guide  him  on  his  way. 

At  leogth  he  got  out  of  the  thicket,  and  trod  upon  the  turf,  but  it  was 
lendered  so  slippery  by  moisture,  that  he  could  scarcely  keep  his  feet, 
while  the  lightning  no  longer  aided  him.  Fearing  he  had  taken  a  wrong 
course,  he  stood  still,  and  while  debating  with  himself  a  blaze  of  light 
iUumined  the  wide  heath,  and  ahowed  him  the  object  of  his  search,  Mal- 
kin  Tower,  standing  alone,  like  a  beacon,  at  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile's 
distance,  on  the  further  aide  of  the  hill.  Was  it  disturbed  fancy,  or  did 
he  really  behold  on  the  summit  of  the  structure  a  grisly  shape  resembling 
— if  it  resembled  anything  human — a  gigantic  blaek  cat,  with  roughened 
gtaring  skin,  and  flaming  eyeballs. 

Nerred  by  the  sight  of  the  tower,  Richard  was  on  his  stead's  back  in 
an  inafAtitj  and  the  animal,  having  in  some  degree  recovered  his  spirits, 
galloped  off  with  him,  and  kept  ms  feet,  in  spite  of  the  slippery  State  of 
the  road.  £re  long,  another  flash  ahowed  the  young  man  that  he  was 
drawing  near  the  tower,  and  dismounting,  he  tied  Merlin  to  a  tree,  and 
hurried  towards  the  unhallowed  pile.  When  within  twenty  paces  of  it, 
mindful  of  Mistress  Nutter's  injunctiona,  he  plaoed  the  bügle  to  his  lips, 
and  winded  it  thrice.  The  summons,  though  clear  and  loud,*sounded 
strangely  in  the  portentous  silence. 

Scarcely  had  the  last  notes  died  away,  when  a  light  shone  through  the 
dark  red  curtains  hanging  before  a  casement  in  the  Upper  part  of  the 
tower.  The  nezt  moment,  these  were  drawn  aside,  and  a  face  appeared, 
so  frightful,  so  charged  with  infernal  wiokedness  and  maliee,  that  Richard's 
blood  grew  chill  at  the  sight.  Was  it  man  or  woman  ?  The  white  board, 
and  the  large,  broad,  masouline  character  of  the  oountenance,  seemed  to 
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denote  the  former,  but  the  garb  was  that  of  a  female.  The  face  was  at 
once  hideous  and  fantastic — the  eyes  set  across — the  mouth  awry — the 
right  cheek  marked  by  a  mole  shining  with  black  hair,  and  horrible  from 
its  contrast  to  the  rest  of  the  visage,  and  the  brow  branded  as  if  by  a 
streak  of  blood.  A  black  thrum  cap  constituted  the  old  witch's  head- 
gear,  and  from  beneath  it  her  hoary  hair  escaped  in  long  elf-locks.  The 
lower  part  of  her  person  was  hidden  from  view,  but  she  appeared  to  be  as 
broad-shouldered  as  a  man,  and'  her  bulky  person  was  wrapped  in  a  tawny- 
coloured  robe.  Throwing  open  the  window,  she  looked  forth,  and  de- 
manded,  in  harsh,  imperious  tones — 

"  Who  dares  to  summon  Mother  Demdike  ?  " 

"  A  messenger  from  Mistress  Nutter,"  replied  Richard.  "  I  am  come 
in  her  name  to  demand  the  restitution  of  Alizon  Device,  whom  thou  hast 
forcibly  and  wrongfully  taken  from  her." 

"  Alizon  Device  is  my  granddaughter,  and,  as  such,  belongs  to  me, 
and  not  to  Mistress  Nutter,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike. 

"  Thou  knowest  thou  speakest  false,  foul  hag,"  cried  Richard.  "  Ali- 
zon i3  no  blood  of  thine.  Open  the  door  and  cast  down  the  ladder,  or  I 
will  find  other  means  of  entrance." 

"  Try  them,  then,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike.  And  she  closed  the 
casement  sharply,  and  drew  the  curtains  over  it. 

After  reconnoitring  the  building  for  a  moment,  Richard  moved  quickly 
to  the  left,  and  counting  ten  paces,  as  directed  by  Mistress  Nutter,  began 
to  search  among  the  thick  grass  growing  near  tne  base  of  the  tower  for 
the  concealed  entrance.  It  was  too  dark  to  distinguish  any  difference  in 
the  colour  of  the  masonry,  but  he  was  sure  he  could  not  be  far  wrong, 
and  presently  bis  hand  came  in  contact  with  a  knob  of  iron.  He  pressed 
it,  but  it  did  not  yield  to  the  touch.  Again  more  forcibly,  bat  with  like 
ill  success.  Could  he  be  mistaken?  He  tried  the  next  stone,  and  disco- 
vered  another  knob  upon  it,  but  this  was  as  immovable  as  the  first. 
He  went  on,  and  then  found  that  each  stone  was  alike,  and  thatif  amongst 
the  number  he  had  chanced  upon  the  one  worked  by  the  secret  spring, 
it  had  refused  to  act.  On  examining  the  structure  so  far  as  he  was  able 
to  do  in  the  gloom,  he  found  he  had  described  the  whole  circle  of  the 
tower,  and  was  about  to  commence  the  search  anew,  when  a  creaking 
sound  was  heard  above,  and  a  light  streamed  suddenly  down  upon  him. 
The  door  had  been  opened  by  the  old  witch,  and  she  stood  there  with  a 
lamp  in  her  hand,  its  yellow  flame  illumining  her  hideous  visage  and 
short,  Square,  powerfully-built  frame.  Her  throat  was  like  that  of  a 
bull ;  her  hands  of  extraordinary  size ;  and  her  arms,  which  were  bare  to 
the  Shoulder,  brawny  and  muscular. 

u  What,  still  outside?"  she  cried,  in  a  jeering  tone,  and  with  a  wild 
discordaftt  laugh.  "  Methought  thou  affirmedst  thou  couldst  find  a  way 
into  my  dwelling." 

"  I  do  not  yet  despair  of  finding  it,"  replied  Richard. 

"  Fool!"  screamed  the  hag.  "  I  teil  thee  it  is  in  vain  to  attempt  it 
without  my  consent.  With  a  word,  I  could  make  these  walls  one  solid 
mass,  without  window  or  outlet,  from  base  to  summit.  With  a  word,  I 
could  shower  stones  upon  thy  head,  and  crush  thee  to  dust.  With  a 
word,  I  could  make  the  earth  swallow  thee  up.     With  a  word,  I  could 
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whisk  thee  hence  to  the  top  of  Pendle  Hill  Ha !  ha !  Dost  fear  me 
now?" 

"  No,"  replied  Richard,  undauntedly,  "  And  the  word  thou  menaeest 
me  with  shall  never  be  uttered." 

"  Why  not?"  asked  Mother  Demdike,  derisively. 

"  Because  thou  wouldst  not  brave  the  resentment  of  one  whose  power 
is  equal  to  thine  own — if  not  greater,"  replied  the  young  man. 

"  Greater  it  is  not — neither  equal/'  rejoined  the  old  hag,  haughtily; 
"  but  I  do  not  desire  a  quarrel  with  Alice  Nutter.  Only  let  her  not 
meddle  with  me." 

"  Once  more,  art  thou  willing  to  admit  me  ?"  demanded  Richard. 

"  Ay,  upon  one  conditio«,"  replied  Mother  Demdike.  "  Thou  shalt 
learn  it  anon.     Stand  aside  while  I  let  down  the  ladder." 

Richard  obeyed,  and  a  pair  of  narrow  wooden  steps  dropped  to  the 
ground. 

u  Now  mount,  if  thou  hast  the  courage,"  cried  the  hag. 

The  young  man  was  instantly  beeide  her,  but  she  stood  in  the  door* 
way,  and  barred  his  further  progress  with  her  extended  staff.  Now  that 
he  was  face  to  face  with  her,  he  wondered  at  his  own  teraerity.  There 
was  nothing  human  in  her  countenance,  and  an  infernal  light  gleamed  in 
her  strangely-set  eyes.  Her  personal  strength,  eridently  unimpaired  by 
age,  or  preserved  by  magical  art,  seemed  equal  to  her  malice ;  and  she 
appeared  as  capable  of  executing  any  atrocity  as  of  conceiving  it.  She 
saw  the  effect  produced  upon  him,  and  chuckled  with  malicious  satisiac- 
tion. 

"  Saw'st  thou  ever  face  like  mine?"  she  cried.  "  No,  I  wot  not. 
But  I  would  rather  inspire  aversion  and  terror  than  love.  Love ! — foh ! 
I  would  rather  see  men  shrink  frorn  me,  and  shudder  at  my  approach, 
than  smile  upon  me  and  court  me.  I  would  rather  freeze  the  blood  in 
their  veins,  than  set  it  boiling  with  passion.     Ho!  ho!" 

"  Thou  art  a  fearful  being,  indeed!"  exclaimed  Richard,  appalled. 

*•  Fearful,  am  1?"  ejaculated  the  old  witch,  with  renewed  laughter. 
"  At  last,  thou  own'st  it.  Why,  ay,  I  am  fearful.  It  is  my  wish  to  be 
so.  I  liye  to  plague  mankind — to  blight  and  blast  them — to  scare  them 
with  my  looks— to  work  them  mischief.  Ho !  ho !  And  now  let  us  look 
at  thee,"  she  continued,  holding  the  lamp  over  him.  "  Why,  soh  ? — a 
comely  youth!  And  the  young  maids  dote  upon  thee,  I  doubt  not,  and 
praise  thy  blooming  cheeks,  thy  bright  eyes,  thy  flowing  locke,  and  thy 
fine  limbs.  I  hate  thy  beauty,  boy,  and  would  mar  it ! — would  canker 
thy  wholesome  flesh,  aim  thy  lustrous  eyes,  and  strike  thy  vigorous  limbs 
with  palsy,  tili  they  should  shake  like  mine !  I  am  half-minded  to  do  it," 
she  added,  raising  her  staff,  and  glaring  at  him  with  inconceivable  ma- 
ligmty. 

u  Hold!"  exclaimed  Richard,  taking  the  talisman  from  his  breast,  and 
displaying  it  to  her.     "  I  am  armed  against  thy  malice!" 

Mother  Demdike's  staff  feil  from  her  grasp. 

"  I  knew  thou  wert  in  some  way  protected,"  she  cried,  furiously. 
"  And  so  it  is  a  piece  of  gold — with  magic  characters  upon  it,  eh?"  she 
added,  suddenly  changing  her  tone ;  "  let  me  look  at  it/' 
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"  Thou  seest  it  piain  enough,"  rejoined  Richard.  u  Now  stand  aride 
and  let  me  pass,  for  thou  perceivest  I  have  power  to  foroe  an  entrance." 

"  I  see  it — I  se8  it,"  replied  Mother  Demdike,  with  afiected  humüity. 
u  I  see  it  is  in  vain  to  struggle  with  thee,  or  rather  with  the  potent  lady 
who  sent  thee.     Tarry  where  thou  art,  and  I  will  bring  Aliaon  to  thee." 

«  I  almost  mistrast  thee,"  ssid  Richard ;  u  bat  be  speedy." 

"  I  will  be  scaree  a  moment,"  said  the  witch ;  "  bat  I  must  warn  thee 
Aat  she  is " 

"  What— what  hast  thou  done  to  her,  thou  wicked  hag?"  cried  Richard, 
in  alarm. 

"  She  is  distraught,"  said  Mother  Demdike. 

«  Distraught!"  echoed  Richard. 

«  But  thou  canst  easily  eure  her/'  said  the  old  hag,  significantly. 

"  Ay,  so  I  can,"  cried  Richard,  with  sndden  joy ;  "  the  taüsman  1 
Bring  her  to  me  at  bnce." 

Mother  Demdike  departed,  learing  him  in  a  state  of  indescrihable  agi- 
tation.  The  walls  of  the  tower  were  of  immense  thickness,  and  the  en- 
tranoe  to  the  Chamber  towards  which  the  arched  doorway  led  was  covered 
by  a  curtain  of  old  arras,  behind  which  the  hag  had  disappeared.  Scarcely 
had  she  entered  the  room  when  a  scream  was  heard,  and  Richard  heard 


hk  own  name  proooanced  by  a  Toice  which,  in  spite  of  its  agonised  fernes, 
he  at  once  recognisecL  The  cries  were  repeated,  and  he  then  heard 
Mother  Demdike  call  out,  "  Come  hither !  come  hither  !* 

Instantly  rushing  forward  and  dashing  aride  the  tapestry,  he  found 
himself  in  a  mysterious-looking  circular  Chamber,  with  a  massive  oak  table 
in  the  midst  of  it  There  were  many  stränge  objects  in  the  room,  but  he 
saw  only  Aliaon,  who  was  straggling  with  the  old  witch,  and  clinging 
desperately  to  the  table.  He  caued  to  her  by  name  as  he  adyanced,  but 
her  bewildered  looks  proved  that  she  did  not  know  him. 

((  Alizon,  dear  Alizon!  I  am  come  to  free  you,"  he  ezdaimed. 

"  But  in  place  of  answering  him  she  uttered  a  piercing  scream. 

"  The  taüsman— the  talismanr  cried  the  hag.  "  I  cannot  undo  my 
own  work.  Place  the  chain  round  her  neck,  and  the  gold  near  her  heart, 
that  she  may  ezperience  its  fall  virtue." 

Richard  unsuspectingry  complied  with  the  Suggestion  of  the  temptress; 
but  the  moment  ne  had  parted  wüh  the  piece  of  gold  the  figure  of  Alizon 
▼anished,  the  Chamber  was.  buried  in  gloom,  and,  amidst  a  hubbub  of 
wild  laughter,  he  was  dragged  by  the  powerful  arm  of  the  witch  through 
the  arched  doorway,  and  flung  from  it  to  the  ground,  the  shock  of  ine 
611  producing  immediate  insensibility. 
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TALE  OF  A  CARPET-BAG ; 

OB,  THE  ADYENTURE  OF  A  GENTLEMAN  WITH  AN  INHASMONIOUS  NAHE. 

What's  in  a  name  ? — Shjuesfbaxb. 

Dn>  it  ever  strike  you,  reader,  what  a  great  deal  of  expression  one 
aften  finds  in  very  insignificant  inanimate  objects,  when  by  some  chance 
or  other  one's  eye  lights  upon  them  when  in  a  musing  fit  ?  I  was  led 
to  this  reflection  by  having  the  other  day,  when  in  a  reflective  mood,  got 
my  eye  upon  a  couple  of  carpet-bags,  which  have  been  calmly  reposing 
in  the  corner  of  my  apartment,  undisturbed  during  the  long  gloomy 
montha  of  winter,  the  pokings  of  maoy  fires  accumulated  upon  their  de- 
TOted  heads.  About  the  big  bag  the  very  dullest  physiognomist  on 
earth  could  not  posaibly  make  a  mistake.  He  has  a  good  honest  ex- 
pression of  countenance  about  him,  which  aets  all  suspicion  or  miscon- 
atroction  at  defiance.  He  teils  a  tale  of  trips  to  the  country ;  not  little 
oontempühle  aflairs  for  a  Saturday  afternon  and  a  Sunday  (here  he  seems 
to  regard  his  small  neighbour  with  a  sarcastic  and  disdaioful  amile) — 
nothing  of  the  kind — but  regulär  once-a-year  affairs,  when  he  went  away 
in  the  aristocratic  Company  of  trunks,  portmanteaus,  guns,  fishing-rods, 
and  creels.  Yet,  as  the  fairest  moral  character  among  mankind  is  not 
without  a  blemish,  neither  is  that  of  my  bag  altogether  immaculate,  for 
erven  now  he  recals  to  my  mind  a  dark  page  in  my  history. 

Who  shall  teil  the  transports  which  possessed  me  when  one  lorely 
day,  two  or  three  summers  ago,  I  found  myself  comfortably  seated  inaide 
my  railway-carriage  (a  second-class  one,  in  consideration  of  having  my 
bag  to  lay  my  head  upon),  all  the  toil  and  bustle  of  looking  after  lug- 
gage  at  the  railway-station  over,  thank  Heaven ! 

My  destination  was  the  yillage  of  Loaghbura,  in  one  of  the  northern 
connties  of  England,  where  I  was  going  to  spend  a  few  days  with  my 
old  College  chum,  Bob  Cavendish,  and  his  fiaraily,  which  consisted  of  bis 
£tther  and  mother,  two  sisters,  and  a  brother,  with  none  of  whom,  bow- 
eyer,  was  I  acquainted,  except  with  Bob  and  his  youngest  sister.  There 
was  besides,  by-the-by,  another  brother,  a  scapegrace,  in  the  backwoods 
of  Canada ;  and  it  is  a  very  extraordinary  circumstance,  but  would  ap- 
pear  to  be  almost  a  law  of  nature,  that  in  a  famiry  of  any  magnitude, 
there  appeara  to  be  always  one  member  who  is  marked  out  for  getting 
into  all  sorU  of  scrapes  and  nusfortunes.  The  tendency  generally  begins 
to  show  itself  in  very  early  youth,  the  scapegrace,  after  a  few  pre- 
monitory  Symptoms,  making  a  grand  break-out  some  day,  when  he  is 
about  five  years  old,  in  the  way  of  blowing  himself  up  with  gunpowder 
and  nearly  setting  the  house  on  fire :  it  is  generally  the  drawing-room, 
too,  which  he  selects  as  the  scene  of  his  Operations,  thereby  in  nowise 
improving  the  Brüssels  carpet  Then  he  shows  a  decided  taste  for 
physiological  ezperiments,  trying  the  effect  of  swallowing  marbles,  push~ 
ing  peas  up  his  nose,  &c.  Then,  once  a  week  or  so,  he  gets  fished  out  of 
a  mdl-dam  into  which  he  has  tumbled.  He  also  frequents  the  tops  of 
houses,  which  he  manages  to  get  at  by  climbing  up  by  the  water-spout, 
leojtirmg  to  be  brought  down,  by  a  ladder  through  the  sky-light.    Then, 
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if  tbere  is  an  old  abbey  or  other  ruin  about  the  place,  the  top  of  it  is  the 
spot  which  he  is  sure  to  select  whereon  to  spend  his  holidays.  But  the 
astonishing  part  of  the  whole  of  it  is,  that  though  he  runs  almost  daily 
risks  of  his  life,  what  with  falling  into  mill-dams  and  falling  off  walls 
thirty  feet  high,  he  is  not  only  alive  at  the  end  of  it  all,  but  is  positively 
never  hurt.  There  must  certainly  be  some  special  Saint  sent  to  waten 
over  the  lives  of  young  scapegraces.  At  school  he  signalises  himself  by 
robbing  orchards  and  hen-roosts,  though  this  in  itself  would  be  nothing 
— in  fact,  rather  an  advantage,  as  making  an  important  man  of  him  at 
school — but  the  unlucky  thing  is,  he  is  sure  to  be  caught  and  get  flogged 
for  it,  while  some  quiet  boy,  who  gets  the  prize  for  good  conduet  at  the 
Midsummer  holidays,  is  sure  to  have  possessed  himself  also  of  the  rosy- 
cheeked  apples  ;  and  here  seems  a  crisis  in  the  fate  of  the  young  scape- 
grace,  for,  if  at  all  of  a  reflective  turn  of  mind,  it  is  sure  to  strike  him 
some  day,  when  at  the  Grecian  history  class,  that  it  is  at  school  as  with 
the  Spartana  of  old,  that  while  he  who  robs  skilfully  gets  both  booty  and 

Eraise,  the  bungler  at  his  trade  gets  soundly  punished  for  it  Adapting 
is  practice  to  his  theory,  he  by-and-by  adds  to  his  wisdom  the  knowledge 
of  tne  fact  that  the  sure  way  to  escape  detection  is  to  let  others  rob  for 
him,  and  then  next  year  it  becomes  his  turn  to  get  both  the  prize  for 
good  conduet  and  the  rosy-cheeked  apples,  and  he  is  now  in  the  fair  way 
to  become  a  great  man.  Should  it  happen,  however,  that  the  scape- 
grace*s  turn  of  mind  should  not  lead  him  to  this  sound  practical  con- 
clusion,  he  goes  on  being  caught,  until  he  is  given  up  by  the  master  as 
hopeless,  and  papa  is  strongly  recommended  to  let  him  have  his  own  way, 
and  go  to  sea.  To  sea  he  goes  in  a  merchant  vessel,  and  here  he  is  still 
haunted  by  his  old  propensity  to  be  caught,  and,  in  consequence,  not 
Unding  the  style  of  hfe  on  board  to  come  up  to  his  previously-conceived 
ideas  of  "jolly  fun,"  he  arrives  unexpectedly  at  home  some  fine  afternoon, 
in  a  very  tattered  and  faded  blue  jacket,  with  brass  buttons,  and  pockets 
outside,  pretty  well  cured  of  his  love  for  a  seafaring  life.  The  next  step 
in  his  career  is  that,  after  having  tormented  all  the  old  ladies  for  ten 
miles  round,  by  worrying  their  cats  (in  which  practice  he  is  invariably 
found  out),  and  reigned  with  undisputed  sovereignty  over  the  boys,  for 
whom  he  has  manufactured  ships,  bows  and  arrows,  and  whole  parks  of 
artillery,  his  father  at  last  procures  him  a  Situation  in  some  large  town  or 
other,  whither  he  takes  his  way.  Now,  other  young  men  get  into 
debt,  and  do  every  imaginable  variety  of  improper  things,  but  somehow 
or  other,  except  a  little  temporary  inconvenience,  they  never  seem  to 
suffer  much  from  their  indiscretions ;  on  the  contrary,  they  rather  seem 
to  derive  a  sort  of  eclcU  from  them  with  the  world  in  general ;  while  far 
different,  on  the  other  band,  is  the  fate  of  the  unfortunate  scapegrace ; 
for  the  first  little  departure  he  makes  from  the  strict  moral  rule  is  in- 
stantly  followed  by  the  loss  of  his  Situation.  Then,  the  next  step  he 
takes  puts  the  cope-stone  upon  his  misfortunes — he  makes  an  imprudent 
marriage,  when  relations  give  him  up  as  hopeless,  and  he  is  banished  to 
the  "  backwoods,"  just  as  we  stow  away  a  bit  of  broken  furniture  in  a 
lumber-room.  Lette»  are  now  reeeivea  from  him  once  a  year  or  so, 
with  an  occasional  bear-skin,  or  something  of  that  sort,  in  return  for 
which  he  gets  a  page  or  two  of  good  advice  per  return  of  mail. 

Such,  or  nearly  similar,  had  been  the  career  of  Jack  Cavendish  (in 
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nine  cases  out  of  ten  you  will  find  the  scapegrace  is  called  Jack),  and  he 
was  now  accordingly  settled  among  a  colony  of  scapegraces  in  the  back- 
woods,  and  therefore  I  have  no  expectation  of  seeing  him  in  the  visit 
which  I  am  now  about  to  pay  to  Cavendish  Lodge. 

During  this  digression  from  my  personal  narrative,  the  reader  will  be 
so  good  as  to  consider  that  I  have  made  a  long  journey  by  rail,  and  am 
now  arrived  at  the  Station  where  I  am  to  alight.  But  where  the  mischief 
is  Bob  Cavendish  ? — Bob,  who  said  that  not  even  a  shower  of  cats  or 
dogs,  nor  any  such  natural  phenomenon,  would  preveut  him  being  at  the 
Station  to  meet  roe ;  yet  here  is  a  day,  showing  no  Symptom  of  even  an 
ordinary  shower  of  rain,  and  no  Bob.     Where  the  d — 1  can  he  be  ? 

Well,  this  is  really  too  bad,  as,  besides  the  unpleasantness  of  having  to 
ask  my  way  for  two  miles  to  Cavendish  Lodge,  ten  to  one  when  I  arrive 
there  Bob  won't  be  in,  and  I  will  be  obliged  to  introduce  myself  to  a 
whole  lot  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  whom  I  never  saw  before,  which  cir- 
cumstance,  though  of  course  I  do  not  acknowledge  to  the  world  that  I 
care  a  fig  about  it,  I  am  nevertheless  exceedingly  uncomfortable  alone ; 
foT  between  you  and  me,  reader,  I  am  a  desperately  shy  dog — a  very 
coward  at  heart  in  society,  though  recollect  you  are  not  to  put  this  down 
to  my  disadvantage,  as  1  teil  it  to  you  in  strict  confidence,  and  unless  I 
had  told  it  to  you,  you  would  never  have  found  it  out,  even  had  you  and 
I  been  in  the  habit  of  meeting  each  other  in  society  (as  perhaps  we  are), 
fbr  I  also  excel  in  that  quality  which  the  phrenologists  call  secretiveness. 
And  here,  by  the  way,  it  seems  to  me  that  I  have  hitherto  been  carrying 
this  quality  rather  far,  for,  exoept  the  above,  I  have  as  yet  told  you  notning 
of  myself. 

As  to  my  character,  then,  except  in  one  or  two  little  traits,  I  do  not 
pretend  to  know  it ;  as  to  my  appearance,  the  melancholy  truth  must 
come  out  that  I  am  a  piain  and  insignificant-looking  little  dog  of  five- 
and-twenty;  even  by  dmt  of  wearing  boots  with  the  very  highest  possible 
heels  I  cannot  raise  myself  above  fiveifeet  four  inches  and  five-eighths ; 
and,  further,  my  name  is  Broadfoot.  I  hear  the  reader  s  exclamation  of 
"  Poor  devil  V*  when  he  hears  of  those  complicated  miseries ;  but  whafc 
will  he  say  when  I  teil  him  (to  get  it  out  is  like  the  first  plunge  into  cold 
water)  that  my  Christian  name  is  Stephen?  And  now  the  murder  is 
out,  and  I  stand  before  you  as  Stephen  Broadfoot,  or  "  Little  Steenie,"  as 
I  used  to  be  called  when  attending  Edinburgh  College.  Oh,  fathers  and 
motheTS !  is  it  not  too  bad  of  you  to  condemn  your  children  to  go  through 
life  attended  by  the  perpetual  bugbear  of  a  hideous  Christian  name  ?  I, 
for  my  part,  ask  any  candid  reader  if  it  was  not  bad  enough  to  be  called 
Broadfoot,  without  having  it  aggravated  into  Stephen  Broadfoot  ?  I  feel 
confident  that  I  will  here  get  a  tear  of  sympathy  from  all  unhappy 
Andrews  and  Peters,  and  Aarons  and  Samuels,  with  a  smile  of  disdainful 
eompassion  from  thrice-happy  Franks  and  Charleys  and  Bills.  We,  the 
great  miscalled,  are  haunted  by  our  names  like  so  many  Frankensteins ; 
go  where  we  like,  this  hideous  phantom  is  perpetually  cowering  by  our 
aide.  Is  it  not  horrible  to  think  that  one  cannot  go  to  a  dancing-party, 
or  even  make  a  forenoon  call,  without  being  preceded  by  the  creophony 
of  Stephen  Broadfoot  ?  And  then  at  parties,  to  have  nrst-cousins  and 
other  familiär  friends  bawling  out  "  Steenie"  to  you,  just  when  you  are 
getting  a  little  romantic  with  your  partner,  b  positively  dißtracting. 
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How  can  a  man  called  Steenie  possibly  go  one  bair's  breadth  beyond 
piain  matter  of  fact?  The  thing  is  out  of  the  question,  and,  with  a 
sign,  I  resign  my  partner  to  some  loutish,  bat  happy  Charley.  It  is  in 
vain,  too,  that  I  try  to  disguise  the  deformity  by  writmg  simply  S.  Broad- 
foot, as  my  signature  to  letters ;  an  answer  is  sure  to  corne  back  addressed 
to  Stephen  Broadfoot,  Esq.,  in  cbaracters  large  enough,  and  piain 
enough,  to  haTe  been  commented  upon  by  all  the  clerks  in  the  post- 
offioe. 

By  dint  of  asking  about  a  score  of  people,  I  at  last  found  my  way  to 
Cavendish  Lodge.  I  rang  the  bell,  and  asked  if  Mr.  Robert  was  at 
home,  and  to  my  infinite  reKef  was  told  that  he  was  in  the  library,  into 
which  room  I  was  accordingly  shown. 

"  Bless  me,  Broadfoot,  how  are  you  ?"  said  Bob ;  and  I  rejoiced  that 
he  did  not  say  Steenie.  "  Why,  where  did  you  come  from  ?  I  am  de- 
lighted  to  see  you." 

"Come  from!"  ezclaimed  I.  "Why,  did  not  you  expect  me?  and 
was  not  this  the  day  on  which  yon  were  to  meet  me  at  the  train  at  four 
o,clock?tt 

"  I  thooght  it  was  not  tili  Thursday  you  said  you  were  Coming  7* 

"Well,  man,  this  is  Thursday,  is  it  not?"  said  I,  a  little  tartly. 

"  By  Jore !  I  believe  you're  right ;  but  do  you  know  it  has  been 
running  in  my  head  all  day  that  it  was  Wednesday.  But  you  are 
surely  soon;  I  thought  you  said  four  was  the  hour  you  expected  to 
arriye  at  Y* 

"  Well  man,  it  is  now  past  uve." 

"By  Jove  !  so  it  is,"  said  Bob,  looking  at  his  watch ;  a  and  I  have  been 
all  wrong  together,  and  must  apologise  for  not  having  been  at  the  train 
to  meet  you.w 

"  Don't  mention  it.M 

"  But  I  will  mention  it,  and  I  am  a  regulär  fbol,  a  dolt,  a  blockhead, 
an  ass,  and  an  idiot ;  but  the  fact  is,  I  took  up  '  Faust'  the  other  day, 
and  have  been  Kving  in  the  clouds  ever  sinoe.  Do  you  know  it  is  a 
splendid  work,  '  Faust,'  but  it  is,  it  must  he  admitted,  an  extraordinary 
thing  that  no  one  has  ever  been  able  to  make  out  the  meaning  of  it,  and 
it  is  generally  supposed  now  that  nobody  ever  will ;  even  Goethe  s  own 
countrymen  are  beghmmg  to  despair  of  fathoming  *  Faust.9  Conceive 
what  an  awful  metaphysical  profundity,  to  puzrle  all  Germany.  The 
Black  Dog  is  aHowed  to  be  a  magnhScent  conception,  though  there  are 
some  blockheads  who  have  ventured  to  hrnt  that,  as  no  one  could  fathom 
the  profundiW  of  the  werk,  H  was  just  possible  that  the  author  might 
have  got  a  httle  beyond  his  own  depth.  Those  heretks  have,  however, 
been  treated  with  the  contempt  which  they  so  richly  deserved.  Bot  I 
euspect  it  is  time  we  were  going  to  dinner,  as  I  saw  George  go  past  the 
window  just  now." 

"  1  am  glad  to  hear  it,  being  rather  hungry.  But  pray  how  dees 
George,  who  I  suppose  is  your  brother,  going  past  the  window,  indicate 
that  dinner  is  at  hand?" 

"  Why  you  see,  if  it  were  not  for  George,  I  would  be  fwmd  break- 
fissting  sometimes  at  midntght,  and  dining  in  the  forenoon ;  but  George 
again  is  the  most  ezact  fellow  in  the  world ;  he  never  was  known  to  be  m 
mxnute  too  late  in  his  life,  unless  by  the  faults  of  a  railway  train,  in 
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which  conveyance  he  generally  sits  in  a  State  bordering  on  insanity,  on 
aecount  of  their  irregakrity.  Then  the  quantity  of  matter  of  fact  he 
has  stoffed  away  in  hu  head  passes  all  comprehensioii ;  he  is,  in  fact,  an 
ahnanac,  country  directory,  and  '  Bradshaw '  (only  better  ananged),  all 
boond  up  in  one  thick  octavo  volonte.     Bat  here  he  eomes." 

Whether  or  not  I  had  got  correct  Information  as  to  the  Contents  of  the 
volome,  it  was  at  all  events  evidently  a  pretty  thick  one,  Mr.  George 
Cavendish  being  of  the  style  of  figare  wnich  is  called  "  squat,"  aad 
hk  coantenanee  more  indicative  of  aolidity  than  of  brilliancy  of  ander- 
Standing. 

Bless  me,  Robert  1"  ezclakned  he,  as  he  entered  the  room,  a  have 
ou  not  begim  to  drese  for  dinner  yet?  Are  you  aware  that  it  cmgkt  to 
e  ready,  I  don't  aay  wiü  be  ready,  for  it  is  a  stränge  ttung  that  nothing 
in  thia  nouse  ever  can  be  got  ready  in  time,  bat  certainly  ought  to  be 
rea^y  in  two  minntea  and  a  half?  and  that w 

Here  observing  me,  Mr.  George  paused,  and  requested  to  be  intro- 
dooed,  which  ceremony  being  performed,  he  resumed  : 

"  I  siippose  you  know  him  of  old  ?"  pointing  to  bis  brother.  a  He  livea 
in  the  moon.  I  dare  swear  he  woold  be  too  late  to  meet  you  at  the 
train  to-day,  thongh  I  anderstand  the  train  itself  was  ten  minutes  too 
late,  which  was  ▼ery  disgraceful." 

"  Oh,  as  to  that,"  seid  I,  indefinitely,  "  let  as  wash  our  hands." 

On  entering  the  drawing-room,  I  had  the  satisfaction  of  heariog  my 
hideoaa  natne  pronoonced  some  five  or  eix  times  at  least  in  succession. 
u  Mr.  Broadfoot,  Mrs.  Cavendish ;  Mr.  Broadfoot,  Miss  Cavendish  ; 
Mr.  Broadfoot,  Major  Cavendish,"  &c.  "  It  is  one  Messing,  however," 
thooght  I,  "  that  they  do  not  know  that  it  is  Stephen  Broadfoot  I 
just  hope  that  fellow  Bob  will  have  discretion  enough  to  call  me  Broad- 
foot, and  not  ose  the  oU  College  familiarity  of  Steenie." 

At  dinner,  there  being  an  -older  stranger  than  mvself  present,  I  was 
retieved  from  the  honoorable,  but,  to  the  ignorant  of  the  art  of  caxving, 
aomewhat  nervous,  post  of  sitting  on  the  right  band  of  the  hostest» 
Oh,  what  an  amount  of  nerve  and  tact  is  necessary,  in  order  to  offer  to 
earre  a  diah  that  one  does  not  in  the  least  understand !  It  is  an  anxioos 
moment,  indeed,  when  yoa  say,  in  a  voice  of  well-feigned  earnestness, 
14  I  reaify  wish,  Mrs.  Brown,  yoa  would  allow  me ;"  and  then  to  assume 
a  look  of  blank  disappointment  when  you  are  not  alloweaV- -all  thia»  I 
say,  requires  eonaammate  tact  and  nerve. 

Now,  if  the  reader  hat  been  simple  enough  to  beheve  all  this  time 
that  I  have  come  all  the  way  to  Cavendish  Lodge  only  to  see  Bob 
Cavendish,  he  has  been  most  confonndedly  gulled,  that  is  all  that  I  caa 
teil  him.  Not  at  all,  though  Bob  certainly  was  what,  at  College,  we  osed 
to  call  "t  brick."  I  am  far  too  lasy  to  have  travelled  half  as  for  for  any 
such  purpose ;  the  troth  being,  that  I  have  come  to  see  his  youngest 
eister,  whom  I  had  seen  accidentaUy,  and  fallen  in  love  with  at  not 
sight,  two  or  three  moaths  ago. 

I  had  some  slight  hopes — as,  I  suppose,  all  lovers  have  ■  that  my  suit 
night  not  be  altogether  unsucceesral ;  for,  vanity  apart,  in  spite  of  my 
personal  appearanee  being  against  me>  I  was,  I  think,  always  rather  a 
favourite  with  any  lady  with  whom  I  nurly  tried  to  ingraoate  myself ; 
and,  bosMca  thia,  I  was  tolerably  well  off  ia  money  matter»— a  fact 
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which  nobody  need  ever  offer  to  teil  me  has  not  great  weight ;  bat  mj 
grand  difficulty  was  this :  how  was  I  ever  to  ask  Miss  Maria  Louisa 
Cavendish  to  change  her  name  into  Mra.  Stephen  Broadfoot ! 

The  miseries  that  I  endnred  that  day  at  dinner,  lest  Bob  ehould  call 
me  Stephen  or  Steenie,  are  not  to  be  told.  If  I  could  only  keep  the  hör- 
rible  secret  tili  we  were  married,  then,  I  thought,  I  might  break  it  gra- 
dually,  and  all  might  yet  be  well;  but  if  it  should  tranepire  beforehand, 
I  feit  that  I  would  give  my  case  up  as  hopeless. 

How  I  watched  Bob's  Ups  during  dinner — how  I  called  him  cere- 
moniously  first  Robert,  then  Mr.  Robert,  and  at  last  Mr.  Cavendish,  tili 
he  grew  mortally  offended  at  my  beiog  so  stiff — it  is  bootless  to  relate ; 
suffice  it  to  mention  that  dinner  passed  off  quietly,  withoat  any  catas- 
trophe,  and  afiter  dinner  I  took  an  early  opportunity  of  explaining  matters 
to  Bob,  who— oonfound  him! — laughed  tili  the  tears  ran  down  his 
cheeks,  bat  promised  not  to  betray  me,  unless  he  forgot  The  idea  of 
forgetting  a  point  to  me  of  so  overwhelming  importance ! 

I  devoted  rayseif  to  Maria  Louisa  all  the  evening,  and  had  the  6atis- 
fiiction  of  thinking  that  I  was  making  some  progress  in  her  good  graces, 
in  spite  of  having  to  encounter  a  rival,  in  the  shape  of  a  military  gentle- 
man,  six  feet  four  in  his  boote,  and  with  a  stylish  name.  I  further  an* 
tieipated  being  able  to  make  great  progress  next  day,  when  we  were  to 
have  a  pic-nic,  and  a  dance  afterwards ;  both  the  most  favourable  circum- 
stances  in  the  world  for  carrying  on  a  coortship. 

A  pic-nic  was  a  glorious  occasion  for  George  Cavendish ;  not  that  he 
had  any  particular  appreciation  for  dining  seated  upon  damp  grass,  with 
the  fragment  of  a  plate  to  put  his  victuals  upon,  and  nothing  but  a  broken 
wine-glass  to  drink  out  of ; — this  was  a  style  of  things  which  George 
frankly  confessed  his  inabiiity  to  "  see  any  sense  in  ;M  but  then  he  had 
the  whole  delight  and  glory  of  making  the  arrangements,  and  during  the 
last  twenty-four  hours  he  had  done  nothing  but  contract  for  gigs  and 
horses,  impress  upon  all  and  sundry  the  necessity  of  strict  punctuality, 
and  superintend  the  cutting  of  beef  and  ham  Sandwiches,  and  packing  of 
ginger  wine  and  sherry.  There  was  a  Mr.  Phon  in  the  neighbourhood, 
who  was  to  be  of  the  party,  and  who  had  attempted  to  take  the  arrange- 
ments of  matters  into  his  own  hands,  but  George  had  defeated  him  on 
the  subjeet  of  when  a  train  arrived  and  an  omnibus  passed ;  and  Mr. 
Phun  had  been  obliged  to  retire  crestfallen. 

As  the  hour  of  twelve,  when  we  were  to  set  out,  drew  nigh,  George'a 
excitement  knew  no  bounds.  There  was  a  pretty  large  party,  being 
nearly  twenty  altogether,  and  we  were  to  be  conveyed  in  four  carriages 
to  the  place  where  we  were  to  pic-nic,  it  being  about  six  miles  distant. 
Then  upon  Georges  Shoulders  feil  the  whole  responsibility  of  settling 
who  was  to  go  in  which  carriage  ;  and  here,  I  believe,  the  poor  fellow 
acquired  ill-will  enough  to  last  him  for  a  twelvemonth  at  least  His 
matter-of-fact  intellect  could  in  nowise  divine  who  wanted  to  be  beside 
whom ;  and  he  packed  everybody  up  as  if  they  had  been  so  many  boxea» 
with  reference  solely  to  their  size  and  corners :  old  people  being  beside 
yoang  people,  and  little  people  squeesed  into  odd  bits  of  room  left  be- 
tween  big  people.  I  myself,  instead  of  getting  beside  Maria  Louisa» 
as  I  of  course  wished,  was  shoved  in  like  a  wedge  between  two  awfully 
sharp  old  maids ;  and  I  recollect  I  feit  as  if  I  would  be  cut  in  two  be&re 
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the  journey  was  done.  Then  they  talked  across  me  the  whole  way  about 
a  newly-invented  plan  of  making  vinegar  out  of  rose-leaves — a  process 
which  it  strack  me  they  were  eminently  qualified  to  ezcel  in.  In  short, 
it  was  a  very  matter-of-fact  arrangement  al  together;  but  everybody  pro- 
tested  it  was  capital,  and  that  they  were  all  delighted,  and  that  they 
were  all  in  ecstasies ;  and  that  Mr.  George  was  a  first-rate  manager, 
and  that  things  could  not  have  been  better;  though,  I  must  say,  the 
general  expression  seeraed  to  indicate  that  they  could  not  have  been 
woree.  George  was,  however,  one  of  those  simple-minded  mortals  who 
believe  that  people  mean  what  they  say,  and  he  was  so  thoroughly  pleased 
with  it  all,  that  he  actually  indulged  in  a  compliment  to  himself— a  very 
rare  thing  with  George — declaring,  rubbing  his  hands  with  a  chuckle» 
that  he  had,  he  flattered  himself,  got  them  all  off  "  pretty  pointed." 

Who  shall  narrate  the  rivalry  that  ensued  that  day  between  the  mili- 
tary  gentleraan  (whose  name  I  had  discovered  to  be  Clifford  Howard) 
and  myself  ?  Who  shall  describe  the  mutual  contempt  and  defiance 
that  breathed  through  our  tones  of  the  most  studied  politeness  ?  But 
let  me  hasten  on  to  the  catastrophe  of  my  lue. 

The  ladies  had  retired  to  some  rustic  drawing-room,  and  the  gentlemen 
were  sitting  in  a  circle  round  the  fire  of  wood  on  which  the  kettle  for 
punch  was  einging  a  bacchanalian  melody.  Bob  Cavendish  was  sitting 
beside  me,  and,  warming  with  our  punch,  we  were  soon  pluuged  into  a 
thoosand  reminiscences  of  our  Edinburgh  coliege  days.  The  suppers  we 
had  had  together  in  the  "  Bow,"  the  bells  we  had  rung  together  in  Pitt- 
street,  the  knockers  we  had  wrenched  off  in  Queen-street,  and  the 
"  Charlies"  we  had  "  bonneted"  in  George-street ;  all  reserve  was  then 
thrown  off,  and  once  more,  with  indifference,  I  heard  myself  addressed  by 
the  name  of  Steenie.  Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  a  cold  Perspiration 
borst  out  all  over  me,  for  I  caught  the  eye  of  Mr.  Clifford  Howard  fixed 
on  me  with  a  diabolical  expression  of  countenance ;  the  wretch  had  been 
listening  to  our  conversation,  and  had  found  out  my  secret — the  horrible 
secret, — he  knew  that  my  name  was  Steenie,  My  emotions  were  too 
much  for  me ;  I  feit  a  squeamish  feeliog  coming  over  me,  and  I  was 
ohliged  to  retire. 

Gradually,  however,  this  horrible  impression  wore  off,  and  it  seemed  to 
me  that  I  raight  be  mistaken ;  perhaps  he  had  not  found  out  my  secret 
after  all;  and  so,  by  the  time  we  set  out  on  our  return,  I  had  recovered 
my  wonted  spirits.  What  added  to  this  happy  feeling  was,  that  this  time 
I  had  set  George  at  defiance,  and  set  myself  down  beside  Maria  Louisa, 
from  whom  I  resolutely  refused  to  be  parted. 

What  a  happy  drive  that  was ;  how  we  sung  songs,  and  laughed,  and 
talked  nonsense,  I  can  even  now  too  well  remember ;  for,  as  Shakspeare 

The  apprehension  of  the  good 

Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse. 

We  are  once  more  arrived,  then,  at  Cavendish  Lodge,  and  are  all 
assembled  in  the  drawing-room,  where,  after  many  supplies  of  tea  and 
eoffee,  music  strikes  up,  and  dancing  begins.  I  march  boldly  up  at  once 
and  ask  Maria  Louisa  to  danoe;  but  she  is  engaged,  Mr.  Clifford  Howard 
having  engaged  her  in  the  morning  for  the  first  polka ;  and,  compared" 
my  name  of  mind  that  of  Othello  was  calmness. 
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So  long  does  the  wretch  keep  her  for  hiß  partner  that  I  am  beginning 
to  look  upon  my  afiairs  as  desperate,  and  vainly  endeavouring  to  look 
cheerful  under  it.  "Good  Heavens !"  I  think  to  myseif,  "how  is  it  poe- 
sible  that  human  limbs  can  polka  fbr  such  a  length  to  time  ?"  fiut 
suddenly  Maria  lets  go  Mr.  Howard 's  arm,  and  comes  and  sits  down  beside 
me,  and  my  spirits  suddenly  ritte  from  ten  degrees  below  sero  to  a  hundred 
and  twelve  in  the  shade. 

For  four  mortal  hours  did  this  drawing-room  Waterloo  continue  to  rage 
between  Mr.  Howard  and  myseif, — victory  indming  now  to  the  one  aide, 
and  now  to  the  other, — tili  at  last  supper  is  announeed ;  and  this  is  the 
critical  moment  on  which  haugs  the  fate  of  the  evening.  I  was  one 
second  before  him,  and,  with  a  smile  of  scarcely-concealed  triuroph,  I  led 
Maria  Louisa  down  to  supper.  Yes,  at  that  moment  victory  did  seem  to 
be  my  own.  The  Great  Duke,  after  the  last  charge  of  the  old  Guard,  or 
when,  bursting  into  tears,  he  exclaimed,  "There  goes  old  Blücher  at 
last !"  did  not  feel  surer  of  victory  than  I  did  at  that  moment. 

That  night  I  was  the  life  and  soul  of  the  party.  During  supper  I  de- 
voted  myseif  wholly  to  Maria ;  and  after  the  things  were  removed,  and 
glasses  set  upon  the  table,  I  proposed  toasts,  and  made  speeches,  and  sung 
songs.  I  kept  the  whole  Company  in  a  roar,  such  was  my  flow  of  spirits, 
for  the  future  seemed  to  be  opening  upon  me  with  dazzling  brilliancy ; 
but  suddenly,  when  I  was  in  the  midst  of  a  Speech,  in  which  I  was  pro- 
posing  the  health  of  the  host  and  hostess,  I  caught  the  eye  of  Howard 
Clifford  fixed  upon  me,  while  a  smile  of  malignant  triumph  played  round 
bis  ups,  as  he  said,  with  a  loud  voice,  u  Bravo,  Steenie !" 

The  wretch,  in  his  vindictive  spirit,  had  divalged  my  secret.  Frensy 
took  possession  of  my  soul,  and  I  seiied  a  decanter  to  fhng  it  at  his  heaa; 
but  my  wrath  seemed  to  have  too  much  fume,  and  the  room  seemed  to 
whirl  round,  and  the  lights,  muhiplying  themselves  into  thousands, 
dauced  mterminable  polkas  before  my  eyes.  The  ground  then  seemed  to 
open,  and  out  of  it  rose  a  fiend  bearing  a  strong  family  resemblance  to 
Clifford  Howard.  It  again  appeared  to  me^that  I  seized  a  decanter  aad 
threw  it  at  the  fiend's  head ;  bat,  missing  my  aim,  the  decanter  strack 
against  the  opposite  wall,  and  was  smashed  into  a  hundred  pieces,  euch 
one  of  which  immediately  became  a  small  (Send,  bearing  resemblance  to 
Mr.  Clifford  Howard ;  then  they  all  jibbered,  and  pointed  their  fingen  at 
me,  crying  out,  "  Steenie  Broadfoot !  Steenie  Broadfoot  1  Steenie  Broad- 
foot!" 

Then  for  hours  I  seemed  to  hear  no  soand  bot  loud  voices  calling  out 
u  Steenie  Broadfoot !  Steenie  Broadfoot !"  and,  with  Steenie  Broadfoot 
echoing  in  my  ears,  I  at  length  opened  my  eyes,  and  found  myseif  un- 
dressed  and  lying  in  bed.  There  is  no  task  on  earth  more  unpleasant 
than  that  of  collecting  one's  thoughts  into  a  focus  in  the  morning,  in 
order  to  bear  upon  something  disagreeable  which  has  happened  the  night 
before ;  and  this  task  I  had  now  to  perform. 

I  looked  at  my  watch;  it  was  a  quarter  of  an  hour  past  four;  and  a 
train  I  knew  started  at  five  in  my  <ürectkm.  My  resomtion  was  takesk 
I  rose  hastily,  packed  my  carpet-bag,  and  then  scrawled  a  few  lines  in 
pencil,  saying  that  circumstmce*  (that  cooTeoient  word),  whkh  I  had 
"previously  forgotten  to  mention,  required  my  retum  early  that  morning. 

The  grand  point  was  now  to  get  off  without  being  eeen  or  heard ;  and, 
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in  order  to  accorapKsh  this,  I  sneaked  downstairs  with  my  boots  in  my 
band,  and  did  not  venture  to  put  them  on  until  fairly  out  of  doors,  when 
I  tbought  I  mo8t  be  all  safe.  Arrived  at  tbe  Station,  what  was  the  first 
sightjthat  met  my  eyes!  Was  it  possible,  or  was  I  still  in  a  dream! 
Thcre  was  no  mistake  abont  it,  however ;  tbere  were  the  stolid,  matter-of« 
&ct  featares  of  George  Cavendish,  gazing  at  tbe  train  with  a  time-bill  in 
his  band.  What  od  earth  could  have  brought  him  ?  I  had  at  first  still 
some  hopes  of  getting  away  unperceived,  but  in  this  I  fonnd  myself  mis- 
taken ;  for  George  had  his  eye  on  me  immediately.  What  had  put  it 
into  my  head  to  go  away?  he  asked.  1  told  my  story;  and  I  think 
the  simple-minded  fellow  believed  it :  as  for  himseff,  he  said  he  always 
Hked  Mto  see  her  (the  train)  away  in  the  mornings.'' 

Soon  I  was  steaming  sorrowfully  home,  an  unhappy  wretch,  with 
prospects  blighted  in  fife,  and  all  owing  to  haring  an  unfortunate  faame. 
Sraee  theo,  however,  I  have  become  quite  resigned  to  my  fate,  having 
qmte  made  up  my  mind  to  remain  an  old  bachelor  until  I  shall  fall  in 
lore  with  some  lady  with  a  more  unpleasant-sounding  name  than  my 
own. 
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BY  F.  E.  8* 

Tbe  George  and  Dragon  at  the  pleasant  little  market-town  of  Dove- 
coats  was  onoe  upon  a  time  a  great  coeching-house,  but  owing  to  the 
Great  Diddlesex  «Function  Railway  being  opened,  it  was  shut  up,  and  it 
is  now  the  little  Ebenezer  Chapel,  the  scene  of  the  labours  of  the  Rev. 
Tobias  Thumpit.  The  landlord  of  this  establishment,  at  the  time  of 
which  I  write,  was  known  by  the  name  of  Jeremiah  Kewbocks,  but  (I 
wrife  it  with  sorrow)  there  was  no  landlady ;  a  strong  partiality  to  cordial 
gin  having  caused  the  premature  demise  of  the  much-respected  and 
deeply  lamented  Mrs.  K. 

To  fill  up  the  vacancy  in  the  bar  oceasioned  by  her  decease,  Mr.  Kew- 
bocks took  into  his  house  an  orphan  m'ece,  the  daughter  of  a  Bister  of  his 
who,  it  was  said,  had  msrried  imprudently.  She  was  a  cheerral,  pretty  girl, 
and  venr  soon  after  her  arrival  captivated  the  hearts  of  all  the  beaux  in  the 
town  of  Dovecoats.  There  was  only  one,  howerer,  whom  she  appeared  to 
regard  with  any  partiality,  and  that  was  Mr.  Collars,  a  genüeman  who  de- 
voted  a  portkm  of  his  time  to  the  vending  of  Knendrapery  and  bad  cheese 
to  the  Dovecoatites,  and  the  remainder  to  lore,  and  the  eonsumption  of  a 
species  of  fireworks  which  he  purahased  at  the  rate  of  two  for  threepence, 
and  dignmed  by  the  title  of  ogan.  I  know  not  whether  it  was  the  vivid 
patlerns  of  his  waistcoats,  the  glowmg  colours  of  bis  crarats,  or  the 
aetoin^imgly-magnhSoent-eAd-neyer-to-be-d  of 

ms  trousers,  which  captivated  the  heart  of  poor  Bessy  RatÜe  (for  that 
was  the  name  of  Mr.  Kewbock's  niece) ;  it  must  haye  been  one  of  these, 
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for  he  had  nothing  eise  to  recommend  him  to  her  tender  heart.  Beyond 
knowing  the  retaü  price  of  calico,  ribands,  candles,  and  cheese,  Mr.  Col- 
lars  had  not  an  idea  in  the  world.  As  for  his  conversation,  he  was  so 
uncommonly  short  of  that  article  that  you  ezpected  him  to  fall  back  every 
moment  upon  his  regulär  phrases,  as  to  whether  "you  would  allow  him 
to  ßhow  you  an  entirely  new  article,  just  received  from  London ;"  or, 
whether  "  there  was  anything  more  to-day." 

But  it  is  no  matter  what  was  the  attraction,  one  thing  was  certain,  and 
that  was,  that  pretty  Bessy  Rattle  was  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with 
Mr.  Collars,  and  that  is  snrely  sufficient  for  us  to  know.  Let  us  not  then 
pry  into  the  secrets  of  her  dear  and  loving  heart,  but,  taking  it  for 
granted  that  she  was  devotedly  attached  to  the  young  gentleman,  proceed 
with  our  veridical  narration. 

So  long  as  this  world  lasts,  there  ever  will  be  disappointments  and  un- 
ezpected  pleasurea,  sorrows  and  joys,  and  happiness  and  misery,  mixed  up 
together,  and  visiting  us  when  we  least  ezpect  them.  And  so  poor 
Bessy  found  when  she  imagined  Mr.  Collars  to  be  most  sincere — nay,  just 
afiter  they  had  taken  a  walk  together  by  moonlight  (for  moonlight  is  very 
essential  for  your  proper  romantic  lovers'  walks),  just  as  the  day  was 
almost  fixed  on  which  they  were  to  enter  into  the  holy  State  of  matri- 
mony,  just  in  the  midst  of  all  these  comfortable  arrangements,  Mr. 
Collars  casts  a  damp  blanket  over  all,  by  suddenly  withdrawing  his 
delightful  countenance»  and  giving  Miss  Elizabeth  Rattle  to  Widerstand 
that  she  would  hear  no  more  at  present  from  hers  very  «ntruly  Thomas 
Collars. 

What  could  be  the  cause  of  this  change?  The  cause  was  simply  this: 
Mr.  Collars  had  become  a  great  man.  By  the  death  of  a  distant  relative 
he  had  unezpectedly  received  a  bequest  of  400/.,  with  which  sum  he  pur- 
chased  the  good-will  of  the  shop  of  his  master  (who  retired  to  Prooshan- 
blew  Villa),  and  he  electrified  the  little  town  of  Dovecoats  by  putting  up 
the  largest  sign  ever  attempted  in  that  place,  bearing  this  inscription  in 
splendidly  gilt  letters:  "Collars,  General  Linendraper,  Grocer,  and 
Butter- Monger,  S^c.y  Sfc." — for  in  these  several  branches  was  his  business 
carried  on ;  and,  therefore,  when  he  nezt  saw  Bessy  Rattle»  he  considered 
he  should  be  throwing  himself  away  if  he  espoused  her. 

He  dare  not,  however,  teil  her  of  the  change  in  his  sentiments ;  the 
fear  of  an  action  for  breach  of  promise  of  marriage  deterred  him ;  and  he 
hoped  by  dallying  on  to  find  some  pretezt  for  breaking  his  engagement ; 
so  he  continued  to  visit  the  George  and  Dragon  as  usual,  although  he 
never  once  spoke  to  Bessy,  ezcepting  on  the  most  ordinary  topics,  greatly, 
you  may  suppose,  to  the  surprise  of  that  young  lady. 

So  matters  stood,  when  one  fine  morning  the  London  mail  deposited  at 
the  door  of  the  George  and  Dragon  Miss  Deborah  Kewbocks,  who  came 
upon  her  regulär  periodical  visit  to  her  brother,  the  landlord.  She  was 
a  young  old  lady  of  about  five-and-thirty,  with  eyes  somewhat  resembling, 
both  in  colour  and  brilliancy,  those  of  a  dead  cod-fish,  and,  indeed,  in  her 


brother,  which  she  did,  as  I  have  before  remarked,  once  a  year,  she  gave 
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herseif  so  many  airs  and  graces,  and  withal  appeared  in  such  alarmingly 
fine  dresses,  that  the  simple  country  folks  considered  her  a  very  fine  lady ; 
and  so,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  aare  say  she  considered  herseif.  How 
such  a  grand  person  remained  so  long  unmarried  is  no  doubt  a  wonder  to 
the  reader — goodness  only  knows  what  was  the  reason  ;  but  I  am  sure  of 
one  thing,  it  was  not  her  otcn  fault  that  she  dwelt  in  Single  blessedness. 

Now  it  came  to  pass,  that  on  the  very  night  Miss  Deborah  Kewbocks 
arrived,  a  ball  was  given  in  the  large  room  at  the  George  and  Dragon  in 
aid  of  the  funds  of  the  Royal  Dovecoats  Peasoup  Society,  lbr  the  Relief  of 
Distressed  Turnpike  Sailors;  tickets  to  be  had  at  the  bar,  at  seven-aad- 
sixpence  each,  refreshment  included.  This  ball  was  a  solemn  annual 
festival  with  the  Dovecoatites,  and  tradition  states,  that  once  upon  a  time 
the  inhabitants  of  Dovecoat  Hall,  the  Dean  of  Pigtails,  Sir  Humphrey 
Ternherps,  and,  indeed,  mostof  theleading  county  f amilies,  supported  the 
ball  by  their  presence,  until  they  were  driven  away  by  the  frigbtful  con- 
duct  of  the  uncivilised  natives.  It  was,  at  the  time  we  write,  patronised 
entirely  by  the  townspeople,  worthy  folks  in  their  way,  but  dreadfully  out 
of  their  element  in  a  ball-room,  their  dancing  abilities  being  always  looked 
upon  with  respectful  wonder,  as  they  invariably  introduce  novel  and  mar- 
vellous  effects  into  their  Performances,  and  look  upon  time  and  music  with 
proper  indifferente  and  unconcern.  At  this  ball  Miss  Deborah  determined 
to  appear ;  and,  having  purchased  a  ticket,  proceeded  to  array  herseif  in  a 
dazzling  manner;  and  of  course  Mr.  Collars  patronised  the  charity,  as 
was  to  be  expected  frorn  one  who  had  a  stake  in  the  town ;  but  poor  Bessy, 
long  before  the  festivities  had  commenced,  retired  to  bed  with  an  aching 
beart  and  an  aching  head. 

The  dock  Struck  nine  just  as  the  doors  opened,  and  Mr.  Collars  arrived 
in  the  one  fiy  of  the  town,  which  had  been  lined  with  an  old  carpet  ex- 
pressly  for  the  occasion.  He  was  got  up  regardless  of  expense ;  but  as  no 
one  was  in  the  room  excepting  the  musicians,  he  looked  remarkably  ill  at 
ease,  for  the  book  on  "  The  Etiquette  of  the  Ball-room/'  which  he  had 
purchased,  did  not  set  forth  what  was  right  and  proper  to  be  done  nnder 
the  circumstances,  so  hepulledoff  his  gloves  and  put  them  on  again  until 
he  tore  the  left  band  one  straight  np  the  centre,  and,  just  as  he  did  this, 
Miss  Deborah  Kewbocks  entered  the  room,  and  then  there  was  no  arrival 
for  five  minntes,  as  the  one  fly  could  not  of  course  be  reasonably  expected 
to  be  everywhere  at  once;  and  the  Dovecoatites,  besides,  held  some  indis- 
tinct  notions  that  it  was  fashionable  to  come  about  two  hours  and  a  half 
after  they  were  expected  to  arrive  ;  so,  during  this  time,  Miss  Deborah 
gaxed  upon  Mr.  Collars,  andthought  him  a  most  gentleraanly  youngman; 
and  that  interestingyoung  linendraper  scrutinised  the  chandeliers  and  dis- 
covered  that  there  were  divers  candles  short  of  the  proper  complement. 
At  last  Miss  Deborah  rose  and  crossed  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  room, 
in  executing  which  maneeuvre  she  dropped  her  fan,  which  Mr.  Collars 
rashed  violently  upon  and  picked  up.  The  maiden  thanked  him  gra- 
cionsly,  and  Mr.  Collars  was  wondering  what  on  earth  he  could  say,  and 
had  half  raade  np  his  mind  to  look  what  he  ought  to  do  in  the  "  Book  of 
Etiquette"  aforementioned,  which  he  carried  in  his  pocket  for  fear  of  any 
accidents,  when  he  was  relieved  from  his  embarrassment  by  the  arrival  of 
the  M.  C.  of  the  evening,  who,  knowing  both  of  them,  and  wishing  to 
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eommencebusiness  at  once,  fortfawith  introduced  them  frrmaüy,  bat  in  so 
uxrintelligible  a  voice  that  they  were  left  in  bappy  ignorance  of  each 
other's  names. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  there  will  be  a  brilliant  aasembly  to-night,"  re- 
marked  thelady,  by  way  of  saying  something. 

"Yes,"  repüed  Mr.  Collars,  feeliog  for  the  etiquette-book  in  hU 
pocket 

"  All  the  bo  mondy  without  doubt,  as  my  Lord  Mortarboards  would 
observe." 

Mr.  Collars  started !  "  This  must  be  some  lady  of  distinction,"  he 
thought,  "  and  I  coold  not  catch  her  title  from  old  Podgers.  Does  Lord 
Mortarboard,"  he  added,  aloud,  "  like  dancing  ?" 

"Lord  Mortarboards  dancel"  exclaimed  the  lady,  in  surprise,  and 
bursting  into  a  most  pardonable  fit  of  laoghter ;  for  bis  lordship,  to  my 
knowledge,  has  not  seen  his  own  toes  for  twenty  years,  and  it  takes  tbree 
flunkeys  to  pack  him  in  his  carriage.  "Ah !  I  see  you  are  not  acquainted 
with  his  lordship/'  continued  Miss  Dorothy,  "  but  Lady  Adeliza  Sophia  is, 
I  can  teil  you,  passionately  fond  of  waltziug  with  young  Captain  Bobadil, 
of  the  279th  Royal  Blunderbusses." 

"  Oh !  indeed !"  remarked  Mr.  Collars,  looking  miserably  uneasy,  and 
thoroughly  overpowered  by  his  fair  companion  and.  her  aristocratic  ac- 
quaintances. 

"  Yes,"  continued  the  lady,- "  and  it  is  said  that—*' 

Bat  we  will  not  listen  to  the  conversation  any  longer,  for  it  was  carried 
on  from  this  point  in  whispers,  and  coosisted  only  of  second-rate  fashion- 
able  scandal.  But  it  is  very  important  the  reader  should  know,  that  what 
with  the  murraured  conversation,  and  an  occasional  dance,  Mr.  Collars 
left  the  ball  with  a  firm  conviction  that  he  had  made  an  impression  on 
the  fair  lady 's  heart ;  and  Miss  Deborah  also  went  to  bed  with  the  idea 
haunting  her  mind  that  she  had  at  last  captiyated  a  young  and  handsome 
husband. 

And  so  the  ball  ended.  And  next  morning  tbere  might  have  been  seen 
seated  round  the  breakfast-table,  in  the  landlord's  private  room,  that 
worthy  gentleman,  his  sister,  and  Bessy  Rattle,  the  latter  of  whom,  owing 
to  her  head-ache  of  the  night  before,  looked  very  unwell, 

"  Come,  Bessy,"  said  Mr.  Kewbocks,  "  you  must  cheer  up.  TU  teil 
you  what  we  must  do  with  her,  sister, — we  must  get  her  marned." 

"  I  should  say  Elizabeth  was  too  young  to  marry  yet,"  remarked  Miss 
Deborah. 

Mr.  Kewbocks  stopped,  in  the  midst  of  the  laughter  which  he  had  in- 
dulged  in  after  his  zemark,  and  muttered  something  about  somebody  eise 
being  too  old,  but  sraothered  the  sentiment  in  coffee  for  the  time. 

"  And  theo,"  continued  the  eider  lady,  with  a  slight  sneer,  "  I  should 
think  she  could  not  find  a  husband  readily,  as  she  has  nothing  to  recom- 
mend  her  but  her  beauty." 

Poor  Bessy  could  do  nothing  but  cast  her  eyes  down  at  this  unkind  re- 
mark,  and  presently  a  little  tear  stole  silently  down  her  cheek ;  at  the 
sigbt  of  which  Mr.  Kewbocks  thumped  the  table  violently,  and  ioformed 
the  world  in  general,  and  that  little  breakfast-party  in  particular,  that 
every  farthing  he  possessed  he  intended  leaving  for  the  sole  use  and  benefit 
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o£  his  nieee ;  whereupon  Miss  Deborah  looked  particularly  ungracious, 
and  Bessy  kissed  her  uoele,  and  rushed  out  of  tbe  room. 

"  Oh !  by-the-by,"  said  Miss  Deborah,  after  a  considerable  pause,  "  did 
you  happen  to  look  iato  the  baü-room  last  night,  brother?" 

"  Not  I,"  replied  her  brother,  surlily. 

"  Because  I  waoted  to  know,"  continued  the  lady,  unmindful  of  the 
ejaculation,  "  who  a  young  gentleman  was,  who  wore  a  blne  coat  with 
bright  buttons,  a  white  waistcoat  with  a  pink  one  underneath,  and  pumpe 
with  large  bows,  and  white  stockings." 

"  You  seem  to  have  taken  a  good  deal  of  notice  of  him,  to  be  able  to 
give  so  accurate  a  descriptioD,"  remarked  her  brother. 

"  Why,  really  now,"  said  the  lady,  "  I  may  say  I  dkl,  fbr  I  am  sure 
he  was  some  dustinguished  person ;  he  appeared  to  attract  a  deal  of  at- 
tention." 

"  I  should  say  he  would  rather,  if  that  was  big  costume." 

"  Brother !"  said  the  lady,  with  emphasis,  "  you're  a  fool.  I  ean  assure 
you,  his  dress  was  quite  ha  La  mode.  I  am  more  among  fashionables  than 
you  are,  and  surely  ought  to  know  what  is  worn." 

"  I  dare  say  you  ought,"  replied  he,  "  but  still  I  see  a  few  gentlefolks 
now  and  then,  even  in  this  old  countrified  place." 

" 1  don't  care  if  you  do,"  rejoined  she,  snappishly ;  "  I  say,  fbr  all  that, 
he  was  the  nicest,  and  most  gentlemanly  young  man  I  ever  met." 

"  Why,  to  hear  you  talk,  said  her  brother,  "  one  would  imagine  you 
were  in  love  with  this  unknawn  gentleman." 

"  And  what  if  1  am  ?"  inquired  Miss  Kewbocks,  with  grandeur. 

u  Whe-e-e-e-w,w  whistled  Mr.  Kewbocks;  "  what  if  you  are  ?  Why, 
if  he  is  the  swell  you  say  he  is,  I  should  tbink  you  were  more  suited  for  hiß 
grandmother." 

"  Mr.  Kewbocks,"  said  the  lady,  majestically,  "  confine  your  vulgär 
opinions  to  the  tap-room,  and  do  not  indulge  in  them  before  me." 

"  With  pleasure,"  replied  he,  penitentially.  u  Don't  let's  quarrel  now ; 
I  am  going  down  the  town,  and  I  know  you  11  forget  all  I've  said  before 
I  come  back." 

"  Oh  !  I  pardon  you  at  once,  now  you  repent»"  she  said. 

"  Thanky ;  good-by,"  grumbled  he. 

"  But,  brother,"  said  the  lady,  "  as  you  are  going  into  the  town,  be  so 
good  as  to  send  up  one  of  your  liuendrapers  to  me,  as  I  want  to  order 
some  things." 

"  Yery  good,  ma'am,"  said  he,  "  and  as  young  Collars  bas  just  started 
in  business,  I  tbink  you  could  not  do  better  than  give  him  a  turn." 

In  pursuance  of  which  generous  intention,  Mr.  Kewbocks,  ten  minutes 
afterwards,  presented  himself  in  the  shop  of  Mr.  Collars,  and  informed 
that  gentleman  that  he  must  either  send  or  go  up  to  the  George  and 
Dragon  to  receive  some  Orders  from  Miss  Deborah  Kewbocks. 

"  Here's  a  precious  go  1"  exclaimed  the  unfortunate  young  draper ; 
"  there's  Tomluns  will  not  be  back  for  an  hour,  and  I  can't  send  that 
stupid  boy  of  mine,  so  I  shall  have  to  go  up  mysehV 

Mr.  Kewbocks  replied  that  he  thought  he  had  better  go,  and  at  once 
too,  for  his  sister  was  in  a  dreadful  bad  temper;  and  so  saying,  he  walked 
away,  leaving  Mr.  Collars  in  a  State  of  uncertainty  as  to  what  he  ought 
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to  do,  for  the  "  Book  of  Etiquette"  could  not  advise  him,  and  he  was 
fearful  if  he  went  to  the  George  and  Dragon  that  he  might  encounter 
the  distinguished  stranger  of  last  night  while  he  had  a  parcel  under  hü 
arm/ and  so  blast  his  prospects  for  ever.  During  the  morning  he  had 
been  weighing  over  in  his  mind  the  propriety  of  disposing  of  his  shop  and 
retiring  upon  the  proceeds,  but  as,  however,  upon  matnre  deliberation,  he 
found  that  his  incorae  under  such  circumstances  would  not  exceed  seven- 
teen  pounds  a  year,  he  abandoned  the  idea  as  not  feasible.  However, 
there  was  no  time  to  be  wasted  in  these  thoughts ;  he  could  not  afford  to 
lose  a  customer,  so  pack ing  up  a  parcel  of  goods,  he  boldly  set  out  for  the 
hotel,  where  the  first  person  he  met  was  Bessy  Rattle  ;  but  as  there  was 
an  impassable  gulf  between  them  now,  he  could  say  nothing  to  her  ex- 
cepting  that  he  desired  she  would  inform  her  aunt  immediately  of  his 
arrival. 

There  was  a  change  came  over  her  countenance  as  she  went  out  of  the 
room,  but  he  took  no  notice  of  it ;  and  in  a  few  moments  the  door  re- 
opened,  and  the  lady  to  whom  he  had  paid  so  much  attention  the  night 
before  appeared  standing  on  the  threshold. 

"  Goodness  gracious !"  exclaimed  she,  "  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!" 

Mr.  Collars  replied  that  the  delight  was  mutual,  but  at  the  same  time 
he  devoutly  wished  that  the  lady  was  in  Jericho. 

"  I  was  so  sorry  when  you  left  last  night,"  continued  the  lady.  "  I  was 
about  telling  you  a  capital  anecdote  of  Lord  Mortarboards." 

"  I  should  like  to  hear  it  extremely,"  said  Mr.  Collars,  looking  ner- 
vously  at  the  door,  "  but  I  expected  to  meet  a  gentleman  here,  and  he  is  . 
very  impatient,  and  I  think  I  must  have  mistaken  the  room ;  if  you  will 
excuse  me  one  moment." 

"  Why,  really "  began  the  lady. 

"  Ye?,  do  pray,  one  moment." 

And  he  was  at  the  door  before  the  lady  could  speak.  He  rushed  into 
the  bar,  where,  seeing  Bessy,  he  told  her  to  teil  her  aunt  that  he  had  a 
particular  engagement,  but  would  call  again  in  about  an  hour. 

"  Why  I  thought,"  exclaimed  Bessy,  in  surprise,  "  that  my  aunt  had 
been  witn  you  all  this  time." 

"  No,"  replied  Mr.  Collars,  looking  towards  the  room  he  had  just  left, 
in  expectation  of  seeing  the  distinguished  stranger  Coming  in  search  of 
him  ;  "  but  teil  her  so,  my  dear — I  really  cannot  stop,  I " 

a  But  you  must  wait  one  moment,  or  my  aunt  will  be  so  angry,"  said 
Bessy,  tnpping  away ;  and  before  Mr.  Collars  had  niade  up  his  mind  what 
to  do,  she  returned,  and  said  that  her  aunt  was  waiting  for  him  in 
No.  37. 

"  But  is  any  other  lady  there  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Collars,  trembling  vio- 
lently. 

"  No  one,"  replied  she,  leading  the  way  to  No.  37. 

Mr.  Collars  feit  reassured,  and  boldly  followed  his  conductress. 

"  Here  is  Mr.  Collars,  aunt,"  said  Bessy,  on  opening  the  door. 

"  My  gracious  goodness  \"  exclaimed  her  aunt. 

"  Oh,  Tord  !"  ejaculated  Mr.  Collars,  devoutly  wishing  the  floor  would 
open  and  let  him  through  into  the  stables. 

"  Is  he  a  linendraper  V  eagerly  inquired  Miss  Deborah. 
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"  Yes,  to  be  sure,"  said  Bessy,  in  wonder. 

"  Madam,  although "  began  the  unfortunate  vendor  of  linen. 

"Faugh !"  shrieked  Miss  Deborah,  in  disgust.  "  Vile  impostor— take 
him  away !     Oh !  goodness,  I  shall  faint." 

"Hallo!  hallo!  what's  the  matter?"  shouted  Mr.  Kewbocks,  entering 
at  the  moment. 

"  Oh !  what  a  fbol  I  have  been  !"  exclaimed  the  spinster-aunt,  on  the 
verge  of  hysterics. 

*'  Whe-e-e-e-w.  l'll  bet  a  farthing,"  said  Mr.  Kewbocks,  guess- 
ing  at  the  truth,  "  that  this  is  the  most  gentlemanly  young  man  you  ever 
saw  in  your  life." 

"  Brother,  pray  spare  me  your  taunts,  and  oblige  me  by  kicking  that 
person  down  stairs,"  said  the  injured  lady. 

"I  am  sure,  Mr.  Kewbocks,"  said  the  individual  most  interested  in 
the  last  Speech,  "  that  I  am  not  aware  of  having  done  anything  in  the 
suchtest  degree  improper.  Believing  your  sister  to  be  some  stränge 
lady  of  fortune,  I  certamly  paid  her  some  attention  at  the  ball,  and  con- 
ceaJed  my  name  and  quality ,  in  the  hope,  although  it  was  a  very  faint 
one,  and  a  foolish  one  too,  of  obtaining  her  band.  I  am  sorry  for  what 
I  have  done ;  it  has  taught  me  a  lesson ;  but  I  hope  that  Bessy  will 
forgive  and  forget,  and  I  believe  we  may  still  be  happy." 

*'  Stay  a  minute,"  said  Mr.  Kewbocks,  noticing  bessy  shrink  back 
from  the  erring  Mr.  Collars, — il  stay  a  minute,  sir.  You  are  no  more  fit 
to  be  Bessy's  nusband  than  I  am  to  be  the  Lord  Chancellor.  At  one 
time  I  did  think  it  might  be  so,  but  after  this  proof  of  the  constancy  of 
your  attachment  to  her,  we  will,  if  you  please,  Jet  the  subject  rest  for 
erer.  I  will,  however,  give  you  one  bit  of  advice,  Mr.  Collars, — don't 
try  by  any  extraordinary  means  to  jump  suddenly  out  of  that  sphere  in 
which  you  are  placed ;  you  cannot  expect  to  obtain  a  fortune  and  hap- 
piness  by  running  away  with  an  heiress,  any  more  than  by  running  away 
with  the  parish  rates.  If  we  cannot  advance  ourselves  by  industry  and 
perseverance,  I  am  very  well  assured  we  should  have  to  reraain  little 
country  linendrapers  all  our  lives." 

And  shortly  alter  this  Mr.  Collars  emigrated  with  his  400/.,  and  it  is 
to  be  hoped  attended  to  the  excellent  advice  of  Mr.  Kewbocks. 

As  for  Bessy  Rattle,  she  has  married  a  young  farmer  near  Dovecoats, 
and  is  as  happy  as  she  can  possibly  be ;  and  Miss  Deborah  Kewbocks 
still  continues  with  the  family  of  the  Duke  of  Mortarboards. 
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BY  MR8.  EDWARD  THOMAS 

Chapter  III. 

Such  is  the  power  ofthat  sweet  passion, 
That  it  all  sordld  baseness  doth  expel, 
And  the  reflned  mind  doth  newly  fashion 
Unto  a  fairer  form,  which  now  doth  dwell 
In  h»  high  thonght,  that  woold  itself  excel, 
Which  he,  beholding  still  with  constant  sight, 
Admhrea  the  mirror  of  so  heavenly  light» 

SPBvaa&'a  Hym*  in  Hommr  o/Ztmi. 

"  It's  rery  stränge  P*  remarked  Mr.  Morris,  as  soon  a?  his  son  was 
seated  at  his  desk,  tt  that  I  have  heard  nothing  from  Mrs.  Booverie.  She 
might,  at  least,  have  condescended  to  acknowfedge  the  receipt  of  my 
letter ;  if  she  did  not  choose  to  endeavonr  to  enlist  my  sympathy,  if  she  ia 
too  haughty  to  entrea*  ft>r  favour,  I  will  be  too  prond  to  voluateer  it,  aad 
that  she  shatt  shortly  be  made  aware  of.  I  wish  I  had  taken  yonr  adviee, 
Fred,  and  wirkten  in  a  more  peremptory  style  at  first*  Howerer,  it  is  not 
too  late  to  repair  the  error,  and  do  so  I  will,  for  I  am  quite  esasperated 
with  her  negligent  unconcern." 

Here  was  an  opportunity  for  Frederick  to  explain,  but  he  sufifered  it  to 
pass,  studying  rather  how  to  defeat  his  father's  plana,  than,  by  confessing 
the  truth,  gaining  him  at  once  as  a  friend  for  the  widow  and  her  daugh- 
ter.  But  Frederick,  fike-  alt  other  persons  new  in  deception,  was  over- 
whelmed  with  the  idea,  in  this  his  nrst  deviation  from  rectitude,  that  it 
was  too  late  to  recover  bis  former  bright  integrity ;  aad  that,  by  confeas- 
ing  his  Iapse  from  it,  he  should  onry  expose  himself  to  the  suspicion  of 
greater  falsehood  than  that  of  which  he  had  been  really  guilty,  and  that 
nothing  was  now  to  bedone  but  to  persevere  manfully  in  its  maintenance ; 
he  therefore  alfowed  his  father  to  pen  a  long  and  severe  letter,  fold  k, 
seal,  and  address  it,  and  then  order  Dick,  without  fai),  to  see  it  into  the 
hands  of  Mrs.  Bouverie  herseif. 

"  Mind!  and  be  most  exact  in  that  respect,  DickT* 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  And,  Dick,'*  said  Frederick,  rising,  and  following  him  out  of  the  office, 
as  if  to  enforce  his  father's  Orders,  "  deliver  it  on  your  peril !" 

Dick  placed  his  forefinger  significantly  to  his  nose  with  an  expression 
of  the  most  diabolical  astuteness,  and  disappeared.  "  What  does  the  fellow 
mean?"  again  the  discontented  Frederick  was  constrained  to  ask  himself, 
as  he  slowly  re-entered  the  office,  feeling  even  more  in  the  power  of  the 
despised  young  clerk  than  that  of  the  more  mature  and  discreet  footman; 
and  he  could  not  but  pereeive  that  he  had  thus  rendered  himself  depend- 
ent  on  their  vulgär  caprice,  without  one  beneficial  purpose  being  attained. 

"  How  much  better  to  have  placed  confidence  in  his  father!  now  much 
better  to  have  informed  him  of  the  visit  and  application  of  Miss  Bouverie! 
"Why  make  a  mystery  of  so  simple  an  affair  ?  Why,  indeed!  he  could  not 
answer  himself — he  could  not  widerstand  himself — his  mind  was  a  chaos 
of  tumultuous  thoughts,  which  seemed  to  growdarker  and  darker,  aching 
with  their  own  confusion  and  entanglement.    He  hoped  fortune  would 
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favour  him  in  their  unravelment;  Providence "  There  he  pauaed,  "for 

would  Providence  com»  to  the  rescue  of  deceit?  No.  But  Providence 
would  come  to  the  rescue  of  the  innocent  Agnes  Bouverie— the  rescue  of 
her  upright  meiner  i" 

"If  Mrs.  Bouverie  does  not  reply  aatisfactorily  to  this  Ietter,  Fred,  I 
shall  proceed  at  once  to  extremitigs;  for  then  I  shall  have  no  scruples,  es 
her  indifFerence  will  prove  her  to  he  most  thoroughly  unprincipled." 

"  Do  not  judge  her  too  harshly,  father;  perhaps  she  is  deserving  of  the 
uttnost  eztent  of  your  mercy." 

"  Mercy !"  exeiaiined  the  old  gentleman,  looking  up  over  his  spectaciea 
with  the  most  profound  astonishment ;  "  mercy,  Fred! — you  recommend 
mercy?  Why,  I  have  just  learnt  from  you  to  consider  it  only  as  a  figure 
of  speech." 

a  Oh,  my  father!  you  most  not  he  so  indiscrimmate  in  its  ahandonment 
— there  may  he  most  affecting  occasions  for  you  to  make  exceptions, — 
you  must  use  your  unbiassed  judgment;  always  remembering  that  mercy 
ia  indeed  a  divine  prerogative ;  and  happy  is  the  man  who  can  exercise  it 
in  behalf  of  the  widow — this  poor  Mrs.  Bouverie,  for  instance." 

"  Fred!  what  do  you  mean  by  blowing  hot  and  cold  in  this  way?  Did 
yon  not  do  all  you  possibly  could  to  persuade  me  that  she  was  an  arrant 
swindler,  and  now  that  I  have  arrived  at  the  agreeable  conviction  that 
such  is  the  fact,  you  are  doing  your  utmost  to  destroy  the  impression ; 
bot  I  will  not  be  convinced  to  the  contrary,  I  know  her  to  be  such." 

"  Good  Heavens !  father,  what  makes  you  think  so? — where  did  you 
get  your  Information  from  ? — who  has  prejudiced  you  against  her?'' 

"Yourself." 
Me  !  have  I  done  her  such  unmerited  injury  ?" 
Any  thing  but  unmerited,  I  fancy.  Look  at  her  silent  contempt  of  my 
nrst  Ietter ;  bat  that  I  can  widerstand,  it  being,  as  you  justly  asserted, 
fax  too  lenient.  Still,  as  a  lady,  she  ought  to  have  appreciated  the  for- 
bearance  which  strove  to  spare  her  delicacy — not  that  I  anticipate  a  less 
mortifying  result  from  the  one  now  sent,  for,  from  Dick's  delay,  I  have 
no  doubt  she  means  to  carry  the  affair  with  a  high  hand.  But  she  will 
find  her  match,  for,  when  1  am  once  fuirly  rouaed,  I  can  be  as  obstinate 
and  indignant  as  any  one;  and  nothing  makes  a  man  more  so  than  con- 
tumely  and  ingratitude." 

**  But  you  have  yet  to  prove  that  the  lady  in  question  is  so,  and  until 
you  do,  I  must  say  your  threats  are  most  unjustifiable." 

"Fred!" 

"  I  mean  that  you  ahould  endeavour  to  subdue  that  spirit  of  persecu* 
tion/* 

"  Spirit  of  persecution!  That  ad  vice  to  me  ?  I  who  have  lost  thousands? 
But,  never  mind,  let  us  change  the  subject,"  said  the  alarmed  father,  as  a 
new  and  terrible  ideaflashed  across  his  mind ;  "  I  must'soothe  him ;  he  is 
not  hünaelf,  I  am  positive.  Good  God!  if  I  ahould  have  to  take  out  a 
Statute  of  lunacy  against  my  only  son!  I  have  no  conception  where  the 
latent  insanity  could  have  sprang  from — my  father  and  grandfather,  nay, 
all  the  Morrises,  have  been  celebrated  as  possessing  'mens  sanain  corpore 
sa&o'  (a  aound  mind  in  a  sound  body)  for  generationa.  Alaa !  and  I  was 
so  proud  of  his  underatanding.  Well !  poor  fellow,  it  can  be  truly  said 
that '  too  much  learning  has  made  thee  mad  1' " 

i2 
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Overcome  by  his  own  feelings,  the  old  man  gazed  pathetically  on  bis 
son,  then  rose  and  kissed  his  forehead,  leaving  a  tear  on  it. 

"Father!" 

"  Hush,  my  dear  boy !  nothing  is  the  matter !  you  will  soon  be  well 
again ;  a  little  quiet  and  change  of  scene— you  have  studied  too  hard,— » 
tbe  brain  is  of  a  sadly  delicate  texture,  and  is  easüy  overwrought — but  I 
do  not  fear  for  you,  for,  thank  Heaven,  you  are  young,  and  with  youth  on 
your  side." 

"Was  there  ever  anything  more  unfortunate,  more  distressing ?" 
tbought  Frederick ;  "  it  is  but  too  evident  that  my  dear  father  s  own  brain 
is  unsettled,  and,  like  all  lunatics,  he  imagines  every  one  mad  but  himself ! 
He  has  applied  himself  too  closely  to  business — and  yet,  he  has  never  been 
a  profound  thinker ;  but  there  is  no  aocounting  for  the  effects  of  applica- 
tion  on  some  minds !  What  an  extraordinary  circumstance  if  my  first 
case  *  de  lunatico  inquirendo'  should  happen  to  be  on  my  own  father!" 

Dick  now  entering,  each  having  an  object  to  keep  his  communication 
from  the  other  for  fear  of  aggravating  the  Symptoms,  impressively  uttered 
his  name,  and  then  placed  their  fingers  on  their  lips  to  enjoin  silence. 
Dick,  although  he  thought  it  very  queer  in  his  old  master  to  do  so,  fully 
entered  into  the  pantomime,  as  far  as  Frederick  was  concerned,  and,  point- 
ing  slily  to  his  father,  placed  his  finger  on  his  Hp  too.  Mr.  Morris  re- 
solving  to  inquire  how  he  had  sped  with  respect  to  the  delivery  of  the 
letter  the  first  private  opportunity  he  had,  and  Frederick  determined  to 
let  things  take  their  chance,  "  for,  in  his  father's  present  State,  no  Oppo- 
sition was,  alas !  to  be  dreaded  from  bim!" 


Chapter  IV. 

Who  has  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heaveuly  ray  ? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  gight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  its  own  delight, 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confesa 
The  might,  the  majesty  of  lovelinesa? 

Btron'b  Bride  o/Abydos. 

Some  days  having  elapsed  since  the  supposed  delivery  of  the  second 
letter  to  Mrs.  Bouverie,  without  eliciting  any  rejoinder  from  her,  although 
Dick,  when  subject  to  the  most  rigid  cross-examination,  pertinaciously 
adhered  to  his  first  story,  "  that  he  did  positively  give  it  into  the  handa 
of  the  lady  herseif,  and  that  she  twirled  it  more  than  once  between  her 
thumb  and  fineer,  whilst  pretending  to  read  the  address ;"  and  also,  not- 
withstanding  the  very  alarming,  incipient  Symptoms  of  insanity  exhibited 
by  Frederick,  they  did  by  no  means  mcrease  according  to  the  established 
ratio  in  such  cases ;  on  the  contrary,  his  whole  manner  and  deportment 
had  latterly  undergone  a  most  surprising  and  improving  change,  display- 
ing  a  milaness  and  Submission  never  witnessed  in  him  before.  He  was 
complaisant  to  James,  considerate  for  Dick,  pleading  in  extenuation  of 
his  many  palpable  derelictions  from  duty  and  atteution  in  the  office; 
whilst  to  himself  he  was  affectionate  and  deferentiul  to  a  painful  degree ; 
so  that  Mr.  Morris,  whilst  he  admired  the  striking  difference  in  his  once 
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haughty  and  arrogant  son,  was  still  puzzled  to  account  for  it ;  for  never, 
except  when  the  affair  of  the  contumacious  ofhcer's  relic  came  on  the 
iapis,  did  Frederick  oppose  one  opinion  offered  by  his  father ;  bat  then 
he  became  outrageously  violent  in  his  advocacy  of  her,  strenuously  and 
determinately  vindicating  her  through  all  blame  and  censure;  protesting 
that,  u  as  a  man,  he  never  would  suffer  her  name  to  be  associated  with 
dishonour ;  for,  that  misfortune  and  crime  ought  to  be  held  most  distinct 
in  the  estimation  of  every  really  well-disposed  mind;*'  so  that  the  be* 
wildered  parent,  "  perplexed  in  the  extreme,"  and  never  dreaming  that 
he  himself  was  an  object  of  suspicion  to  his  son,  thought,  at  last,  that 
there  must  be  more  in  all  this  than  met  the  eye, — "  that,  perhaps,  his  poor 
boy's  very  malady  arose  from  some  chivalrous  infatuation  respecting  the 
claims  an  unprotected  woman  had  on  the  opposite  sex, — and  that  he  him- 
self had,  alas !  engendered  that  very  folly  in  his  brain,  by  dwelling  so 
mach  on  the  effects  which  struggling  virtae  ought  to  produce  in  every 
manly  bosom.  The  young  imagination  is  soon  excited;  and  many  a 
violent  prepossession  has  been  conceived  in  secret, — and  nourishea  in 
secret,  to  the  detriment  of  reason,  merely  through  directing  the  attention 
to  an  interesting  point  of  character  or  circumstances !  Can  they,  by  any 
chance,  have  met  ?  if  so,  that  will  account  for  the  lady's  reserve  and  tbe 
gentleman's  knight-errantry !  Is  it  iropossible  to  fatnom  the  mystery  ? 
at  all  events,  there  is  nothing  like  trying!"  So,  without  breathing  a 
syllable  of  his  design,  one  fine  morning  he  strolled  toward  No.  5,  Grove- 
terrace,  to  endeavour  to  obtain  an  interview  with  the  Angerona  (Goddess 
of  Silence)  who  resided  there,  that  he  might  regulate  his  conduct  for  the 
future  according  to  the  kind  of  irapression  she  should  make  on  him. 
On  his  arrival,  he  was  rather  alarmed  at  observing  the  knocker  of  the 
door  muffled ;  and  on  learning  from  the  servaut-maid,  who  was  cleaning 
the  Steps,  "  that  it  was  for  her  mistress,  who  had  long  been  dangerously 
iD,"  all  his  previous  conjectures  as  to  the  cause  of  Frederick's  madness 
vanished ;  and,  with  a  pang  of  acute  contrition,  he  thought,  "  Poor  thing ! 
I  have  misjudged  her  afiter  all !  Frederick  is  right,  I  have  indulged  in  a 
spirit  of  persecution  towards  her !" 

"  Pray,  did  she  get  the  two  letters  I  sent  by  my  clerk  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir ;  but  Miss  Agnes  can  teil  you ;  will  you  please 
to  walk  into  the  parlour,  and  let  me  call  her  down  to  you  ?" 

"  By  all  means,  if  she  is  at  leisure. — So  there  is  a  Miss  in  the  case, 
then  ?  Does  Fred  know  that  ?  Is  that  the  cause  of  his  romantic  ardour, 
his  flightiness  of  action  ?     Nous-verrons  F 

In  glaucing  round  the  room,  everything  indicated  the  presence  of 
youth,  taste,  and  elegance ;  the  drawings,  the  flowers,  the  embroidery- 
nrame,  and  everything,  also  indicated  the  presence  of  sickness ;  for  the 
sketches  were  unfinished,  the  flowers  drooping,  the  needle  carelessly« 
thrown  on  the  tapestry,  and  the  cushions  of  the  large  easy  chair  com- 
pressed  and  disordered,  as  if  they  had,  indeed,  been  propping  a  frame 
racked  by  restlessness  and  pain. 

The  entrance  of  Agnes  put  a  stop  to  his  observations,  but  quickened 
his  regret  for  those  two  detestable  letters  most  considerably,  lest  they 
should  have  added  to  her  mothers  sufferings. 

"I  am  sorry,M  he  began,  bowing  profoundly,  "to  find  that  Mrs. 
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Bouverie  is  so  unwell.    I  had  no  idea  she  was  indisposed,  or  I  should  not 
have  troabled  her  with  those  two  letters  so  inopportunely." 

"  TmOy  sir  ?  only  one  was  reeeived ;  and,  as  I  explained  to  Mr.  Fre- 
derick— for  I  presmne  I  am  addresBing  Mr.  Morris—" 

u  Yes,  madam.     Then  von  have  seen  iny  son?" 

"  Ob !  dear,  yes ;  and  ne  promiaed  that  you  should  not  proceed  against 
my  poor  mother  for  the  rent  whilst  she  was  ilL" 

««  And  he  shall  redeem  his  promise !  But,  when  did  he  make  it  ? — 
when  did  you  see  him  T 

u  The  first  time " 

u  Oh !  then  von  have  seen  him  more  than  onee  ?" 

"  Daily,  sir,  have  1  enjoyed  that  happiness  since  we  first  inet,  whieh 
was  on  the  morning  affcer  that  terrible  letter  of  yonrs ;  you  were  from 
hörne,  sir,  but  your  kind  son  undertook  to  satasfy  your  mind  on  the  sub- 
ject  of  my  visit.     I  hope         " 

u  Oh  I  dear,  no !  nothing  is  the  matter ;  I  understand  perfeetly.  And, 
so  you  see  him  daily  ?" 

*'  Yes,  for  a  few  moments  he  runs  in  to  inquire  after  mamma.  Indeed, 
had  it  not  been  for  him  she  must  have  sunk  under  her  illness ;  but  he 
studies  her  every  want.     Oh,  siri  what  an  admirable  son  you  posaessl" 

u  I  am  fuUy  sensible  of  the  distinguished  Messing,  miss !" 

"  So  liberal ! — so  dismterested ! — so  perfectäy  indifferent  abont  money ! 
—will  not  hear  a  word  coneerning  my  mother's  serious  debt ;  and  k 
qube  angry  when  I  teil  htm  she  frets  at  its  being  still  unpaid.  Ah,  sir ! 
wa  never  «an  make  him  any  return  for  his  generosity." 

u  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,  miss.  And  so,  to  the  best  of  your  xecol- 
lection,  you  have  only  reeeived  one  letter  ?" 

"  Only  one,  sir." 

u  That's  very  Singular.  However,  do  not  distress  yourself,  and,  above 
all,  do  not  distress  your  mother;  the  rent  is  a  matter  of  no  consideration 
to  me ;  thank  God,  I  have  no  need  of  driving  the  widow  and  the  fasher- 
less  to  ertremity." 

a  So  Mr.  Frederick  said." 

«When,  miss?" 

"Last  eventng,  when  he  brought  me  those  beautiful  primroses.'' 

"  Did  he  ?    Will  you  allow  me  to  pluok  one  of  thetn,  Miss  Agnes  ?" 

u  Oh,  sir !  all  if  you  please,  and  this  rose,  too ;  they  both  came  firom 
him— he  knows  I  am  so  fond  of  flowers." 
"  He  soon  discovered  your  taste." 
"Not  very ;  it  was  two  or  three  days  first." 

u  The  nnreasonable  üttle  puss !"  thought  the  half-eaptivated  old  gentle- 
man.     "Good  morning;  pray  make  my  landest  oompliments  to  your 
i  mamma.     Oh !  by-the-by,  Miss  Agnes,  you  never  obsemed   anytning 
particukr  in  my  son?" 

u  Good  gracions,  sir !"  replied  Agnes,  blushing  vennilion,  u  what  an 
extraordinary  question." 

u  A  monstrous  lovely  girl  I — a  monstrous  lovely  girl  !"  muttered  Mr. 
Morris,  as  he  again  regarded  Agnes  Bouverie,  as  she  smilingly  curtsied  to 
him  from  the  top  of  the  steps.  "  if  Master  Fred  is  mad,  there  is  method 
m  Ins  madness,  going  to  oonsole  euch  a  forloro  and  artless  creature ;  but 
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I  begin  to  suspect  he  is  no  more  mad  than  I  was,  when  I  feil  into  the 
same  dilemma  with  his  darling  moiber.  The  sly  dog,  to  pretend  to  more 
virtue  thaa  hia  father  I  Now  to  tantalise  him,  for  bis  reserve  about  his 
uuumorutcu  What oould  induee  him  to  use  it  towards  me?  I,  who  am 
§o  glad  to  see  young  people  happy — so  ready  to  promote  that  happi- 
ness;  for  where  u  the  father  who  does  not  rejoice  in  a  son's  virtuous 
attachment?" 

"  Well,  Fred»"  he  said,  entering  the  office  with  assumed  anger,  "  I 
find  it  is  useless  daüying  any  longer  with  those  people  at  No.  5. ;  for* 
bearanee  is  lost  lipon  them,  so  I  have  been  to  Burton  to  teil  him  I  wish 
an  execution  to  be  put  into  the  house  immediately." 

"Good  Haarens,  father  I"  gasned  Frederick,  "how  could  you  be  so 
fvecipitate? — bo  barbarous  ?     Why,  Mrs.  Bouverie  is  dying.w 

M  Dying !  How  was  I  to  know  that  ? — how  did  you  happen  to  know 
thai?" 

"Why,  in  the  most  remarkable  manner;  the  truth  is,  she  has  a 
daughter." 

"  A  daughter]  God  bless  me,  that  is  remarkable!  I  hope  not  with 
radiant  hair,  Fred,  and  soft  imploring  eyes  P  However,  if  she  has,  I 
know  yeor  opinion  of  such  syrens — your  contempt  for  them — your  con- 
viction  of  their  being  partiseps  criminis  in  the  wish  to  defraud  honest 
people."  Poor  Frederick  writhed  beneath  this  twisting  of  the  thumb- 
screw;  but  he  feit  that  out  of  his  own  mouth  was  he  condemned. 
"Well!  and  so  she  has  a  daughter?"-  continued  his  father;  "but 
still  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  affair.  I  am  sorry  the  woman 
sfaaukl  be  ill,  bat  it  is  too  late  to  retract,  so  she  must  abide  the  conse- 
quenoes  of  not  appealing  to  me  for  delay, — of  not»  at  least,  letting  me 
know  whether  she  did  receive  my  two  letters  or  not." 

"Father,  then  once  for  all,  she  did  not  The  first  poor  Agnes  sup- 
pressed,  on  account  of  her  mother's  danger;  and  the  second  I  would  not 
pennit  Dick  to  deliver." 

"  Here's  a  direct  admission  of  the  basest  collusion,  Master  Fred.  Pray 
what  was  your  reason  for  acting  against  the  interests  of  your  own 
father?" 

"Shamel  shame  at  the  renundation  of  dogmatically-advanced  pre- 
jodioas — the  fear  of  your  just  reproaches — the  dread  of  your  just  ridicule 
for  my  arrogant  temerity,  my  unmanly  vacillation — the——" 

"  The  fbrce  of  love,  Fred !  Come,  let  me  fiuish  the  sentence  for  you. 
Bot  what  sott  of  a  girl  iB  this  Agnes  Bouverie  ?" 

"  Hush,  my  father  1"  said  Frederick,  drawing  close  to  Mr.  Morris. 
fiush !  do  not  speak  so  loud ;  I  would  not  have  these  vulgär  walls 
ade  familiär  with  her  spotless  name.  All  I  can  say  is,  that  to  me  she 
is  '  beantiful  exeeedingly ;'  but  as  to  describe  in  what  her  chief  charm 
ooasists,  I  would  not  venture  the  attempt,  I  should  so  utterly  faiL" 

"  Then  I  will" 

"  Father,  you  are  not  excited ;  you  are  in  the  füll  possession  of  your 
reason ;  you  do  not  feel  any  throbbing?" 

"  No*  I  hope  you  do  not  fancy  I  am  mad,  because  I  have  undertaken 
to  portray  a  pretty  girl — to  do  what  you  cannot?  If  I  do  draw  her 
hideouely,  then  say  I  have  a  distorted  imagination,  Fred — la  voilä  ?  She  has 
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eyes  so  blue  and  clear,  that  one  can  well  believe  the  evening  star  of  a 
pure  and  guilefess  soul  beams  pensively  and  serenely  through  them ;  a 
cheek  whose  wild  rose  hue  has  neyer  been  heightened  beyond  the  en- 
kindling  of  a  mother's  kiss,  or  that  of  hovering  cherub  in  a  dream — a 
smile  of  childhood ;  and  a  little  white  mellow  band,  which  invites  the 
pressure  it  repels — the  blossoms  of  Paradise  seem  to  play  aroond  her,  so 
sweet  and  fragrant  iß  her  whole  innocent  being." 

"  Oli,  my  father,  my  dear  father !  what  an  artist  you  are !  That  is,  in- 
deed,  her  üivine  picture.     But  when  did  you  learn  to  sketch  it?" 

((  Just  now — ecce  Signum!"  he  added,  pointing  to  the  pritnrose. 

"  Did  she  give  you  that?"  exclairoed  Frederick,  snatching  it  from  his 
father's  button-hofe,  and  pressing  it  passionately  to  his  Ups.  "  Did  she 
give  you  that  V  he  continued,  thrusting  it  fax  into  his  oosom.  "  Did 
Agnes»  indeed,  give  you  thatV9 

"  Yes,  she  did,"  replied  the  fond  father,  sympathising  in  the  rapture  of 
his  son;  "  or  rather,  it  would  appear,  sent  it  to  you,  from  your  unscrupu- 
lous  appropriation  of  it" 

"  Why,  father,  it  is  but  a  simple  flower,  and  so  I  thought" 

"  It  would  be  a  fit  emblem  of  love,  Fred.  Ha,  ha !  you  cannot 
deceive  me;  that  poor  little  flower  will  be  kissed  to  death  before  night, 
and  then  you  will  bury  it  under  your  pillow.  Have  you  no  fear  ? — Its 
ghost  will  certainly  haunt  your  slumbers !" 

"  No,  father!  but  about  Burton  ;  that  fills  me  with  fear  indeed." 

"  Then  you  believe  it?  c  A  weak  invention  of  the  enemy,'  Fred,  to  test 
your  feelings." 

"  My  dear,  kind  father!  but  how  could  I  think  otherwise  of  you?" 
said  Frederick,  as  he  embraced  his  father  with  much  emotion.  "  Then 
you  will  not  be  impatient  for  the  rent?" 

"  That  we  will  talk  about  as  we  go  along.  Come  put  on  your  hat.  I 
am  sure  we  are  neither  of  us  inclined  for  business  to-day,  and  therefore  a 
walk  will  refresh  our  jaded  spirits." 

"  If  you  would  excuse  me,  I  would  rather  remain  at  home ;  I  am  in  no 
mood  for  Walking  just  now." 

"  Oh,  do  as  you  please;  I  can  Step  into  Mrs.  Bouverie's  alone." 

"  Mrs.  Bouverie's !  I  did  not  know — pray  wait — I  will  not  detain  you 
an  instant.  Why  did  you  not  say  you  were  going  there  at  first?  You  are 
too  tormenting.  father." 

"  Revenge  is  sweet,  Fred.  You  thought  I  committed  an  unpardonable 
error  in  marrying  your  lovely  but  penniless  mother,  but  now  you  see  how 
rashly  you  judged  me;  now  you  see  how  necessary — how  important  it  is, 
for  a  man,  *  who  thinketh  he  standeth,  to  take  heed  lest  he  faU.'  Let  this 
be  a  lesson  to  you  for  the  time  to  come,  my  son ;  let  it  make  you  diffident 
in  giving  your  own  opinion — charitable  towards  that  of  others — moderate 
in  condemning — slow  in  deciding — and  ever  rememberful  that  it  is  im- 
possible  to  know  how  far  the  human  heart  can  resist  temptation  until  its 
weakness  has  been  proved,  as  yours  now  is.  But  come ;  I  have  thought 
of  a  remedy  which  I  fancy  will  be  very  beneficial  to  the  poor  invalid." 

Frederick  followed  his  father  in  silence,  his  feelings  being  too  tumul- 
tuous  to  hazard  expression— his  heart  too  palpitating — his  breathing  too 
impeded — his  tongue  too  faltering.     At  nrst,  he  thought  he  had  never 
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ohserved  bis  father  walk  so  sadly  deliberate;  yet,  when  they  were  near  the 
house,  he  wished  they  had  not  come  so  quick ;  and  yet,  when  they  reached 
the  gate,  Mr.  Morris  could  not  help  being  strack  with  the  amaziug  ala- 
crity  with  which  his  son  ascended  the  Steps,  how  readily  he  turned  the 
handle  of  the  door,  as  if  accustomed  to  let  himself  unceremoniously  and 
noiselessly  in ;  how  he  placed  his  fioger  on  his  lip,  as  if  to  enjoin  silence ; 
and  how  he  was  smiled  upon,  both  by  the  little  maid  and  her  fair  young 
mistresa,  as  he  entered  the  parlour,  encooraging  his  father,  by  sandry 
signs,  to  follow  him. 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  consider  that  we  are  impertinently  intruding  on 
your  8erious  avocations,  Miss  Bouverie,"  observed  Mr.  Morris,  seeing  the 
young  lady's  surprise  at  his  speedy  return  ;  "  but,  in  truth,  ever  since  I 
learnt  the  sad  State  of  your  mother's  health  from  you  this  morning,  and 
more  particularly  from  my  son  afterwards,  I  have  been  anxious  to  propose 
a  peculiar  plan  for  her  recovery,  which,  if  she  will  but  adopt,  I  am  certain 
would  completely  renovate  her,  as  I  never  knew  it  to  feil. 

"  Oh,  sir !  if  you  have — but,  alas!  she  has  a  sickness  which  I  fear  will 
baffle  all  your  skill— the  sickness  of  adversity !" 

"  Ah!  that  is  discouraging;  but  never  mind;  if  my  System  does  not 
answer,  then  some  other  must  be  essayed.  Can  I  see  your  mother,  my 
dearT 

"  Yes,  sir ;  she  is  at  this  moment  sitting  up  reading." 

"  Alone?" 

"  Yes,  she  always  prefers  being  alone  then.  Shall  I  go  up  first  and 
announce  you  ?" 

"  No ;  a  little  surprise  may  do  her  good.  You  can  stay  and  assist 
my  son  in  watering  those  poor  nowers ;  they  want  attending  to  bad  enough. 
The  little  servant-girl  can  show  me  to  Mrs.  £ou?erie*s  apartment,  and 
my  age  secures  me  the  privilege  of  the  entrie." 

Agnes  feit  painfuUy  embarrassed  after  Mr.  Morris  quitted  the  room, 
and  her  strongest  impulse  was  to  follow  him ;  "  but  it  would  be  so  rüde, 
so  ungrateful,  to  leave  Frederick  alone."  So  she  reconciled  herseif  after  a 
struggle  to  remain  with  him.  But  why  is  the  mystery,  for  the  flowers 
were  not  only  not  watered,  but  not  even  thought  o£  saving  and  except- 
ing  one,  which  was  brought  forth  with  a  trembling  hand,  like  a  relic  from 
a  shrine,  to  be  held  up  triumphantly  before  the  averted  eyes  of  a  certain 
blashing  young  lady,  who  had  scarcely  ceased  wonderiog  "  how  in  the 
world  that  primrose  came  to  be  concealed  in  Frederick  Morris's  bosom, 
when  she  had  expressiv  given  it  to  his  father,"  ere  the  door  opened  and 
admitted  Mrs.  Boavene,  tenderly  supported  by  that  very  father  himself. 

"  Oh,  mamma !"  exclaimed  Agnes,  springing  as  if  from  some  one  eise's 
arms,  and  throwing  her  own  round  her  mother's  neck.  "You  down 
stairs!  what  could  have  brought  you  down  ?' 

"  Your  happiness,  my  Agnes ! — your  felicity,  my  darling !  Oh,  my  dear 
child,  what  kind,  what  merciful  fnends  has  rrovidence  raised  up  for  us  ! 
Truly  •  he  is  a  father  to  the  fatherless,  and  a  husband  to  the  widow/ 
my  precious !" 

"  Mamma,  what  am  I  to  Widerstand  ?" 

"  Why,  dearest,  that  Mr.  Morris  not  only  now  remits  all  the  rent  due 
to  him,  but  also  wishes  to  unite  himself  to  our  interests  by  a  nearer  aud  a 
dearer  tie." 


THB  TJLBLES  TUBHB   . 


u  Thai  is,  madam,  if  the  young  lady  hat  ao  decided  aversion  to  my 
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u  Oh,  sir,  wo  owe  Um  too  mach.    I  am  too  gratefal." 

u  I  am  afraid  gratitade  will  not  come  op  to  the  Standard  of  my  son's 
ambition,  miss ;  he  must  have  a  more  precious  claim  on  the  beert  of  his 
wne. 

"  Oh,  mamma!  what  can  I  ••T?" 

u  Nothing,  eweetest,  notmagT  said  Fiederick.  u  I  undemtand  your 
silence  perfectly." 

u  I  did  not  kaow  that,  like  Apollo,  I  had  the  power  of  bestowing  the 
apitit  of  divmation*  on  my  son.  I  mast  aay,  I  envy  yoor  aptitude  at  gaeas- 
ing,  Fred.  But  youthfuf  hearts  eaaüy  miderstand  eaeh  other.  It  was  so 
with  mine  at  your  age,  and  aeain  I  feel  the  eloquent  Intuition."  And, 
at  if  to  find  an  opportunity  of  drying  the  tears  of  a  too-afiecting  recollec- 
tion,  Mr.  Morris  tunaed  to  die  negleoted  flower»stand,  gaily  observing, 
"  We  have  no  time  to  lose,  my  dear  Mm.  Bouverie,  for  I  am  resolved  to 
wear  aome  of  these  primroies  on  the  morning  of  the  weddmg." 

"  Oh,  my  mamma!" — Agnes  couid  not  proceed,  for  her  voice  was  end- 
denly  reodered  inarticulate  by  the  stifhng  of  aome  other  Bound,  strangely 
reaembling  kiasea. 

The  neighbourhood  was  shortly  after  starüed  from  its  propriety,  and 
every  one  was  on  the  qui  vwe  to  eee  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frederick  Morris  take 
possession  of  the  large  centre  house  in  Victoria  Crescent,  which  had  been 
ao  elegantly  fitted  up  whilst  they  were  absent  on  the  wedding  tonr,  and 
about  the  arrangement  of  which  old  Mr.  Morris  had  been  so  eiaeediagiy 
busy  and  extravagant. 

When,  therefbre,  the  new  travelling  chariot  stopped  at  the  gate  there, 
early  on  the  afternoon  of  a  brilliant  day  in  the  middle  of  Jone,  the  heads 
of  the  curious  in  brides  projected  from  every  window;  and,  when  the  door 
of  the  carriage  was  opened,  the  ateps  let  down,  and  the  sylph-like  form  of 
Agnes,  instead  of  alighüng  on  the  ground,  was  fairly  lifted  into  the  gar- 
den  in  the  arms  of  the  old  gentleman,  whilst  a  delicate-looking  lady  ad- 
Tanoed  to  meet  them,  to  embraee  whom  Frederick  Morris  booaded 
eagerly  fbrward,  curiosity  gave  place  to  sympathy,  and  every  careless 
eye  grew  dim  with  a  tear,  and  every  nnthinking  heart  throbbed  in  unison 
with  the  happy  group  ascending  the  steps,  band  in  hand,  pausing  to  look 
rato  eaeh  other's  faces,  as  if  their  all  of  earthly  felicity  dwelt  in  those 
fond  mutual  glances. 

*  "Biancans,   the  son  of  Apollo,  by  Jance,  Saccran's  dmngfater.w->BnrtoP^ 
«  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,"  voL  ü.,  p.  22a 
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PARMA. 

AK  HISTOEICAL  BOMAVCE. 

Chafteb  XXXTX. 

The  bond  of  sympathy  between  Margaret  and  her  mother  was  drawn 
tighter  by  the  force  of  recent  events.  Mrs.  van  Meeren's  regrets  at  the 
prospect  of  her  leaving  her  native  land  were  better  understood  by  her 
daughter  than  she  had  anticipated,  and  she,  on  her  Eide,  expressed  less 
disappointment  in  resignmg  her  fovourite  scheine — the  alliance  with  her 
Spaxnsh  favourite—  than  Margaret  had  dared  to  hope.  Softened,  too,  by 
the  turn  amiirs  had  taken  towards  the  friends  of  other  days,  she  allowed 
her  danghter  to  perform  her  devotions  at  the  ehnrch  of  St.  Michael,  and 
even  to  visit  her  uncle;  although  she  would  not  brave  Chievosa  by 
receiving  either  Father  Eostaee  or  Paul  nnder  her  own  roof.  Bat  if  her 
mother's  roind  was  so  mttch  more  at  ease  than  it  had  been  fbr  months 
past,  Margaret  was  far  from  feeling  as  reassnred  or  as  tranquiL  She 
woald  not,  however,  disturb  her  mother  s  peace  by  communicatiog  the 
siekening  apprehencions  with  which  the  conversation  she  had  held  with 
Chievosa,  on  the  night  of  her  father's  flight,  fiUed  her,  but  tried  to  eon- 
ceal  her  uneasiness  nnder  the  greatest  appearanee  of  ealm  she  oould 


Lopez  Chievosa  remained  composed,  süent,  and  unusually  sedentary. 
He  never  hazarded  even  die  most  distant  allußion  to  CornenWs  flight ; 
and  though  Margaret  herseif  would  on  no  aocount  have  introduced  the 
subject,  «tili  Uns  forbearance  on  bis  part  increased,  rather  than  diminished, 
her  alarm.  Her  renewed  intercourse  with  Father  Eustace  was  her  chief 
source  of  consolation,  but  his  brow  too  was  clouded ;  the  beautiful  serenity 
of  his  mind  was  overcast ;  and  Margaret  pereeived  with  deep  regtet  that 
despondency,  most  foreign  to  his  hitherto  resigned  nature,  weighed  the 
good  father  to  the  ground.  Whilst  lamenting  the  sad  change  Aus  per- 
eeptible  in  her  best  friend,  she  could  not  help  reflectmg  upon  the  difference 
of  character  that  now,  as  well  as  in  past  days,  mauifested  itself  between 
hhn  and  his  Former  aesociate,  her  uncle  Paul.  Hie  dreadful  event  that 
had  thrown  the  shrinking  Floris  into  the  seclusion  of  a  cloister,  had  made 
her  nncle  adopt  the  persecuted  fsith.  The  trials  and  grievances  of  their 
unhappy  conntry  had  broken  the  heart  of  the  one,  and  had  steeled  that 
of  the  other  for  resistance  and  rerenge.  Her  admiration  was  eqnally 
balaneed  between  the  two,  and  she  did  not  trouble  herseif  with  investiga- 
tions  into,  far  less  censures  upon,  the  course  pursued  by  either,  but  her 
tffectioiiate  nature  feit  equal  apprehension  for  the  ultimate  fate  of  both. 

Week  after  week  patsed  away  in  this  State  of  suspense ;  and  js  not 
that  word  synonymous  with  suffering?  Her  solitary  houw  of  meditation 
might,  indeed,  have  been  relieved  by  one  soothing  remembrance,  but  that 
sprmgttde  of  love  whieh  in  youne  bosoms  should  wann  like  the  sun's 
vivifying  rav,  making  all  within  bright  and  joyous  with  its  emanations, 
was  doomed  to  prove  a  regret  in  its  very  bud.  Margaret  had  opened  her 
heart  on  this  subject  to  Father  Eustace,  more  as  to  the  tried  friend  of  her 
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childhood  than  as  to  the  father  confessor.  He  had  not  awed  by  bis 
severity,  nor,  stränge  to  say,  chilled  by  tbe  insensibility  which  so  many 
men  among  those  conversant  with  the  human  passions,  under  their  worst 
and  most  revolting  forms,  often  exhibit  towards  the  purer  developments 
of  this  most  natural  of  impulses  in  the  young  and  tne  innocent,  but  he 
had  shown  her  that  her  love  was  hopeless. 

His  early  retirement  from  the  world — which  he  had  left  before  being 
touched  with  its  contamination — his  monastic  habits,  and  a  natural  inborn 
refinement  of  soul,  permitted  Father  Eustace  to  widerstand,  and  enter 
into,  the  more  delicate  shades  of  a  young  and  innocent  attachment,  such 
as  that  which  was  now  opened  to  him  ;  and  because  he  could  widerstand, 
he  guided  his  penitent  rightly.  In  his  own  gentle  way  he  presented  to 
her  so  true  a  picture  of  tne  realities  of  her  Situation,  and  that  of  him 
who  engrossed  her  thoughts,  that  she  turned  away  from  it  in  terror. 

Days  grew  to  weeks,  and  weeks  passed  away  in  the  same  irksome  sus- 
penso ;  still  nothing  decisive  was  known  concerning  the  fate  of  Cornelius. 
It  had,  indeed,  been  agreed  that  the  boat  ahould  not  instantly  return,  but 
linger  out  at  sea,  as  if  bent  on  a  fishing  ezpedition,  that  the  real  purpose 
with  which  it  had  set  out  might  be  the  better  concealed.  Thus  some  delay 
appeared  natural ;  but  when  it  became  protracted  beyond  all  reasonable 
calculation,  the  anxious  wife  and  daughter  began  to  feel  the  most  serious 
alarm,  and,  unknown  to  them,  all  those  initiated  in  the  secret  shared  their 
Anxiety. 

Van  Diest  ventured  to  pay  Faul  another  secret  and  nocturnal  visit,  for 
the  purpose  of  communicating  to  him  the  misgirings  that  filled  his  mind. 
Neither  the  skipper's  family  nor  any  of  their  friends  had  heard  of  him 
since  his  departure,  nor  had  Van  Diest  been  able  to  ascertain,  although 
he  had  caused  diligent  inquiries  to  be  made  among  the  owners  of  the 
fishing-smaoks  generally  stationed  along  the  coast,  if  Master  van  Kuyp 
had  succeeded  in  Clearing  Walcheren.  If  he  had  passed  it,  he  had  effected 
his  purpose  with  singular  mystery. 

At  Middleburg,  Paul  had  some  friends ;  and  Van  Diest,  who  had  lately 
gathered  some  reports  most  unfavourable  to  the  respectability  of  the  Van 
Kuyp  family,  advised  him  to  go  over  in  person,  and  take  his  mformations 
on  the  spot.  Faul  had  already  found  that,  stränge  as  it  appeared  to  him, 
Van  Diest's  advice  was  generally  good.  In  this  instance  it  suited  well 
with  his  own  impatience ;  he  determined,  therefore,  without  more  reflec- 
tion,  to  act  upon  it. 

Margaret  heard  of  his  Intention  through  Kay,  who  came,  at  her  uncle's 
desire,  to  inform  her  of  the  step  he  was  about  to  take,  when,  for  the  first 
time,  she  perceived  with  dismay  that  her  own  boding  fears  were  shared 
by  others.  Durine  that  and  the  eusuing  day  she  feit  irresistibly  tempted 
to  question  the  only  being  who,  she  thought,  could  have  cleared  away  her 
doubts.  The  words  hovered  incessantly  upon  her  lips ;  but  whenever  her 
eyes  wandered  to  the  countenance  of  Chievosa,  a  mysterious  repulsion 
seemed  to  breathe  forth  from  his  handsome  features  that  prevented  her 
from  giving  them  utterance.  Why  her  dread  of  him  should  thus  increase 
she  could  not  divine ;  but  all  her  efforts  to  overcome  the  feeling  were 
fruitless,  and  his  own  silence,  so  stubbornly  prolonged,  appeared  to  her  no 
happy  omen. 

Faul  returned,  but  all  his  exertions  had  been  of  no  avail.     Far  from 
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ascertaining  anything  conoerning  his  brother's  fate,  he  had  received  no 
tidings  even  of  the  boat.  His  perplexity  equalled  his  sorrow ;  bat  what 
wcre  his  feelings  compared  with  those  of  Margaret  and  her  mojther !  But 
they  sought  renef  in  the  exercise  of  their  devotions ;  and  whilst  the  steps 
of  Mrs.  van  Meeren  conducted  her  to  the  lofty  aisles  of  the  cathedral, 
Margaret  poured  out  her  grief  beneath  the  shaaes  of  St  Michael's. 

Chievosa  not  only  left  the  house  very  seldom,  but  had  of  late  com- 
pletely  domiciled  himself  within  the  apartment  of  the  females,  to  both  of 
whotn,  though  from  different  reasons,  his  presenoe  was  a  restraint.  His 
watchful  eye  was  ever  on  them ;  and  so  trying  to  Margaret's  temper  was 
the  quiet  yet  decided  part  he  enacted  towards  them,  that  nothing  but  her 
mother's  oommands  could  withdraw  her  from  her  own  chamber. 

They  thus  sat  together  one  fair  summer  morning,  whose  gladness 
seemed  lost  alike  upon  all  three,  when  a  knock  at  the  door  announced  a 
yisitor.  Time  was  when  such  tokens  had  passed  unheeded;  but  now  the 
circumstance  assumed  for  them  an  importance  wherewith  misfortune  and 
habitual  solitude  will  sometimes  invest  the  merest  trifles.  With  a  Start  of 
aurprise  they  simultaneously  rose  to  greet  Father  Eustace  as  he  slowly 
entered  the  room ;  but  surprise  gave  way  to  alarm  in  Margaret's  bosom 
when  she  remarked  the  grave,  collected  air  and  sorrowful  countenance  of 
the  priest  as  he  advanced  towards  her.  Mrs.  van  Meeren  looked  embar- 
rassed,  and  the  Spaniard  angry,  at  the  sight  of  a  guest  who  had  once  been 
so  welcome. 

"  Daughter,"  said  the  Premontre,  turning  to  Mary,  "  I  would  be  aJone 
with  you  and  your  child.  I  have  that  to  say  which  will  brook  the  pre- 
sence  of  no  stranger." 

"  If  the  reverend  father  means  me,"  said  Chievosa,  with  an  easy, 
almost  contemptuous  look,  "  l  can  assure  him  the  term  is  misapplied,the 
caution  useless ;  I  am  no  stranger  here." 

"  It  is  not  with  you  that  I  would  speak,"  said  the  priest,  calmly. 
"  My  business  is  with  the  wife  and  daughter  of  Master  Cornelius,  and 
with  them  alone." 

He  looked  as  if  he  expected  Mary  to  interfere,  but  she  gazed  heai- 
tatingly  from  one  to  the  other  without  speaking  a  word.  At  last  Mar- 
garet, turning  her  indignant  glance  towards  Chievosa,  ventured  to  express 
a  wish  that  he  would  withdraw. 

"  I  will  not  resist  the  bidding  of  so  fair  a  lady,"  said  Lopez,  bowing 
with  mock  courtesy ;  u  but  when  you  are  mine  f  must  provide  you  with 
a  spiritual  guide  more  kindly  inclined  towards  me.  But  let  that  pass.  I 
go  not  at  your  request,  sir,  for  I  know  that  you  wish  me  away,  that  you 
may  speak  evil  of  me ;  and,  were  it  not  for  the  cowl  that  protects  you, 
I  But  I  will  not  threaten." 

"  Were  I  so  disposed,"  said  Father  Eustace,  raising  his  large  mild  eyes 
to  the  Spaniard's  haughty  countenance,  u  I  might  show  you  that  one  does 
not  insult  with  impunity  the  habit  of  my  order ;  but  I  prefer  a  gentler 
mode  of  reminding  you  of  what  is  due  to  my  character  as  a  priest.  My 
life  is  one  of  peace  and  not  of  strife  ;  go,  therefore,  and  trouble  me  not. 
The  evil  you  wish  roe  in  your  heart  I  forgive  as  sincerely  as  I  hope 
Heaven  will  forgive  all  the  wickedness  that  you  may  have  ever  thought 
and  done.  If  your  heart  were  ripe  for  repentance,  I  would  say,  Come, 
my  son ;  as  it  is,  go— and  go  in  peace." 
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Alt  ine&ble  dignity  was  spread  orer  tbe  monk's  eountenance  as  he 
spoke,  and  Margaret  observed  the  pride  of  the  Spaniard  fall  before  iL 
CrestfaUen,  if  not  toucbcd,  he  turned  away,  and  silently  glided  from  the 
roera.  The  moraent  the  door  was  closed  the  Premontre  turned  to  Mary ; 
but  before  his  lips  even,  moved  Margaret  read  in  the  sorrowful  glanee  of 
his  eye  some  impending  evil  of  which  he  was  the  unwüling  messenger. 

u  Holy  Virgin!"  she  exclaimedi  **  has  anght  beiallen  my  father?" 

Mary  tzembled  so  violeotly  that  she  could  scarcely  stand ;  her  mind, 
as  well  as  that  of  her  daughter,  was  filled  with  the  keenest  apprehension, 
which  the  very  next  words  of  the  priest  bat  too  amply  realised. 

"  You  mußt  prepare  yourselves,  my  danghters,  to  hear  with  fortitude 
the  misfortunea  wherewith  it  has  pleased  Providence  to  try  you.  Chance 
has  revealed  to  me  yonr  father's  fate.  He  has  been,  doubtless,  betrayed ; 
for  when  the  boat  in  which  he  embarked  was  abont  to  thread  its  way 
along  past  the  WaJcheren  island,  it  was  chased  hy  several  armed  boats, 
overtaken,  overhauled,  and  Master  Cornelius  taken  prisoner,  thpugh  hy 
what  authority,  and  for  what  purpose,  can  only  be  guessed  at  Where 
the  master  of  the  skiff,  and  those  who  mannen  it,  have  been  removed, 
remains  a  mystery  which  I  have  not  the  means  of  solving,  at  leaet  at 
present" 

The  monk  might  have  spoken  at  much  greater  length  without  receiv- 
ing  any  interruption,  for  Mary  had  fallen  back  into  her  ehahr  the  picture 
of  despair,  with  her  hands  tightly  pressed  together,  and  her  eyes  fixed  oa 
the  father,  with  an  ezpression  so  wild,  that  it  was  evident  she  retained 
but  little  consciousness  of  what  was  said ;  whilst  Margaret,  less  stunned 
by  the  blow  in  consequence  of  having  been  longer  prepared  to  meet  it» 
was  but  the  more  alive  to  the  intensity  of  affliction  with  which  the  news 
was  fraught.  The  sympathising  look  of  Father  Eustace  turned  from  one 
to  tbe  other. 

"  My  children,  said  he,  "I  feel  for  you.  I  would  not  have  infücted 
such  pain  had  it  not  been  for  your  temporal  as  well  as  your  eternal  good ; 
you  must  have  courage,  and  listen  to  what  more  I  have  to  say,  for  time 
presse9.  Seek  comfort  where  alone  it  can  be  found;  but,  ahove  all, 
remember,  Margaret,  that  your  only  chance  of  saving  your  father,  per» 
haps  yourselves,  lies  in  the  prudence  and  courage  with  which  the  weakest 
are  invested  if  they  but  seek  strength  from  its  real  and  only  souree." 

"  I  have  long  foreseen  this,"  said  Margaret.    "  It  is  Chievosa's  deed !" 

a  I  have  thought  this  probable,"  replied  Father  Eustace ;  "  but  how 
came  he  by  the  knowledge  of  your  father's  flight  ?" 

"  He  knew  it — he  knew  it,"  exclaimed  Margaret,  struggling  with  the 
tears  that  relieved  her  oppressed  heart.     "  He  told  me  so  hiraself !" 

"  Then,  indeed,  there  can  be  no  doubt  whence  this  misfortune  comes," 
observed  the  monk ;  "  and  the  daughter  of  Master  Cornelius  can  never 
become  the  wife  of  one  who  has  acted  a  part  so  unnatural.  Let  that 
thought  inspire  you  both  with  courage  and  prudence  to  break  from  his 
toils.  Rouse  yourself,  daughter,"  he  said,  addressing  Mary,  "  and  turn 
every  energy  towards  the  safety  of  that  object  of  your  love  which  it  has 
pleased  Providence  to  leave  you.  Let  the  feelings  of  a  mother  steel  your 
heart  against  this  great  affliction." 

"  I  was  a  wife  before  I  was  a  mother,"  said  Mary,  concealing  her  face 
with  her  hands ;  "  but  you  cannot  understand  my  feelings.  Leave  me, 
good  father." 
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"  No :  I  leave  you  not  thus.  Thk  frame  of  mind  is  un  worthy  the  pious 
woman  I  onoe  knew  you.  The  weakest,  the  tarnest,  as  well  as  the  moet 
savage,  of  the  brüte  creation  defend  their  of&pring,  and  can  that  feeling 
be  less  streng'  in  the  breast  of  the  Christian  mother  than  by  instinet  it  is 
in  theirs  ?  You  still  keep  your  £ice  tumed  from  me — your  heart  is  not 
softened— do  you,  then,  forget  how  you  feit  seventeen  yea»  ago,  when 
bre  for  your  child  made  you  so  eloquent  a  pleader  to  me — even  to  me, 
whose  Toioe  you  will  not  now  listen  to  when  it  is  raised  in  her  behalf? 
Was  the  bud,  then,  dearer  than  the  flower  ?  Has  ahe  been  an  undutiful, 
an  ingrate  daughter,  that  your  heart  is  turned  from  her  in  the  hour  of 
hepeatementfr  when  most  ahe  needs  a  parent's  love?" 

*'  You  know  not»"  murmnred  Mary  through  her  sobs,  "  what  it  is  to  be 
pkeed  between  two  süections  equally  powerrul — equally  torturing.  No," 
ahe  continued,  with  yehemence,  "  you  cannot  know  what  Cornelius  ha* 
been  to  me.  You  see  in  bim,  perhape,  nothing  to  justify  the  excess  of 
my  affection.  You  who  have  lived  for  years  in  your  solitary  cell,  claiming 
no  eympathy  with  any  other  weak  and  erring  mortal  like  yourself,  cannot 
understand  the  indissoluble  bond  of  love  whiduyears  passed  together,  day 
by  day,  hour  by  hour,  can  create  between  two  beings  whose  confidence, 
whose  affection  has  been  unlimited.  The  solicitude  with  which  he  haa 
bent  over  my  couch  when  I  there  lay  in  sickness — the  unalterable  patience 
he  has  shown  in  bearing  with  the  infirmities  of  my  temper — the  un- 
deriating  kindness  wherewith  he  has  soothed  and  supported  me  through 
all  the  inevitable  trials  of  life — these  are  links  of  a  chain  that  can  never 
be  broken.  No— no,"  continued  Mary,  wringing  her  hands,  "  Margaret 
can  never  be  to  me  what  he  has  been.  Leave  me,  good  father,  to  a 
sorrow  that  you  cannot  understand," 

Father  Eustace  crossed  bis  arms  on  his  ehest,  and  gazed  with  a  com- 
miserating  look  on  theeonvulsed  features  of  Mary,  but  he  did  not  attempt 
to  speak.  He  Mt  that  silence  at  such  a  moment  was  indeed  a  merey  to 
the  sufferer. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Mary,  as  if  the  venting  of  her  feelings  in  words 
were  a  relief,  "  Cornelius  has  nothing  whereby  to  attract  the  attention 
of  strangers  Hke  his  brother  Paul,  and  the  extent  of  his  worth  cannot  be 
appreciated  by  them ;  but  to  me— but  you  cannot  understand  me." 

"  Daughter,"  said  Father  Eustace,  meekly,  *'  I  know  what  is  sorrow, 
for  I  have  feit  it.  I  will  not  now,  in  your  hour  of  trial,  reproach  you 
for  your  want  of  Submission  to  the  Divine  will — you  are  not  in  a  fit  State 
to  benefit  by  such  upbraidiogs ;  but  I  will  employ  the  few  moments  I  can 
devote  to  you,  in  tracing  out  a  line  of  conduet  which  it  is  not  only  ad- 
▼isable  but  necessary  to  adopt.  Turn  away  the  stranger  from  beneath 
your  roof.  By  what  right  does  he  remain  under  its  shelter,  when  the 
head  of  the  family  is  withdrawn  from  it  ?  It  is  not  only  imprudent,  but 
unseemly.  He  dare  not  remain  against  your  will ;  and  if  you  act  up- 
rightly  in  this  matter  you  need  fear  nothing,  for  you  have  vet  friends  to 
protect  you.  But  the  wisest,  the  best  course  to  pursue,  for  your  tem- 
poral as  well  as  your  spiritual  weal,  is  to  seek  a  temporary  shelter  in 
some  convent.  In  such  a  retreat  your  mind  will  be  graaually  led  away 
firom  the  contemplation  of  your  own  sorrows  by  exercises  of  piety,  nor 
will  it  be  easy,  eren  for  your  astucious  guest,  to  follow  you  thither. 
Should  matters  come  to  the  worst — for,  my  daughtere,  you  must  learn  to 
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face  misfortunes  you  cannot  avert — the  veil  may  prove  a  protection  to 
Margaret.  Should  ehe  becorae  a  friendless  orphan — and  such  seems  bat 
too  likely  to  be  her  fate — what  other  asylum  holds  out  so  safe  a  refuge  ? 
God  knows  I  would  persuade  no  one  to  embrace  a  State,  however  happy, 
for  which  they  feel  no  vocation ;  but  should  the  troubles  augment,  the 
veil  will  be  the  only  shield  for  the  weak  and  the  unprotected." 

"  And  why  should  I  turn  away,"  said  Mary,  indignantly,  "from 
the  only  chance  I  may  yet  have  of  saving  my  beloved  busband  ?  If 
any  one  can  again  unite  me  to  him,  it  is  Lopez ;  and  I  would  buy  his 
safety " 

"  With  your  daughter's  honour — perhaps  her  life,"  interrupted  the 
monk,  severely.  "  Infatuated  woman!  you  cannot  save  him.  No,  there 
is  no  price  bv  which  the  evil-inclined  can  be  brought  over  to  do  good  t 
But  you  remitted  the  soul  of  this  child  to  my  care  when  least  I  sought 
the  charge,  and  it  has  now  become  my  paramount  duty  to  watch  over 
it.  Margaret,  I  com  m and  you  on  no  account  to  yield  to  your  mother's 
weakness.  It  is  not  only  your  personal  safety,  but  that  of  your  soul 
you  would  endanger  by  an  alliance  with  one  who  owns  no  creed  but 
that  of  his  wild  passions.  Be  rinn,  my  daughter,  but  genüe  in  your 
hrmness." 

Mary  started  up  in  anger. 

"  And  who  is  it,"  said  she,  "  who  dares  to  place  his  authority  between 
a  mother  and  her  child?  Is  it  by  training  your  charge  to  disobedience 
and  disrespect  towards  those  whom  God  has  appointed  to  watch  over 
her,  that  you  fulfil  the  holy  mission  I  had  entrusted  you  with  ?  Go, 
unworthy  priest ;  leave  a  house  where  you  would  add  sorrow  to  sorrow; 
the  curse  of  cKsunion  to  that  of  misfortune.  Go,  or  I  will  myself  depart, 
and  leave  to  your  tender  care  the  daughter  who  would  rebel  against  her 
mother."  She  rapidly  advanced  towards  the  door,  her  flushed  cheeks, 
sparkling  eyes,  agitation,  and  the  traces  of  recent  tears,  united  to  gire 
her  an  appearance  so  disordered  that  it  alarmed  both  Father  Eustace 
and  Margaret. 

"  You  had  better  call  in  medical  aid,"  said  the  monk,  in  low,  hurried 
tones,  to  the  latter.  "  I  have  communicated  the  evil  tidings  too  sud- 
denly.  I  will  now  depart,  for  my  presence  would  ezcite  her  to  madoess. 
My  blessing  be  with  you,  my  poor  child;  suffer  not  a  moment  your 
patieuce  and  your  courage  to  desert  you.  I  go/'  he  continued,  turning 
to  Mrs.  yan  Meeren — "  I  go,  at  your  bidding.  I  depart  not  from  your 
door  in  anger,  but  in  sorrow.  I  shall  pray  for  you ;  and  when  you  wish 
for  me  again,  I  shall  be  ready  to  afford  you  what  consolation  may  lie 
within  my  power." 

When  the  mother  and  daughter  were  left  alone,  the  former  looked 
wildly  around  her,  and  flew  back  to  the  spot  where  the  latter  stood,  pale 
and  mute,  like  a  carved  effigy  of  sorrow ;  she  then  threw  herseif  upon 
the  ground,  and  embraced  her  daughter's  knees. 

"  Margaret !"  she  exclaimed,  "  heed  not  his  words — save  me— save 
your  father !    Margaret,  will  you  let  me  die  at  your  feet  ?" 

With  the  greatest  difficulty  Margaret  raised  her  mother  from  the 
humiliating  posture  of  supplication,  and  having  at  last  succeeded  in 
placing  her  in  a  chair,  she  encircled  her  tenderly  in  her  arms ;  but  Mary 
started  from  her  as  from  an  adder. 
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"  A  mother  plead  in  vain  at  her  daughter's  feet  for  the  life  of  one  so 
deartoboth!"  ehe  exclaimed.  "  Who  could  have  believed  it? — who 
will  credit  it  ?  Little  did  I  dream  of  this  when  Cornelius  and  I  rejoiced 
by  the  side  of  thy  cradle,  that  a  child  was  born  unto  U8  to  console  our 
declining  years.  Far  from  me  was  the  thought  that  our  joy  would  be 
turned  into  mourning — that  strangers  would  interpose  between  us  and 
our  child's  affection !  And  what  do  I  require  of  you  ? — wherein  lies  the 
saerifice?  I  ask  you  but  to  wed  one  whom  prejudice  alone  can  cavil  at 
— whose  only  error  is  his  unbounded  love  for  you.  Oh,  Margaret !  he 
could — he  would  save  your  father !" 

Margaret  would  have  spoken,  but  the  next  instant  ehe  feit  her  mother's 
form  heavier  in  her  arms,  all  colour  forsook  her  cheeks,  and  ehe  who  was 
bot  lately  so  vehemently  agitated,  lay  so  still  and  lifeless  in  her  chair  that 
Margaret  shuddered  as  she  thought  that  death  might  have  overtaken 
her.  She  darted  from  the  room,  and  so  great  was  her  alarm  that  she 
caüed  upon  Lopez  for  succour. 

"  My  mother  is  dying !"  exclaimed  she,  breathlessly ;  "  for  God's  sake 
nm  and  fetch  the  first  leech  or  barber  you  may  fall  in  with." 

"  Let  me  first  see  her." 

"  That  were  time  lost,"  urged  Margaret« 

"  Ferhaps  not  so,"  said  the  Spaniard ;  and  passing  the  anadous  danghter 
he  hastily  entered  the  Chamber  where  Mary  lay  senseless.  No  longer 
Supporten,  she  had  glided  from  her  chair  to  the  floor,  her  head  resting  on 
the  cnshion  whence  she  had  fallen.  Lopez  bent  anxiously  over  her, 
feit  her  wrist,  put  his  hand  upon  her  heart,  then  again  consulted  the 
pulse. 

u  Prepare  everything,*'  he  whispered ;  "  she  is  in  danger — a  vein  must 
be  opened.     I  will  return  instantly." 

Margaret,  though  frightened,  did  not  lose  her  presence  of  mind.  AU 
was  prepared  when  Chievosa  re-entered,  though  he  had  scarcely  been 
more  than  a  few  seconds  absent.  He  drew  a  lancet  and  a  piece  of  red 
tape  to  bind  the  arm  from  a  small  box,  and  having  carefully  raised  Mrs. 
van  Meeren  to  a  sitting  posture,  he  impatiently  tore  open  the  sleeve, 
which,  aocording  to  the  fashion  of  that  day,  was  too  tight  to  admit  of 
being  drawn  up.  Margaret,  who  had  never  before  seen  anything  of  the 
sott,  witnessed  his  preparations  with  a  shudder ;  mistrusting  him  as  she 
did,  it  is  not  surprising  if  the  dreadful  thought  flashed  across  her  mind 
that  he  might  be  about  to  take  her  mother's  life.  He  who  had  so  crueily 
betrayed  the  one  parent,  how  could  he  be  a  friend  to  the  other  ?  But 
before  she  could  interfere  the  red  tape  was  finnly  bound,  and  she  could 
scarcely  repress  a  scream  when  the  blood  flowed  freely.  It  was  too  late 
now  to  remonstrate ;  she  could  but  stand  by  and  waten  the  result. 

Lopez,  holding  the  pulse  of  the  pattent  within  his  fingen,  with  an 
anxioiu  countenanceseemed  to  study  its  every  throb,  whilst  to  Margaret's 
inexperienced  eye  it  appeared  as  if  her  mother 's  life-blood  was  ebbiag 
fest ;  but  when  her  feelings  had  reached  a  point  at  which  they  could 
scarcely  be  said  to  be  within  control,  Chievosa  drew  from  his  box  a  long 
Hneo  band,  and  in  a  second  caused  the  tide  he  had  called  forth  to  retreat 
towards  the  System.  Margaret  was  then  surprised  to  see  a  youth  of  so 
slender  an  appearance  rsise  in  hia  arms  the  heavy  person  of  her  mother, 
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aad  carry  her  widuml  the  sfightest  appearance  of  exertioa  towards  the 
bed-charaber.  Guessing  bis  purpose,  she  hastened  sarward  and  threwopem 
the  door,  whea  Lopei  deposited  upon  the  eoueh  las  still  inanimate  bcn> 
den;  bot  eofour  had  returned,  and  the  sUght  beaving  of  her  breast 
ahowed  that  conscieusnea?  would  seon  foüow. 

"  She  has  reeeired  aome  visteut  sbeckV  obseryed  Cmevosa.  "  I  will 
gir e  you  a  paper,  which,  when  placed  near  the  region  of  the  heart,  will 
aoon  soethe  and  reriye  her.  It  niust  renain  there  at  least  fcr  the  spex» 
of  four-and-tweaty  houre,  efter  the  expiration  of  which  thm  you  sony,  I 
think,  remove  it  with  safety :  we  will,  hewerer,  see  how  she  tfaen  finde 
herseif.  In  a  6w  aninuass  her  eye»  will  open,  you  should  then  gne  her 
some  ef  these  eaftrafng  dxaughts»  which  yeei  know,  aeweM  as  layanlf,  hov 
I»  prepas*.  When  aha  comes  so  heiselL  see  that  yaaispeak  em  ao  agita~ 
fing  topie.  Margaret,  I  knew  what  hae  passed;  but  Feiher  Eastace'a 
advice  is  not  a  sound  oae — fbllow  it,  aad  your  falber  is  fest.  I  do  nei 
admit  that  I  have  betrayed,  but  will  not  demy  «hat  I  «au  säte  htm  ;  and 
I  here  deelare  to  you  that  I  will  nei  unless  your  band  he  my  reward. 
Look  at  your  asother ;  if  you  deaj  na  you  will  sacrifiee  Ae  life  of  bothi 
your  parents.  Think  not  that  she  will  survive  her  husbaad  ;  aad  do  you 
imagine  that  even  in  the  shade  of  the  claister  there  will  be  peace  fcr  the 
daugkter  who  has  dow  this  deed?  Ceaeuh  you*  own  heast  weH  betöre 
yeu  act  at  the  iaetigation  ot  any  ewe.  I  leave  you  now  to  its  prompt* 
inga,  You  will  ebserrey"  addedne,  with  a  bitter  snrile,  "that  I  ans  just» 
I  bow  oflfer  yeu  a  fair  bssgsin — it  is  for  yeu  tei  aceept  er  to  nsject  it 
You  have  not  treated  me  with  suf&eient  generosity  to  expeet  any  at  aty 
hands."     So  saying,  he  turned  slowly  from  her  and  left  the  room. 

The  remamder  ef  that  day  passed  sadiy  for  Margaret.  Her  mother, 
after  Coming  to  herseif,  for  a  few  secoods,  sank  back  agaia  inte  a  qaiet 
repose.  Sbe  heard  Chierosa  leave  the  house,  and,  though  his  departure 
was  a  refief,  she  never  feh  so  lonely— so  hopeless,  before.  If  the  wozda 
of  Father  Eustace  agreed  with  her  own  view  of  the  ease,  her  xnotber*  s  had 
found  an  eeho  in  her  haart,  and  Chievosa'a  had  awakened  her  tender  eon- 
seienee.  What  peaee  could  she  hope  for  in  the  world  or  away  from  it,  if 
she  neglected  to  pursae  those  means  which  migbt  yet  afibsd  a  ehaaee  of 
Bering  her  Isther.  A  snuril  still  Toiee  within  whispered  it  was  her  duty 
to  try  eyerythiag-.  fiappineas  she  migbt  renoonce,  but  the  peaee  of  her 
eonscienee  was  to  be  ensured  at  every  haaard.  And  if  her  pareats  wer© 
but  once  safe  and  free  in  a  country  wbere  they  would  run  no  further 
danger,  what  then  would  it  matter  what  became  of  her  ia  Chäeyosa'a 
hands  ?  Ovar  her  soul  he  could  nerer  hold  sway,  and  ottght  she  not  to 
risk  all  eise  for  the  sake  of  tboee  she  loved  so  much  ?  Yes,  she  would 
herseif  advise  her  mother — if,  xodeed,  such  adyice  were  needfei — to 
remain  on  the  same  frieadly  terms  with  the  young  Spaniard  as  heretofore, 
for  she  feH  that  by  withdrawing  hom  bis  power  she  sboukl  make  of  hisa 
an  irreconeilable  enemy.  She  would  onoe  more  giye  him  the  alternative 
of  restoring  her  fetber  to  liberty,  and  taking  her  hand  as  the  price— a 
price  that  she  would  not  then  scruple  to  pay.  fiut  for  her  fatber'a  sake 
she  determined  to  insist  first  on  the  fuHilment  of  her  conö^tions ;  to  yield 
beforehand  would  be  nradness.  Having  thus  made  up  her  mind,  she  feit 
more  calm,  more  resigned.  There  is  in  the  yery  thoua^it  ef  setf-saerifioa 
on  the  altar  of  duty  and  affection,  that  which  elevates  the  mind  above  its 
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and  enahles  eres  the  weak-minded — and  of  these  Margaret  was 
»to  grnpple  with  their  sorrows. 
Tewards  erening  Mra»  Tau  Meeren  awoke  from  a  ref reshuH?  shimber. 
At  first  she  gazed  on  her  bound  arm,  and  on  objeets  arotmd,  withont 
wamiug;  to  have  aay  rocollecticn  of  what  had  happened.  Her  eye»  wan- 
nend t»  the  little  heute  ahar  at  the  fbot  of  her  bed,  where  Cornelius  and 
aW  aad  been  so  many  long  yeers,  evening  after  erening,  in  the  habit  of 
kaeehng  tognther,  to  implore  that  heayenly  protection  whach  had  so  un- 
aeeooDtably  departed  from  them,  She  tamed  away  her  eyes  with  a  deep* 
<kavn  sighw  Tbey  next  feil  npon  her  danghter,  who  sat  on  the  oaken 
asaW  (a  pieee  of  furniture  which  in  those  da js  supplied  the  ases  of  a 
ehest  of  dzawen)  beeide  her  bed.  With  a  feeble  band  she  pushed  aside 
tae  fblda  of  the  heavy  cnrtains  which  interposed  between  herseif  and 
Margaret,  anal  gaaed  long  and  wistfully  at  her,  as  if  she  wonld  bare  drawn 
from  a  samt  examinatxn  of  her  fea totes  a  dear  nereeption  of  what  floated 
iadistmetlT  throngh  her  brain.  At  kst  her  thoughts  gradually  disen- 
tangfad  fuenaselves,  and  she  began  to  reeaember  the  erents  of  the 


Margaret,"  she  said,  in  a  low,  melanchory  tone,  "you  are  abont  to 
kare  me — to  enter  into  a  content— did  not  Father  Enstace  say  so  ?" 

*  Hush — hnsh,  dear  mother ;  fbr  the  sweet  Virgin's  sake  do  not  agttate 
yo&rstlf.  I  will  do  nothing  bat  what  yon  would  hare  me.  Let  that 
set  yenr  mnad  at  rest,  dear  mother,  fbr  rest  and  quiet  is  what  yon  most 
ased." 

"Witt  yon?"  exclauned  Mra.  Tan  Meeren,  starting  np  rrom  her  re- 
ffnahent  poatnre,  and  resdnr  on  her  elbow.  "You  are  tben  my  own 
oW,  gentle  child  ?  Yon  will  not  dream  of  going  to  that  hateful  Gön- 
net— the  Lord  forgrre  me  fbr  speaking  thns  of  any  house  of  bis,"  she 
added,  piously  crossing  herseif.  4<  You  will,  then,  marry  Lopez,  will  yon 
aot,my  aweet  child?" 

44  Aasnredly,"  replied  Margaret,  firmly,  "  if  he  save  my  father.*9 

u  Then  yon  will  not  dme  bim  from  onr  roof  ?"  urged  the  mother,  with 
to  ahmest  infantine  expression  of  helplessness. 

a  If  yon  bid  htm  stay v  who  shall  b'td  him  go  ?"  returned  Margaret, 
Uariring  at  her  mother's  display  of  weakness. 

"Tben  yon  will  not  he  disobedient  and  undutirul,  as  yonr  uncle  and 
Father  Enstace  wonld  adrise  T 

uBe  their  adriee  nerer  so  wise,  if  it  meet  not  yonr  approbation, 
notaer,  of  eourse  I  am  bonnd  to  disregard  it.'9 

"  Come  near,  my  ebüd,  that  I  may  bloss  yon.**  ButscarcelyhadMary's 
Hm  tonehed  her  daugbter's  brow,  when  she  feil  back  exhansted  on  her 
p*o* ;  and  Margaret  waa  gkd  that  her  phy sieal  debility  spared  her  the 
mental  anguish  whicb,  had  she  been  fully  conscious  of  it,  ner  sad  Situation 
■Rat  have  infhcted  npon  her. 

The  next  day  there  waa  a  yisible  rraprorement  in  Mrs.  van  Meeren's 
ante  of  heahh.  Lopez  Chöerosa  visited  her  in  bis  newly-aasumed  charac- 
*»  of  keeh,  and  hb  manner  was  so  kind  and  attentiye  towards  bis  patient, 
Ast  Margaret  was  for  a  momeni  tempted  to  beheye  she  had  fbrmed  too 
■anb  an  opinion  of  hnn.  She  eonld  not  reflect,  withont  some  feeling  of 
P«atnde,  npon  the  probahmty  of  bis  narbig  been  the  day  before  the 
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means  of  saving  her  mother's  life.  Her  mood  towards  him  was  softened, 
and  she  expressed,  more  cordially  than  heretofore,  her  readiness  to  comply 
with  his  wishes,  stipulating,  however,  that  her  father's  liberation  should 
precede  their  union. 

Chievosa  appeared  contented  with  this  result,  and  though  he  did  not 
allude  to  the  subject,  he  was  evidently  sarprised  as  well  as  gratified  that 
they  entertained  no  design  of  breaking  up  the  establishment.  During 
the  whole  of  that  day  he  absented  himself,  but  the  morning  did  not  pass 
by  uninterrupted  as  usnal.  William  Kay  came,  on  the  part  of  Paul,  to 
urge  his  sister-in-law  and  niece  to  night,  since  some  härm  must  have  be- 
fidlen his  brother,  being  resolved  himself  to  provide  for  them  a  fitting 
escort.  Kay  likewise  informed  them  that  Van  Diest  had  gone  to  Brüssels, 
in  the  hope  of  discovering  some  clue  to  his  poor  friend's  fate  by  dint  of 
his  sagacity,  in  which  his  trust  was  implicit,  and  concluded  by  frankly 
ofiering  his  own  home  and  protection  until  they  should  meet  with  an  op- 
portunity  of  exchanging  both  for  what  might  better  meet  their  views ;  he 
added,  that  it  would  be  a  good  means  of  ridding  themselves  of  Chievosa 
without  quarrel  or  recriminations,  and  would  bring  them  more  immc- 
diately  under  Paul's  protection  without  committing  them.  But  kindly  as 
this  offer  was  pressed,  it  was  firmly  refused  by  Mrs.  van  Meeren. 

"  Well,"  said  Kay,  rising  to  take  his  leave,  "  Master  Paul  will  be 
sorry  when  he  hears  the  ill  success  of  his  plan.  But  you  will  not  keep  your 
precious  friend  long  with  you — Van  Diest  declares,  that  when  he  has  fer- 
reted  out  Master  Cornelius,  he  will  find  a  way  to  make  Antwerp  too  bot 
fbr  the  Spaniard,  and  that  without  burning  his  own  fingen ;  and  Master 
Paul  swears  he  will  have  his  life  if  he  meddle  any  further  with  affiurs 
that  concern  him  not.  I  assure  you  he  will  find  the  place  untenable; 
there  are  too  many  who  have  their  eyes  upon  him,  and  will  leave  no  means 
untried  to  turn  him  out." 

Mrs.  van  Meeren  heard  these  words  in  silence ;  bat  they  caused  Mar- 
garet's  heart  to  beat  with  reviving  hope.  Her  friends  were  clostng  around 
her.  Her  fiery  uncle,  the  gentle  Father  Eustace,  the  pacific  Van  Diest, 
nay,  the  absorbed  and  abstracted  William  Kay  himself,  were  förming  a 
league  which  she  thought  would  prove  too  powerful  for  a  man  Standing 
alone  and  a  stranger  among  them.  The  feeling  of  desolation  which  had 
lately  overshadowed  her,  was  much  assuaged  by  these  proofs  of  active 
friendship  on  the  part  of  those  whom  she  had  accused  in  her  secret  heart 
of  neglect.  It  seemed,  however,  as  if  Chievosa  knew,  as  by  intuition, 
everything  that  was  said  or  whispered  beneath  her  roof ;  such,  at  least, 
was  the  inference  she  drew  from  his  overcast  and  gloomy  looks  when  next 
she  encountered  him.  Her  own,  on  the  contrary,  in  spite  of  her  great 
affliction,  were  more  cheerful  and  confident  than  they  had  been  for  a  long 
wbilepast. 

Thus  many  days  passed  away,  during  which  Lopez  Chievosa  made  fre- 
quent  absences,  and  Mrs.  van  Meeren,  sanguine  that  they  were  all  on  her 
account  and  for  the  best  of  purposes,  put  the  most  kind  construction  upon 
them.  Though  far  from  sharing  implicitly  her  mother's  conviction  -  on 
this  point,  Margaret  forbore  from  hazardmg  an  avowal  of  her  doubta, 
and  both  adhered  to  their  ordinary  practice  of  questionin?  none  of  his 
movements.     Strange  looking  men,  too,  it  was  remarked,  closely  munled, 
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were  in  the  habit  of  calling  upon  him  during  the  hours  of  dusk,  or,  in  case 
of  bis  absence,  of  leaving  letters  for  him,  which  the  deaf  old  nurse  had 
been  instructed  to  deposit  carefully  in  his  Chamber.  Mysteries  seemed 
thickening  around  him,  to  unravel  which  Margaret  and  her  mother  had 
either  not  the  desire  or  the  courage. 

The  town,  in  the  mean  time,  remained  perfectlj  quiet.  The  presence 
of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  if  it  did  not  stifie  all  dissensions,  was,  at  least, 
of  sufficient  weight  to  prevent  them  from  taking  the  shape  of  any  populär 
ontbreak.  It  was  well  known  that  the  regent  was  sending  Courier  afW 
Courier  to  urge  the  return  of  this  nobleman,  and  it  was  generally  thought 
her  anxiety  on  this  head  arose  from  suspicions,  which  the  presence  of 
Brederode  and  his  party  in  Antwerp  was  calculated  to  excite,  of  a  Beeret 
underatanding  subsisüng  between  the  latter  and  the  prince.  She  could, 
however,  adduce  many  plausible  reasons.  The  country  was  every  where 
in  a  distracted  State,  and  the  government  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  greatly 
needed  the  presence  of  its  governor.  In  Brüssels,  too,  the  absence  of  his 
Council  was  feit  even,  unwUlingly  as  she  submitted  to  it,  by  the  regent 
herseif.  In  many  towns  of  the  Low  Countries,  even  in  whole  districts,  a 
stränge  spirit  had  arisen,  though  whence  originating  none  pretended  to 
divine.  Men  and  women  of  the  lowest  and  most  abandoned  class— of 
whom  it  has  not  even  been  clearly  proved  that  they  belonged  to  the  re- 
formed  faith — headed  by  no  leaders,  instigated  by  no  motive  that  could 
be  well  understood — except  by  that  love  of  destruetion  and  thirst  for 
plunder  which  ever  lie  dormant  in  the  bosoms  of  the  destitute  and  the  bad 
— the  scum,  in  short,  of  large  populations  belonging  to  all  countries  and 
ages,  which,  during  times  of  commotion  and  populär  discontent,  break  into 
outrages  under  some  specious  pretext  or  other  offered  by  the  miseries  of 
the  times — disbanded  soldiers,  famished  sailors,  workless  artisans,  boys 
prematurely  old  in  sin,  and  prostitutes  of  the  lowest  description,  under 
pretence  of  erasing  from  the  land  the  abomination  of  idolatry,  ransacked 
and  pillaged  every  church  and  convent  into  which  they  could  force  an 
entrance. 

They  passed  through  the  country  like  a  hoard  of  locusts  spreading  a 
general  blight,  breaking  down  every  cross  and  image  that  lay  in  their 
path,  and  destroying  with  ruthless  band  every  monument  sanetified  by 

Siety,  and  dear  to  every  lover  of  art  and  antiquity.  Obeying  nothbg 
ut  their  brutish  impulse,  they  carried  through  everywhere  their  work  of 
destruetion,  stränge  to  say  unhindered  and  unopposed ;  and  their  wild  fury 
spread  like  a  contagion  from  town  to  village,  from  capital  to  province. 

The  demon  of  desolation  had  not  hitherto  reached  Antwerp,  except  in 
the  shape  of  alarming  reports,  such  as  induced  the  magistrates  to  implore 
the  Prince  of  Orange  to  protract  his  sojourn  in  their  city  until  the  As- 
somption  should  be  over,  they  having  every  reason  to  dread  disturbances 
on  that  occasion;  the  prince,  therefore,  sent  message  upon  message  to  the 
regent,  entreating  her  patience  for  a  brief  Space  longer,  during  which  all 
parties  looked  forward  to  the  future  with  anxiety. 
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SHAKSPEREAN  A.— No.  Y. 

THE  BOT  SHAKSFfiULBK. 

The  most  interesting  page  in  the  records  of  the  biogiaphy  of  great 
men  is  that  which  is  devoted  to  the  youth  of  geniual  Ine  dawa  hath  a 
radiance  to  the  noon  denied.  It  is  a  matchless  pleasure  to  see  the  ligfct 
wrestling  with  the  darkness  ;  to  see  the  radiant  ahafts  of  day  piercing  the 
Uack  phalanx  of  the  routed  night  with  a  dxffused  and  expanding  hrjghtaess. 

We  see  the  future  painter  drawing  outlioes  ou  the  sand  ;  the  future 
astronomer  learning  for  the  first  time  the  names  of  the  stara  above  his 
head ;  the  sculptor  carving  likenesses  an  his  shepherd's  staff.  We  aeem  to 
see  laid  the  corner-stone  of  a  great  tempfe,  whereon  the  fkechwak  of 
a  divine  spirit  shall  hereafter  Test.  We  never  tire  of  traäng  the  silent 
advent  of  a  great  mind — its  tardy  acknowledgment  by  the  incredulous 
world,  its  douhts  and  fears,  and  its  final  self-recognition. 

Alas !  that  this  page,  too,  of  so  fair  a  volume  time  ahould  have  defaced, 
leaving  only  a  few  gilded  tracings  here  and  there,  or  an  Illumination 
whose  eolours  are  now  pale  and  lifeless. 

Of  his  ancestry  there  is  little  known.  His  father  was  Master  John 
Shakspeare,  Bailiff  of  Stratford,  who  married  Mary,  the  daughter  of 
Bobert  .Arden,  a  gentleman  of  fortune  of  Wylnecote,  in  the  sarae 
countr,  whose  father  was  Governor  of  the  Chamber  to  Henry  VII. 
The  family  of  Arden  became  afberwards  connected  by  marriage  with  the 
illustrious  name  of  Hampden.  1t  is  probable  that  political  feeiing  led  to 
a  closer  connexion  between  two  families  who  had  rallied  round  the 
Standard  of  the  illustrious  exile.  That  the  grandfather  of  John  Shak- 
speare had  himself  done  faithful  and  approved  Service  to  the  Earl  of 
Richmond,  is  recorded  in  the  grant  of  a  renewal  of  his  coat  of  arms  in 
1569.  In  1574  he  purchased  some  houses  in  Henley-street»  Stratford. 
In  1 578,  perhaps,  but  not  necessarily,  from  pecuniary  embarrassmeuts,  he 
mortgaged  his  wife's  estate.  In  1664,  a  few  months  befbre  the  poet's 
birth,  the  plague  broke  out,  and  committed  extensive  ravages  in  Strat- 
ford. Little  oomment  can  be  offered  upon  facta  so  scanty.  It  is  safn- 
oient  to  observe  that  Shakspeare  was  of  a  well-educated  and  refined  race, 
seither  brutalised  nor  weighed  down  by  poverty,  or  emasculated  by 
desoent  from  one 

wbose  blood 
Had  crept  through  rasoaU  ever  since  the  floo<L 

He  was  of  that  middle  class  to  which  Eogfood  owes  her  wnest  and 
bravest  sons.  Men  raised  above  a  daily  stroggle  for  bread  are  «wnpelfed 
to  advanoe  to  prevent  recedtng.  To  tbese,  her  chosen  chfldren,  Fortune 
hokb  out  erery  motive  that  can  inerte  to  fame.  They  stand  on  vantage- 
ground — the  golden  mean  that  the  rieh  have  lost,  and  the  poor  neveT 
had.  From  his  father,  Shakspeare  may  have  derived  that  strong  loyaky 
that  is  ever  visible  in  his  dramatic  works  ;  the  horror  of  sedition,  rebel- 
lion,  and  disarraogement  of  existing  things ;  the  personal  love  of  the 
wearer  of  the  "  golden  round,  the  crown  and  top  of  sovereignty ;"  the 
almost  idolatrous  worship  of  the  glittering  insignia  of  rank,  the  proud 
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of  imperial  rok ;  the  oontemptuoet  iadifiefenee  of  the  "  ank- 
aaar," the afcoatiag- Jbaus-heaoed  makfradft 

OU  dnreaaD^Aalavyfinmi&aes  o*  vMk  awild  unooaaeeted  fitory  of 
paart  yoath.  He  eays,  in  aiaacmmblmg  way,  "  Shaktpeane  was  the 
of  m  earfaWr,  aad  he  «ms  woot,  when  he  was  a  bey,  and  küled  a  ealf, 
«»  de  it  in  a  hegh  etyle  aad  make  a  speeeh.  Taere  was,  avb  that  läme, 
another  batchervs  son  in  the  town,  that  was  held  not  at  all  inferior  übt  a 
■ateral  wii>  hte  aequaieäanee  and  neighbovr,  hui  he  diad  yoaag." 
A  rambfing  aooedone,  valnahle  as  a  proof  <of  the  aanowaeas  of  the 
populär  appaoüatian  «f  Skakapeare  afihar  the  Restoration,  when  Feenoh 
taete  xwied  deapotieally  a  woald-be  deapotic  court,  and  o£  the  ebkvion  of 
Jocal  tnaütioof,  that  terenty  years  of  civil  war  had  aredaeed,  aad  the 
df— iefinia&  düsoegavd  far  ehe  eiviHtias  of  social  life,  and  of  thoae  ieoal  re- 
anembixnoes,  an  «xtended  lata  £br  waich  fonat  the  patriot 

To  oonsider  such  traditions  as  theie  we  matt  not  look  an  the  mannen 
of  the  seventeenth  Century  with  the  eye  of  the  niaeteenth.  The  dis- 
tinttions  of  aoeietj  were  broader :  a  redaced  gentleman  feil  rapidly  into 
the  class  of  burghers.  Ladies,  even,  of  rank,  deigned  to  superintend  their 
stül-rooms,  and  to  watch  their  serving-men  and  maideas,  as  they  busied 
themselves  in  the  complieated  operatioas  of  beewing»  baking,  spinning, 
starching  (an  ioaportant  houashold  duty  in  that  age).  The  ladies  of  that 
time  prated  not  of  the  rights,  hat  thought  oafry  of  the  duties,  of  women. 
They  knew  the  prondest  place  of  a  matron  was  the  internal  regulation  of 
domestic  life ;  and  that  it  was  tot*  that  Natnie  had  fbnned  her  nature  so 
plastic,  passive,  and  sensitive. 

It  is  probable  that,  in  this  simple  era,  hefore  the  days  of  veneer, 
laoquer,  aad  false  appearances,  the  son  of  a  reduced  country  gentleman, 
a  farmer  and  a  woolcomber  to  hoot,  had  to  eerve  in  a  thousand  menial 
oecupations,  and  thk  duU,  mechanical  drudgery  Shakspeare  may  have 
enliveaed  by  bis  quick  fancy — now  killing  a  calf  "  like  a  sacrifice  to  the 

diy9y  now  stabbing  a  aheep,  as  Brutus  <£d  Ciesar,  "in  the  high  Roman 
ion." 
His  plays  eontain  only  two  allusions  to  bis  father's  trade.  The  one,  I 
dank,  either  in  the  "  Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  or  the  Ci  Comedy  of  Errors," 
wherea  föaniing  sea  is  compared,  by  a  harsh,  turgid  metaphor,  to  *  carded 
wool/*  and  another  in  *  Ilenry  VIII.,**  part  of  whieb,  at  least,  was  cer- 
tainly  written  by  Shakspeare,  though  not  acted  tili  after  his  death : 

Upon  these  taxations, 

The  dothfers  all,  not  abte  to  matntain 
The  many  to  theai  Moogiig,  have  put  of 
The  ipaasten,  carders,  füllet»*  weavera,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger, 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  desperate  raannery 
Daring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  in  uproar. 

Henry  VIIL,  Act  I.,  Scene  IL 

The  allusions  to  his  native  county,  and  those  that  border  it,  as  Glou- 
cestershire  and  Northamptonshire,  are  mare  frequent,  particularly  in  his ' 
early  works.  Falstaff,  ashamed  of  bis  ragged  troop,  "  won't  march 
through  Coventry,  that«  flat"  The  only  shirt  in  his  regiment  was  one 
stolen  frorn  "the  red-nosed  innkeeper  of  Daventry ;"  and  several  of  the 
scenes  of  "  Henry  VI."  are  laid  at  Coventry  and  WarwicL  % 
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His  scenery  is  the  scenery  of  midiand  England.  Hb  rivers  axe  Seen 
"  winding  at  tfaeir  own  sweet  will" — no  foaming  water-brooks  of  a  rocky 
Und.  His  mountains  are  faintly  sketched.  His  sea  is  the  aea  of  a  bound- 
less  Imagination,  but  seems  not  drawn  by  a  bystander.  Hia  Dover  cliff 
was  probably  rather  a  chance  resemblance  to  the  bygone  precipice  than  a 
portrait,  and  resembles  it  only  as  the  description  of  one  aea-aiae  ciag  re- 
aembles  that  of  another. 

The  early  worka  of  Shakspeare  abound  with  imagea  of  that  rnral 
life  in  which  the  first  twenty  years  of  his  life  were  spent  The  back- 
ground  of  his  "  Venus  and  Adonis,"  "  the  first  heir  of  his  invention»"  aa 
he  calls  it,  is  such  a  scene  of  hill  and  dell,  and  wood  and  thicket,  as  Strat- 
ford  itself  might  bave  furnished.  It  is  interesting  to  think  that  some  of  the 
gems  that  stud  his  pages  were  picked  up  as  he  brushed  through  the  dewy 
fields  around  Shottery,  having  torn  himself  from  the  arms  of  Anne 
Hathaway  as  the  morn  grew  grey,  when 

Morn  stood  on  the  misty  mountain's  top ; 

the  morning  when  they  doubted  whether  it  was  the  nightingale  or  the  lark 

that  bid  them  part : 

Lo !  here  the  gentle  lark,*  weary  of  rest, 

From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high, 
And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 
The  sun  ariseth  in  bis  majesty. 

Venus  and  Adonu. 

The  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 


whose  notes  do  beat 


The  vaulty  heaven  so  htgb  above  our  heads. 

Romeo  and  Juliet. 

The  shrill-gorged  lark. 

Lern. 

In  London  all  personal  recollections  of  Shakspeare  have  passed  away, 
eyen  from  Eastcheap  and  Whitefriars.  Our  hearts  do  not  burn  within  us 
when  we  pace  the  dingy  streets  of  Southwark,  or  do  they  glow  when  we 
ramble  through  Blackfriars ;  but  in  Stratford  we  can  rest  our  eyes  on  the  very 
scenes  that  met  his  eyes  two  centuries  and  a  half  ago.  We  see  his  paths, 
the  haunts  of  his  childhood,  the  gently-flowing  river;  the  hüls  that 
bounded  his  bound  our  horizon ;  we  see  the  house  where  he  was  hörn ; 
we  see  the  silent  home  where  he  is  laid.  The  Warwickshire  farmer 
thinks  of  Stratford  as  his  market-town ;  to  its  inhabitants  it  is  the  scene 
of  daily  hopes,  fears,  cares,  and  vicissitudes  ;  but  to  the  pilgrim  it  is  no- 
thing but  the  birthplace  of  Shakspeare ;  his  memory  is 

— —  undying ; 
The  very  gale  his  name  is  sighing, 
The  waters  murmur  still  his  name, 
The  woods  are  peopled  with  his  fame. 

•  •  •  •  • 

His  spirit  wraps  the  dusky  mountain, 
His  memory  sparkies  o'er  the  fountain  ; 
The  rippling  rill,  the  gentle  river, 
Roll,  mingling  with  his  fame,  for  ever. 

*  The  idea  of  the  "lark  at  heaven's  gate  einging,"  in  the  beautÜul  song  in 
u  Cymbeline,"  is  found  in  several  earlier  writers. 
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We  cannot  converse  with  the  dead,  with  the  sUeot  in  the  grave.  Be- 
tweea  them  and  us  there  is  a  great  gulf  fixed,  but  we  can  still  visit  the 
seenes  which  their  footsteps  have  consecrated  for  eternity. 

We  can  wander  over  the  very  spots,  and  swear  by  our  halidome  we 
see  him  "in  ourmind's  eye,  Horatio,"  carvingupon  the  sxnoothrind  of  a 
beech  the  names  of  Will  and  Anne  joined  in  a  love-knot,  and  such  rode 
ntarishings  aa  a  dagger  could  achieve,  hanging  sonnets  upon  hawthorns, 
and  songs  upon  brambles,iwith  all  the  marks  of  love  npon  him,  if  we 
can  trust  the  Symptoms  he  himself  fnrnishes — cheek  lean,  blne  eyes 
sanken,  "  beard  neglected,  hose  ungartered,  bonnet  unbanded,  sleeve  un- 
buttoned,  shoe  untied,  and  everything  about  him  denoting  a  careless  deso- 
lation." 

Of  his  birthplace  there  have  been  many  descriptions,  from  the 
Scotch  minuteness,  like  the  items  of  an  auctkraeerVi  catalogue,  down,  or 
rather  np  to,  Irving,  who  writes  with  the  pen  of  Addison.  It  is  a  long 
irregulär  stracture  of  wood  and  plaster,  with  gable-ends,  a  wide-gaping, 
eheerrol,  hospitable,  truly  Englisn  porch,  wide-latticed,  diamond-paned 
casements,  fonning  gable-ended  projecüngs  from  the  roof.  As  Irving 
says, "  a  trae  nestling-place  of  Genius,  who  seems  to  delight  to  hatch  her 
ofispring  in  by-corners."  His  chair  is  still  shown.  From  the  birthplace 
to  die  grave  of  Shakspeare  is  but  a  step.  Irving  beautifully  describes  it 
in  his  "  Sketch-Book."     We  abridee  and  subjoin  it : 

"  He  lies  buried  in  the  chancel  of  the  parish  church,  a  large  and  vene- 
rable  pile,  mouldering  with  age,  but  richly  ornamented.  It  Stands  on  the 
banks  of  the  Avon,  on  an  embowered  point,  and  separated  by  gardens 
from  the  adjoining  village.  Its  Situation  is  quiet  and  retired.  The  river 
nms  murmuring  at  the  foot  of  the  churchyard,  and  the  elms  which  grow 
upon  its  banks  droop  their  branches  into  its  clear  bosom.  An  avenue  of 
limes  leads  to  the  church-porch.  The  graves  are  overgrown  with 
grass,  and  the  tombstones  with  moss.  The  church  is  crowned  by  a 
spire ;  it  is  entered  by  a  highly •ornamented  porch,  with  carved  doors 
of  massive  oak.  The  intenor  is  spacious,  and  the  architecture  good. 
There  are  ancient  monuments  there,  with  rotting  banners  and  dark 
escutcheons ;  tall  elms  wave  before  the  pointed  Windows,  and  the 
murmurs  of  the  near  Avon  can  be  heard  within.  A  nat  stone  in  the 
chancel  indicates  his  grave.  There  are  four  lines  on  it,  which,  if  they 
are  indeed  his  own,  show  that  solicitude  about  the  quiet  of  the  grave 
which  seems  natural  to  fine,  sensitive,  and  thoughtful  minds — the  grave 
of  him  who  says,  with  a  feeling  of  such  deep  repose, 

"  After  life's  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well — 

"  Good  friends,  for  Jesus'  sake,  forbear 
To  dig  the  dust  enclosed  here. 
Blessed  be  he  that  spares  these  stones, 
And  cursed  be  he  that  moves  my  bones." 

Proceeding  upon  the  well-known  principle  of  every  Shakspearian  com- 
mentator,  that  every  bad  Hne  in  any  play,  song,  or  sonnet,  must  be  a  vile 
Interpolation,  I  should  be  inclined  to  assert  that  this  wretched  doggrel 
was  none  of  the  poet's,  who,  it  is  probable,  died  suddenly.  Just  over  the 
grave,  in  a  niche  of  the  wall,  is  a  bust  of  Shakspeare,  put  up  a  year  or 
two  afiter  his  death.  The  features  are  heavy,  but  wear  a  bland  and  serene 
eipression,  such  as  we  night  have  expected  from  a  spirit  who  had  love 
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«ad  ckanty  aar  eJL  Universal  trisdoaa  k  eoiacideat  witk  aiMnil  love, 
«od  n»  my  fae  supposed  to  appronek  nearer  to  the  atlribnios  of  ins 
Creator  the  more  bowndleas  m  kts  nkslaatkropy.  To  Irvsagfe  eye  k  «ont 
rrttianaat  and  eerene  aapeet,  vidi  a  nnelj-arcied  üacehoaa,  an  wkiek  one 
aeemed  toiead  ckar  indkatkms  of  tkat  ekeerful  and  social  diapoekifln  by 
«dnckkewaa  aa  muek  cbnractaised  anflog  las  eoatemponarias  as  by  tke 
vastaess  of  Ins  genina,  Tke  iaeciiptaan  shows  kna  to  har  e  keen  eory 
fifty-tkree  yean  of  age  attketimeof  kts  dee*aje,--^anthnelyöWh  ficlr 
tkeworld.     Itis  staange  tkat  tkeseKnes,proenb^ 

jKeentoc,  in  the  apirit  of  tke  ofld  fieoiek  nobleman  wko  «zote  upen  ks 
handle  of  aeoovnta, 

The  de'il  pike  out  his  een  that  looks  herein, 

aetuaily  prereoted  the  reinoval  of  the  poet'e  body  to  tkai  oky  of  the  im- 
aaortal  dead,  Weatmiaster  Abhey .  Some  yea»  ago,  in  smking  a  vaaat  ad- 
jaeent  to  tke  grave,  the  eartk  gaped  anfficientiy  wide  to  «nable  tkegseve- 
diggertolookwitkin.  TkerowaaaothuigboidW;thegieaAbiiiinandtiie 
laigehearthadreaolvediatotheirpiiaiitiTeateBBa.  No  aaney  eartk-torner 
eeuld  rap  his  pate  with  kia  skovel :  abeady  ke  kad  aunk  ineo  dust,  and 
mar»  even  now,  stop  a  barrel,  as  kia  own  Hamlet  epecuJatee  not  too 
eunoualy.  For  tvo  daya  and  nigkts  tke  Strasibrd  eextan  gaarded  tke 
sacred  relics— the  pelladkanof  the  Warwiokahire  vülage.  Wkat  adenan 
eoannOTio«  ai  midnigkt  by  tke  aide  of  the  dark  pit,  with  no  sonnd  to 
break  tke  tkick  heavy  darkness  but  die  miiraanring  of  tke  Avon,  that 
eeems  to  marmur  ke  etemal  dirge  beneatk  tke  windowa,  and  the  meteUic 
pakatkn  of  the  belfry  deck  above! 

Near  bis  grave  are  thoae  of  kis  wife,  united  at  leert  in  denbh,  kia 
favourite  daughter,  Mrs.  Hall,  and  otkera  of  kia  fiunily .  On  a  tomb  near 
u  the  full-length  eflagy  of  the  old  rieh  uevaer,  John  Coombes,  wham  ke 
aatuiaed  so  soorchingly.  Tradition  reporta  tkat  Skakapeare  was  interaed 
tke  aeeond  day  after  bis  death,  bot  does  not  explain  wky  kia  mtennent 
wm  so  preeipitate.  His  monosaent  is  constraeted  partly  of  marble  and 
aartly  of  stone.  It  consists  of  a  haJf-lengtk  figure  with  a  cuskion  betone  it, 
nlaced  under  an  ornamental  canopy,  between  two  Corintbiaii  ookmme 
snpporting  an  entablatore  on  wbich  the  anns  and  crest  of  the  deceased 
are  senbtured  in  bald  relief.  Beneatk  the  bust  are  tke  foUowing  wretoked 
lines,  wnick  some  rhyming  relative  had  the  temerity  to  pkoe  apon  tke 
tomb  of  the  worlcPs  greatest  poet.  Tkey  impute  to  kim  the  wisdeaa  of 
Nestor,  the  genius  of  Soerates,  and  the  art  of  Virgn: 

Judicio  Pylium,  genio  Socratem^arte  Maronem, 
Terra  tegit,  populus  moeret,  Olympus  habet. 

Stay,  passenger,  why  goest  thou  by  so  fast? 
Read  if  thou  canst,  whom  envious  Death  halb  plast 
Within  this  auraument :  Shakspeare,  with  whom 
Quick  nature  died  ;  whose  name  doth  deck  this  tomb 
Far  more  than  eost ;  sich  all  that  he  has  writ 
Leaves  liviag  art  bat  page  to  serre  his  wii. 

OBIIT  A.D.  1616,  ÄTATT8  53,  DIE  23  AP. 

Malone  says  the  malediction  oa  his  tomb  was  oecasioned  by  tke  reeol- 
lection  of  a  prie  of  human  bones  lpogin  the  chancel  of  Stratford  Churck, 
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the  wreck  of  some  {bigotten   battle,  which  may  have  furnished  some 
recollections  for  "  Hamlet." 

The  grave  of  Mistreu  Anne  Shakspeare  is  sitaated  between  her  hus- 
band's  tomb  and  the  north  wall  of  the  chancel.  On  a  stone  inlaid  with 
braas  is  the  following  inscription : 

Ubeim  tu  raater,  ta  lac  vitawqoe  dedisti, 

V«  muri  pro  tanti  munere  saxa  dabo 

Quam  nudlem,  amoveat  lapidem  formo  angeltore 

Exeat  ut  Christi  corpus,  imago  tua 

Sed  nil  vota  valent  venia  cito  Christa  resurgat 

Claosalicet  tumuli  mater  et  astra  pater. 


In  the  aame  Sketch  from  which  we  have  aboy«  qvoted,  Irving  em  m 
psctunesque  deecrkrtion  of  Charfecote,  the  aeat  of  the  Lucy,  onlylmown 
to  the  worid  by  tlae  aame  of  Justice  Shaüow,  who  drove  the  jamag 
aoapegrace  poet  into  exile,  from  a  principle,  peihapa,  something  aki*  to 
that  whiehfod  the  uckle  Atheniane  tooatracise  their  best  and  their  neblest. 
In  the  "Merrr  Wives  of  Windsor"  we  find  that  Falstaffh** yast  stoften 
hie  deer  and  ksssed  hu  keeper's  daughter ;  and  in  one  of  hi§  earnest 
plays,  "Henry  VI«,"  he  sketchea,  in  the  £aintest  water-eolom«,  the  deer- 
stauten: 

1*/  Keeper.— Under  this  tkick-grown  brake  we'll  shroud  ourselves; 
For  through  tbe  inland  down  die  deer  will  oome ; 
And  in  this  cover  will  we  take  our  stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

Our  readers,  too,  may  iwmember  how  füll  bis  earlier  poems  are  of 
hunting-scenes  and  thougbts  borrowed  from  the  chase.  A  verse  of  the 
title  is  still  preserved  ;  it  certainly  has  a  rough,  coarse  strength : 

A  parliament  member,  a  justice  of  peace, 
At  hotne  a  poor  scarecrow,  at  London  an  ass, 
If  Iowsie  is  Lucy,  as  some  folk  miscaU  it, 
Tbea  Lucy  is  Iowsie  whatever  befall  it ; 

He  thinks  himself  great, 

Yet  an  ass  in  his  State 
We  allow  by  his  ears  but  with  asses  to  mate. . 
If  Lucy  is  Iowsie,  as  some  folk  miscall  it, 
Theo  sing  Iowsie  Lucy,  whatever  befall  it. 

Tbe  name  of  this  family  is  derived  from  the  face,  or  pike,  that  still 
abonnds  in  the  Avon  about  Cbarlecote,  and  which  is  seen  upon  tbe 
family  arms.  It  is,  perhaps,  some  proof  of  the  authenticity  of  the 
lampoon,  that  tbe  same  rüde  jokes  are  Sound  in  the  undoubtedly  authentie 
openings  of  the  play  above  mentioned. 

That  Shakspeare  s  youth  was  wild  and  unbridled,  at  least  for  a  time,  a 
tradition  reported  by  Ireland  seems  to  prove.  Who  may  say  whether  it  was 
not  the  bitterness  and  impatience  of  a  mind  "  cabined,  cribbed,  confined?" 
The  people  of  Stratford  were  once  challenged  by  a  society  of  drinkers, 
called  the  "  Bedford  Topers, "  inhabitants  of  a  village  near  the  former  town, 
to  prove  the  strength  of  their  heads.  Tbe  Stratford  men  were  diseom- 
fited,  and  finally  beat  a  retreat,  and,  ere  they  had  marched  u  a  mile  and 
barely  twain,"  lay  down  for  the  night  under  a  crab-tree,  which  in  Ireland's 
time  was  atül  called  u  Shakspeare^  Tree.0  In  the  morning  they  pro- 
poaed  to  return  to  Bedford,  but  the  poet  refused,  saying  he  had  had 
emongh,  having  drunk  with 
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Piping  Petworth,  drunken  Marston, 
Haunted  Hillbro',  hungry  Grafton, 
Drudging  Exhall,  popish  Wickford, 
Beggarly  Browne,  and  drunken  Bedford, 

appellations  still  retained  by  most  of  the  villages. 

Charlecote  lies  about  three  miles  rrom  Strattord,  the  way  lying  through 
a  wide  and  fertile  valley,  called  the  "  Vale  of  the  Horse,"  through  which 
the  Avon  winds,  now  öjsappearing  among  groves  or  bare  green  banks, 
then  rambling  out  into  fuü  view.  A  distant  line  of  undulatbg  blue  hüls 
form  the  bouodary  of  the  horizon.  A  footpath,  turning  from  the  road, 
leads  to  a  private  gate  of  the  park,  says  Irving,  entered  by  a  noble 
avenue  of  oaks  and  elms  of  great  age.  It  was  from  wandering  in  early 
life  among  this  rieh  scenery,  and  about  the  romantic  solitudes  of  the 
adjoining  park  of  Fullbroke,  which  then  formed  part  of  the  Lucy  estate, 
that  some  of  Shakspeare's  commentators  have  supposed  he  derived  bis 
noble  forest  meditations  of  Jucques,  and  the  enchanting  woodland  pic- 
tures  in  "  As  You  Like  It."  Perhaps  under  one  of  those  very  trees  which 
throw  their  broad  shades  over  the  grassy  banks  and  quivering  waters  of 
the  Avon,  the  poet's  fancy  may  have  sallied  forth  into  that  little  song 
which  breathes  the  very  soul  of  a  rural  voluptuary : 

Under  the  greenwood  tree 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
And  tune  bis  merry  note 
Unto  the  wild  bird  s  tbroat. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither. 
Here  he  shall  see 
No  enemy, 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Charlecote  House  is  a  large  brick  building,  with  stone  groins  in  the 
Tudor  style,  having  been  built  in  the  first  year  of  Elizabeths  reign. 
The  exterior  remains  rauch  in  its  original  State,  but  the  interior  is  much 
altered  A  great  gateway  opens  from  the  park  into  a  kind  of  court-yard 
in  front  of  the  house,  ornamented  with  a  grass-plot,  shrubs,  and  flowers. 
The  gateway,  in  Imitation  of  an  ancient  barbican,  is  flanked  with  towers. 
The  casements  are  stone-shafted,  with  one  great  bow-window  of  heavy 
stonework,  and  a  portal  with  armorial  bearings  over  it  carved  in  stone. 
At  each  corner  of  the  building  is  an  oetagon  tower,  surmounted  by  a  gilt 
ball  and  weathercock. 

The  Avon,  which  winds  through  the  park,  makes  a  bend  just  at  the 
foot  of  a  gently  sloping  bank  which  sweeps  down  from  the  rear  of  the 
house.  Large  herds  of  deer  were  feeding  or  reposing  upon  its  borders, 
and  swans  were  sailing  majestically  upon  its  bosom.  As  one  contemplated 
the  venerable  old  mansion,  you  called  to  mind  Falstaff^s  encomium  on 
Justice  Skattow's  abode,  and  the  affected  indifTerence  and  real  vanity  of 
the  latter : 

FaUtaff.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rieb. 
Shallow.  Barren,  barren,  harren ;  beggars  all,  beggars  all,  Sir  John  ;— marry, 
good  air. 

Within,  the  fine  old  oak  staircase  and  great  hall  remain  unaltered.  The 
ceiling  is  arched  and  lofty,  and  at  one  end  is  a  gallery  which  is  hung 
with  family  portraits.     At  one  end  is  a  wide,  old,  gaping  hearth,  and  at 
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anotfaer  a  great  Gothic  bow-window,  viith  stone  mullions,  looking  out 
upon  the  court-yard,  rrom  whence  Shallow  may  have  watched  the  keepers 
as  they  dragged  along  the  recusant  Will.  On  its  panes  are  emblazoned 
the  annorial  bearings  of  the  Lucy  family  from  1558.  Amongst  the 
quarterings  are  the  three  white  luces  that  Slender  mentions  with  such 
just  pride: 

All  his  successora  gone  before  him  have  done  it,  and  all  his  ancestora  that 
come  after  him  may  ;  they  may  give  the  dozen  white  luces  in  their  coat. 

Near  the  window  hangs  a  portrait,  by  Sir  Peter  Lely,  of  one  of  the  family, 
a  beauty  of  the  reign  of  Charles  IL,  who  gambled  away  alarge  portion  of 
the  family  estate,  including  the  part  of  the  park  where  Shakspeare  killed 
the  deer.  Her  hand  and  arm  are  beautiful.  The  only  likeness  of  Shallow 
Lucy  is  upon  his  tomb  in  Cbarlecote  Church.  Over  the  fireplace  hangs  a 
picture  of  his  son,  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  and  family.  Sir  Thomas  is  dressed 
in  ruff  and  doublet,  white  shoes  and  roses,  and  has  a  peaked  yellow,  or,  as 
Meuter  Slender  calls  it,  "  a  cane-coloured  beard" — one  in  which  Bottom 
might  have  triumphed  gloriously.  His  wife  wears  ruff  and  stomacher  ; 
one  of  the  children  hole*  a  cross-bow,  while  on  a  perch  near  sits  a  hawk. 
If  Shallow  himself  were  as  fond  of  the  chase,  it  may,  in  some  measure, 
account  for  the  warmth  of  his  Indignation  against  the  deer-stealer. 
Who  can  picture  to  himself  the  meeting  of  the  returned  exile  and  the 
forgotten  knight  ? 

We  forget  the  inducements  to  the  profession  of  an  actor  in  the  sixteenth 
Century, — a  profession  which  had  become  synonymous  with  a  literary 
life,  and  which  enrolled  in  its  ranks  Jonson,  Green,  Rowley,  and  Hey« 
wood.  It  was  no  degradation  for  bis  father's  son,  though  he  had  been 
first,  as  some  think,  either  a  schoolmaster  or  engaged  in  a  scrivener's  office. 
The  fact  of  the  poet  having  a  brother,  and  perhaps  an  eider  one,  as  well  as  a 
fellow-townsman,  on  the  stage,  are  alone  sufficient  to  account  for  the  first 
directum  of  his  thoughts  to  the  boards.  There  was  in  that  age  no  town 
which  had  not  in  the  course  of  a  year  some  pageant  in  which  any  clever 
youth  able  to  con  a  part  would  be  enlisted.  In  the  "  Two  Gentlemen  of 
Verona'9  there  is  the  following  passage : 

When  all  our  pageants  of  delight  were  pla/d, 
Our  youth  got  me  to  play  the  woman's  part, 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  Madam  Julia's  gown  ; 
Which  serv*d  me  as  a  fit  by  all  men's  judgment, 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  raade  for  me ; 
Therefore,  l  know  she  is  about  my  height. 
And  as  that  titne,  I  made  her  weep  a-good, 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  part : 
Madam,  'ttras  Ariadne  passioning 
For  Theseus'  perjury,  and  unjust  night 

The  reroembrance  that  the  women's  parts  in  Shakspeare's  plays  were 
always  acted  by  boys,  is  the  best  excuse  that  can  be  offered  for  the  few 
indecent  passages  to  be  found  in  them.  For  his  age,  and  almost  for  any 
age,  Shakspeare  was  an  eminently  pure  writer — pure  in  heart  as  well  as  in 
speech— but  not  suppressing  thoughts,  which,  however  concealed  under 
conventionai  phrases,  pass  through  every  mind.  It  is  a  strong  argument 
in  favour  of  this  supposition,  that  even  these  few  impurities  were  for  the 
most  part  interpolations  of  later  actors,  whose  pitiful  ambition  it  was  to 
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suse  &  kngh  by  an  impsne  thought  at  aay  risfc,  that  in  the  pirated  eä- 
tio*  of  "Hamlet,"  in  1600,  three  year»  before  ita  leghbnate  pubficstroa, 
the  pby-eeene  is  fiocmd  free  of  all  offeumoess. 

8HAK8PEABB  THB  LOVER  AND  THE  FEIEND. 

Amvx  Hathaway  was  twenty-six  years  of  age,  and  eight  years  older 
than  the  poet,  wben  she  married  hira.  Some  of  his  earlier  sonnet«,  play- 
ing  uponnis  name,  were  probabry  addressed  to  her.  There  is  still  exist- 
ing  a  song  which  he  may  have  thought  of  wben  he  wrote  his  eloquent 
euwgium  on  hrre  in  *  Love's  Labour  Lost :" 

Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write 
Until  bis  ink  were  tempered  with 


If  not  genuine,  it  is  at  least  an  inimitable  imitation  of  the  FJi«iIm^^ 
sunner.     The  beginning  is  artificial,  butit  warms  into  fervcnr: 

Would  ye  be  taught,  ye  feathered  throng, 
With  love's  sweet  note  to  grace  your  song, 
To  pierce  the  beert  with  thrillinglay, 
Listen  to  mine  Anne  Hathaway. 
She  halb  a  way  to  sing  so  ciear, 
Fhoebus  might  wond'ring  stop  to  hear  ; 
To  melt  the  sad,  raake  blythe  the  gay, 
And  nature  charm,  Anne  hath  a  way. 

She  hath  a  way, 

Anne  bath  a  way 
To  breathe  delight,  Anne  hath  a  way. 

Wben  enry's  breath,  and  rancour's  tooth 

Do  soil  and  bite  fair  worth  and  trutb, 

And  merit  to  distress  betray, 

To  soothe  the  heart  Anne  hath  a  way; 

She  hath  a  way  to  eahn  despair, 

To  heal  all  grieC  to  eure  all  care ; 

Tum  foulest  night  to  faires*  day, 

Thou  know'st,  fond  heart,  Anne  hath  a  way, 

She  hath  a  way, 

Anne  hath  a  way, 
To  make  grief  bliss,  Anne  hath  a  way. 

Talk  not  of  tems,  the  orient  Hat — 
The  diamond,  topaz,  amethyst, 
The  emerald  mild,  the  mbjr  gay — 
Talk  of  my  gen« — Anne  Hathaway. 
She  hatli  a  way,  with  her  brigbt  eye, 
Their  varioiis  lustre  to  dery ; 
The  jewel  she,  and  the  foil  they. 
So  sweet  to  look  Anne  hath  a  way. 

She  hath  a  way, 

Anne  hath  a  way, 
To  ahajae  brigbt  gen»,  Anne  hath  a  way. 

But  were  it  to  my  fancy  given 
To  rate  her  charms,  Fd  call  them  Heaven  ; 
For  though  a  mortal  made  of  cky, 
Angels  must  lote  Anne  Hathaway. 
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She  hath  a  way  so  to  control, 
To  rapture  tbv  impassiooed  soul, 
And  sweetest  Heaven  on  earth  display, 
That  fo  be  Heaven,  Anne  halb  a  way. 

She  hath  a  way, 

Anne  iiath  a  way, 
To  be  Heaven  itsel£  Anne  hath  a  way. 

The  yoeth  of  his  bright  faacy  delightod  in  aoeh  verbal  diatortioos— 
"aaeatence  n  bot  a  cbeveral  glove  to  »  geodwit"  Pobb  were  ■*> 
strängen  to  the  sutmy  April  of  hu  yowth,  wben  firtt  from  woman's  eye 
he  drew  the  tra»  Prometnean  fire.  In  his  "  Sonnet*"  he  play?  often 
w/an  bis  OfWB^ume.    Thefbllowing  are  iastances : 

Sonnet  135. 
Whoever  hath  her  wish,  thou  hast  thy  WiB, 

And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  orerplus, 
llove  than  enough,  am  I  who  vex  her  »tili, 

To  thy  sweet  will,  awkiag  addUion  ihna. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  U  large  and  spacious, 

Not  once  votichsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thine  ? 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious» 

And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  shine ; 
The  seasalt  water  yet  receives  rain  still, 

And  in  abwndance  addeth  to  bis  störe, 
So  thon,  being  rieh  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 

One  will  of  roine  to  make  thy  large  will  more. 
Let  no  uokind,  no  aair  beseechers  kill, 
Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  will. 

Again,  in  the  sueeeeding 

Sonnet  136. 
If  my  soul  check  thee  that  I  come  so  near, 

Swear  to  thy  kind  soul  that  I  was  thy  will, 
And  Will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there  ; 

Thus  far,  love,  my  lovesurt  sweet  ftilfil. 
Will  will  fulfil  the  treasure  of  thy  love, 

Av,  fill  it  rattv/ith  wüb,andniy  will  ose» 
In  tuiags  of  gieat  receipt  with  eaae  we  prove. 

Aaaong  a  oumber  one  is  reckoned  none» 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  uatold, 

Tbough  in  thy  store's  aecount  I  one  must  be, 
For  nothing  hold,  so  it  please  thee,  hold 

That  nothtng  me,  a  soaaethmg  sweet  to  thee ; 
Make  bat  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still, 
And  then  thoa  lov *st  bm,  for  my  name  is  WUL 

And  lastly,  in  the  143rd,  which  appears  as  if  written  to  one  who  had  Cor 
awhile  forsaken  his  love  for  one  who  fled  from  her*  He  compares  her 
beautüully  to  a  housewife,  who,  nraaing  to  catch 

One  of  her  featbered  creatures  broke  away, 

sets  down  her  habe,  and  k  porsoed  by  iL    It  conclndes  Aus : 

But  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,turn  back  to  me 

And  play  the  mother's  part,  kiss  me,  be  kind ; 
So  will  I  pray  that  thou  mayst  bave  thy  vnß, 
If  thou  turn  back  and  his  loud  crying  still. 
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BT  HENRY  COOKS,  OF  PETEHBO&OtJGH. 

V. 

One  of  my  most  Swiss-like  walks  was  to  the  amphitheatre  of  Gavamie, 
about  eighteen  miles  from  Lux,  a  magoificent  horse-shoe  circle  of  black 
marble  precipices,  rising  perpendicularly  1400  feet,  with  a  cascade  falling 
gracefuuy  over  them  from  an  unbroken  height  of  1260  feet,  which  is 
near  400  feet  loftier  than  the  great  fall  of  Staubach  in  Switzerland. 

The  road  to  it  from  Lux,  sometimes  winding  along  the  Gare,  some» 
times  high  up  on  the  mountain-side,  affords  a  constant  succession  of 
ever-changiug  views. 

I  often  paused  to  listen  to  tbe  wild  torrent  leaping  from  rock  to  rock, 
until  it  feil  into  the  foaming  Gare  beneath.  These  simple  sounds,  that 
break  the  silence  of  the  scene,  fall  like  swelling  musie  on  the  ear. 

And  this  gayling,  with  all  its  purple  flowers, 
A  man  at  leisure  might  admire  for  hours . 
And  then,  how  fine  this  herbage !     Men  may  *ay 
A  heath  is  barren — nothing  is  so  gay. 

One  of  the  picturesque  crags  somewhat  resembles  the  Lover's  Leap, 
near  Buxton,  in  Derbyshire ;  but  whether  any  despairing  swain  has  ever 
thrown  himself  from  its  lofty  summit,  this  deponent  knoweth  not. 

In  this  calculating  age  we  manage  matters  differently ;  and  thoogh 

'Tis  best  to  be  off  with  the  old  love, 
Before  we  are  on  with  the  new, 

we  never  dream  of  throwing  ourselves  off  high  places,  let  the  matter 
take  whatever  turn  it  may. 

The  days  of  romance,  like  those  of  miracles,  have  long  since  passed, 
though  young  ladies,  just  beginning  to  have  notions,  can  scarcely  be 
brought  to  believe  it. 

The  Maid  of  Athens,  who  made  such  a  piece  of  work  about  her  heart, 
married  Mr.  Black,  the  policeman ;  and  though  there  is  nothing  very 
romantic  in  the  police-sheet,  they  may  still  have  been  happy  in  their  Station, 

The  nearer  I  approached  Gavamie,  the  more  wild  and  striking  the 
scenery  became. 

At  one  spot,  called  the  Chaos,  huge  masses  of  rocks,  hurled  together 
apparently  by  some  great  convulsion  of  nature,  are  often  singularly 
balanced  upon  each  other,  like  the  Brimham  rocks  near  Ripoo,  in  York* 
shire,  though  on  a  more  stupendous  scale  : 

I've  traversed  many  a  mountain  Strand, 
Abroad  and  in  my  native  land, 
And  it  has  been  my  fate  to  tread, 
Where  safety  more  than  pleasure  led; 
Thus  many  a  waste  I've  wander*d  o'er, 
Clorab  many  a  crag,  cross'd  many  a  moor, 

But,  by  mv  halidame ! 
A  scene  so  rüde,  so  wild  as  this, 
Yet  so  sublime  in  barrenness, 
Ne'er  did  my  wandering  footsteps  press, 

Where'er  I  happ'd  to  roam. 
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At  ihe  village  of  Gavarnie  I  hired  a  guido  to  conduct  me  to  the  sum- 
mit  of  the  Breche  de  Roland. 

The  ascent,  a  very  difficult  one,  is  practicable  on  one  side  of  the  circle 
only,  and  in  some  places  so  steep,  that  had  it  not  been  for  natural 
Steps  in  the  rocks,  and  crampons  attached  to  our  shoes»  we  could  scarcely 
hare  aocomplished  it. 

When  about  half-way  up,  I  paused  to  look  around.  The  guide  stood 
on  a  projecting  crag,  in  a  proud  attitude,  like  Count  Manfred  on  the 
Jungfrau.  "  Vous  n'avez  rien  en  Angleterre  comme  9a,  monsieur," 
said  he,  pointing,  with  a  glow  of  national  enthusiasm,  to  the  loftiest 
Traterfall  in  Europe.  I  admitted  the  soft  impeachment,  and  we  then 
climbed  to  a  amall  plot  of  greensward,  500  or  600  feet  from  the  base  of 
the  tours  de  Marboree,  which  afforded  us  one  of  the  finest  coup  cTceil 
it  is  possible  to  conceive. 

The  alrnoßt  unbroken  stüloess — the  shining  peaks  piled  high  above — 
the  eagle  winging  his  flight  to  his  lofty  eyrie— the  cascade  faDing  grace- 
fully  over  a  precipice  1260  feet  high — but,  above  all,  the  gigantic  black 
marble  walls  of  the  circle  itself,  as  straight  as  if  fonned  by  human  hands, 
all  united  to  form  a  scene  which,  like  Niagara,  must  be  seen,  for  it  can- 
not  be  described. 

Oh !  let  the  sceptic,  on  whose  doubting  eyes 
In  vain  the  beauties  of  creation  rise, 
Who,  while  he  views  the  loveliness  of  earth, 
Cau  yet  disown  the  power  that  gave  it  birth — 
Here  let  him  gaze,  and  say  'twas  chance  alone 
That  reared  the  pile  and  nicely  carved  the  stone — 
That  lent  each  shaft  such  noble  symmetry. 
Alas!  it  mocks  his  poor  philosophv — 
Suggests  a  tmth  he  little  dreamt  before— 
Man  was  not  made  to  qitestion  but  adorc. 

As  Lux  is  a  spot  from  whence  a  variety  of  interesting  excursions  may 
be  made,  I  took  up  my  quarters  for  a  few  days  at  a  snug  wayside  inn 
there,  kept  by  Madame  Cazeau,  a  buxom,  kind-hearted  old  dame,  so 
thoroughly  English  in  her  appearance  that  it  was  a  positive  comfort  to 
look  at  her. 

I  sometimes  strolled  of  an  evening  to  the  village  of  St.  Sauveur, 
prettily  situated  on  the  wooded  side  of  a  mountain,  and  famous  for  its 
sulphur  Springs. 

The  minerai  waters  of  Bareges,  about  four  miles  from  Luz,  are  re- 
puted  to  be  the  strongest  in  the  Fyrenees.  The  town  itself,  a  wretched 
place,  is  only  inhabited  during  the  summer.  It  took  me  eight  hours  to 
walk  from  thence  across  the  Tourmalet  to  Ba^neres  de  Bigorre,  and  a 
very  stiff  journey  I  found  it.  I  passed  close  to  the  foot  of  the  Pic  du 
Midi.  An  easy  zig -zag  mule-path  leads  to  the  summit,  but  the  day 
being  foggy  I  did  not  make  the  ascent. 

I  was  so  fatigued  during  the  latter  part  of  the  excursion,  that  I  could 
scarcely  get  one  leg  before  the  other. 

But,  lo!  the  pleasant  wayside  inn, 

I  fling  my  knapsack  on  the  floor, 
Feel  tired  of  tramp  as  saints  of  sin, 

And  vow  that  I  will  budge  no  more. 
The  beefeteak  smokes,  a  glorious  9ight ; 
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The  wine  new  life  the  lieart  send«  through ; 
The  bread  is  white,  the  ale  is  bright, 

The  post  bring»  letters,  love,  from  you. 
What  were  the  vows  I  tnade  just  now, 

When  faint  and  weary,  worn  and  chill  P — 
A  jolly  Jtfe— a  happy  life— 

A  jolly  life's  the  wanderer's  still. 

TTie  scenery  around  Bagrteres  is  not  particularry  striking. 

I  took  up  my  quarters  at  the  Hotel  de  France,  and  was  sximptaotisry 
entertained  there  for  six  francs  a  day,  the  table  cThdte  being  one  of  the 
best  in  France. 

"  Nous  sommes  la  premiere  nation  da  monde,"  said  a  cotnmis 
yoyageur,  who  sat  next  me  at  dinner.  The  "  Ayes"  had  it ;  and  as  it 
fieemed  such  a  very  comfortable  conchision  for  a  large  body  of  men  to 
arrive  at,  I  did  not  allow  any  doubts  I  might  bare  on  the  subject  to 
disturb  their  happiness : 

If  ignorance  is  bliss,  Vis  folly  to  be  wise. 

We  most  of  us  know  what  commercial  travellere  are  in  England,  but 
those  in  Fraaoe  c<  whip  ours  all  to  smash,"  as  the  Yankees  say. 

They  are  all  for  "liberte,  fraternite,  et  egalite."  Bot  their  pe- 
culiarly  disagreeable  manners  and  appearanee,  and  their  constant  habit 
of  spitting,  and  sitting  with  their  hau  on  at  table,  are  so  offensive,  that 
no  man  of  ordinary  taste  coold  fraternite  with  them  on  terms  of 
equaUty  even  for.  an  instant. 

I  once  had  the  grattfication  of  seein?  three  of  these  fellows  dismissed 
from  the  hotel  by  tbe  landlord  himself,  who  having  formerly  been  cook 
in  an  English  nobleman's  family,  and  married  the  most  aristocratic  of 
tnäids — an  English  lady's-maid — hated  equality  as  be  did  the  deviL 
He  plainly  told  them  that  their  behaviour  at  table  was  so  offensive  to 
the  Company  generally,  especially  to  madame,  that  the  sooner  they  took 
themselves  to  the  Commercial  Hotel  the  better. 

The  scene  was  highly  amusing,  and  well  calculated  to  convince  the  vile 
Communists  that  u  liberte,  fraternite',  et  egalite,"  cannot  always  be  tole- 
rated,  even  in  Republican  France. 

From  Bagneres,  I  had  a  delightful  ramble  over  the  mountains  to  Bag- 
neres  de  Luchon,  forty  miles,  sleeping  the  first  night  at  Arreau,  a  little 
town  about  half  way. 

My  route  the  first  day  was  through  a  dark  forest  of  pines  to  the  top 
of  the  Hourquette  d'  Aspin. 

The  view  from  the  summit  is  one  that  would  not  suffer  by  a  comparison 
with  many  of  those  in  Switserland. 

You  look  upon  an  undulating  and  extended  ränge  of  mountain,  rock, 
wood,  and  glacier,  thrown  together  in  disorderly  groups : 

So  wondrous  wild,  the  whole  might  seem 
The  scenery  of  a  faiiy  dream. 

I  descended  by  a  tantalising  successton  of  sig-Mg  paths  to  Arreau, 
where  I  dined  and  passed  the  night  I  was  accompanied  60m  Bagneres, 
malgre  moi,  by  a  good-humoured  Englishman,  one  of  the  fattest  men  of 
bis  age  I  ever  saw,  and  who,  unequal  to  the  task  he  had  undertaken, 
kept  me  four  extra  hours  on  the  road.  He  larded  the  lean  earth  as  he 
puffed  along,  and  was  so  chafed  and  exhausted  by  Walking  an  easy  route 
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o£  seventeen  or  eighieen  miles,  that  at  one  tirae  I  scarcely  thought  he 
would  have  got  to  the  end  of  the  journey ;  but  what  made  it  roore  db- 
tnemng  was,  that  in  dimbing  the  monntain-side,  bis  "  Oh  no,  we  never 
■Motion  '-eW  gave  way,  both  fore  and  aft,  which  rendered  bim  such  a 
daplocaUe  objeet»  that  he  looked  more  like  a  capfcured  deserter  from  a  foot 
aagknent  than  agentie  tonnst  in  search  of  the  picturesqae. 

The  tear  that  gathered  in  his  eye 
He  left  Ü\e  motintain  breeze  to  dry. 

The  following  day,  my  friend  having  hired  a  pony  for  fifteen  francs, 
I  walked  by  his  side  to  Bagngres  de  Luchon,  one  of  the  most  charmingly 
mtaated  spots  I  ever  visited. 

The  old  ruin  of  Castel  Vielle  is  an  interesting  featnre  in  the  landscape, 
and  numeroas  excuisions  may  be  made  in  the  lovely  neighboorhood. 

The  chamois,  or  izzards,  abound  in  this  mountainous  distriet.  I  saw 
fear  brought  in  the  day  of  my  arriral. 

On  a  fine  autumnal  morning,  at  break  of  day,  we  started  on  Pyrenesn 
ponies,  with  a  gtride,  for  the  Port  de  Venasque,  a  natural  doorway  in  the 
rocks  which  divide  France  from  Spain.  This  is  decidedly  one  of  the  most 
interesting  excursions  in  the  Pyrenees.  The  first  six  miles  is  tbrough 
pretty  grores  of  trees  to  an  auberge,  called  the  "  Hospice,"  from  whence 
we  asoended  the  monatain  through  a  succession  of  deep,  narrow  defiles  of 
Singular  wildness  and  grandeur.  We  met  many  Spamards  on  the  way, 
and  remarkably  fine  handsome  fellows  they  were.  We  rode  through  the 
gloomy  Port  into  Spain.  The  seenery  on  that  side  is  of  a  Stern  sarage 
character.  The  Spanish  Maladetta,  or  accursed  mountain,  opposite  the 
Port,  has  a  very  imposing  appearance.  The  poor  gnide  who  attempted 
its  ascent  a  year  or  two  ago  still  remains  buried  in  its  snows. 

It  took  na  six  honrs  to  reach  the  Port  from  Bagn&es,  and  as  many  to 


The  next  day,  I  retraced  my  steps  to  Arreau,  and  bemg  overtaken  by 
one  of  those  violent  storms  peculiar  to  mountain  countries,  was  obliged  to 
seek  shelter  for  the  night  at  a  humble  auberge  on  the  way,  where  I 
arrived  covered  with  mud  and  drenched  to  the  akin. 

After  drinking  a  bottle  of  wine,  which,  though  very  sour,  seemed  at 

the  time 

Nectar  fit  for  the  gods ! 

I  doffed  my  unwbisperables,  which  the  old  woman  of  the  house,  with 
Etile  ccremooy,  at  once  conmeneed  washing  in  a  tub  before  me;  nor  was 
I  Struck  with  the  indelicacy  of  the  proceeding,  until  a  few  minotes  after- 
wards  I  fimmd  myself  seated  by  a  Waadng  fire,  smoking  a  pipe,  with 
scarcely  anything  on  save  the  landlady's  check  apron — and  then,  indeed, 
I  feit  as  shocked  aad  dptressed  as  thoee  who  pretend  to  more  modesty 
would  prohaUy  have  done. 

The  storm  with  out  might  roar  and  rastle, 
1  cared  not  for  the  storm  a  whistle. 

The  following  afternoon  I  arrived  at  Bagneres  de  Bigoire,  from  whence 
I  took  the  diligence  to  Pau,  and  so  concluded  my  pleasant  rambles  in  the 
Pyrenees.  I  passed  the  winter  at  Pau.  There  is,  perhaps,  no  town  in 
France,  out  of  Paris,  more  resorted  to  by  English  families  at  this  season 
of  the  year ;  for,  independently  of  the  charming  walks  and  rides  in  the 

q2 
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neighbourhood,  Pau  may  certainly  be  considered  a  cheap  place  of  re- 
aidence. 

The  wines  of  the  coantry,  especially  the  vin  de  Jurancon,  are  good  and 
moderate  in  price.  Wood  being  plentiful,  firing  is  consequently  cheap. 
With  regpect  to  provisions,  beef  is  fourpence-halfpenny  a  pound,  and 
good ;  the  mutton  is  inferior ;  but  real  and  pork  are  excellent.  House- 
rent  is  certainly  high,  and  a  good  house  not  very  easy  to  be  met  with. 
I  paid  for  an  excellent  furnished  bedroom  and  sitting-room,  opposite  the 
park,  the  best  Situation  in  Pau,  forty  francs  a  montb. 

There  is  no  visiting  in  the  neighbourhood  to  speak  of,  the  society,  such 
as  it  is,  being  for  the  most  part  concentrated  in  the  town.  There  is 
always  a  curious  mixture  of  people  at  these  sort  of  places,  and  military 
Promotion  is  generally  so  rapid,  that  hungry  ensigns  and  lieutenanta, 
looking  really  fierce  enough  to  be  generals,  soon  attain  the  nominal  rank 
of  captains,  and  I  have  known  them  even  dubbed  colonels  before  the 
season  was  over. 

Those  who  love  to  "  trip  the  light  fantastic  toe,"  will  find  abundant 
opportunities  of  so  doing  at  Pau — but  the  overcrowded  State  of  the  rooms 
often  recalled  to  my  recollection  poor  Charles  Mathews'  recipe  for  con- 
cocting  a  route: — "  Put  into  a  room,  with  a  slow  fire,  a  number  of  well- 
dressed  persona  of  both  sexes,  stir  them  up  well  together,  then  throw  in 
wine,  lobsters,  ham,  &c. ;  take  care  to  make  the  room  as  füll  as  possible, 
and  the  scum  will  run  off  of  itself." 

The  dances  are  got  up  with  the  strictest  regard  to  economical  principles, 
and  the  common  wine  of  the  country  is  so  cheap,  that  a  man  fond  of  dis- 
play  may  here  indulge  in  throwing  himself  into  all  the  latest  attitudes  at 
a  ndiculously  trifling  expense. 

One  night  I  went  to  a  grand  masquerade,  and  met  there  the  Thomp- 
sons, of  the  firm  of  Thompson,  Thompson,  Thompson,  and  Thompson,  of 
Fenchurch-street,  London ;  the  Rains,  of  Ramsgate;  and,  I  may  say,  all 
the  English  aristocracy  of  the  place. 

The  waxligbts  were  flaring,  the  ball  it  was  gay, 
Each  lady  was  dressed  in  her  own  pretty  way. 

I  danced  twice  with  a  Venetian  shepherdess,  and  once  with  the  god- 
dess  of  plenty,  whose  wealth,  however,  was  purely  imaginary. 

The  co8tume,  for  the  most  part,  was  of  the  fifteenth  Century.  The 
ladies  became  their  dresses  infinitely  better  than  the  men,  many  of  whom 
looked  as  if  they  could  not  help  it,  especially  Richard  III.,  whose  prepos- 
terous  hump  was  in  everybody's  way. 

The  fact  is,  that  manner  is  of  as  much  importance  on  these  occasions 
as  dress,  and  unless  a  man  is  of  a  chivalrous  tone  of  mind,  a  hero  at 
heart,  and  able  to  blend  the  loftv  yet  courteous  bearing  of  the  best 
English  society  with  the  dignined  deportment  and  grace  of  the 
American  Indian,  he  is  very  apt  to  look  like  a  fool  in  the  costume  of 
the  fifteenth  Century. 

I  shall  conclude  my  remarks  by  a  few  observations  on  the  climate 
of  Pau. 

It  did  not  suit  me  at  all,  nor  do  I  think  it  adapted  to  people  in  füll 
health. 

In  winter,  the  mornings  and  evenings  are  cold,  but  there  is  generally, 
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in  tfae  middle  of  the  day,  two  or  three  hours  of  almost  summer  weather. 
I  have  often  started  on  my  walks  after  breakfast,  in  winter  gear,  which, 
frora  twelve  tili  three,  I  would  gladly  have  exchaoged  for  the  lightest 
Sommer  wear.  The  sudden  alternations  of  heat  and  cold  are  extra- 
ordinary,  as  well  as  extremely  enervating.  It  is  absurd  to  say  that  such 
a  climate  can  be  good  for  consumptive  patients,  especially  as  the  people 
of  the  place  leave  it  when  their  lungs  become  affected.  I  have  often 
heard  Torquay  spoken  of  as  a  far  raore  desirable  climate  for  invalids. 
But  JSnglish  medical  men  differ  as  much  in  opinion*  about  climate,  as 
they  do  in  their  treatment  of  the  c  holer a,  and  know,  I  suspect,  as  little 
about  it — 

Who's  to  decide  when  doctors  disagree? 

After  a  cheerful  winter  at  Pao,  I  made  my  final  bow  to  the  Pyreneee 
early  in  the  spring. 

Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  covered  with  snow, 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  Valleys  below  ; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild  hanging  woods, 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud  pouring  floods. 
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BT  CORNELIUS  COLVILLE. 


Somnia,  terrores  magicos,  miracula,  sagas 
Nocturnos  lemures,  portentaque  Thessala  rides? 

Hob.,  Ep.  ü.,  lib.  ii.9  v.  208-9. 

The  most  barbarous  as  well  as  the  most  civilised  people  have  their 
legende — their  traditions,  and  are  alike  influenced  by  those  superstitious 
feelings  which  seem  to  have  been  common  to  all  nations  and  all  ages. 
The  dies aUri  and  dies  nigri  of  the  ancient  Romans  are  still  observed  by 
modern  times,  and  thousands  of  people  have  even  yet  what  they  term 
their  lucky  and  their  unlucky  days,  and  will  upon  no  account  commence 
an  undertaking  upon  any  of  those  that  come  within  the  meaning  of  the 
last-named  category.  I  speak  not  merely  of  the  uneducated,  and  persona 
whose  intellectual  capacities  are  of  not  more  than  an  average  description, 
but  I  refer  as  well  to  men  of  a  higher  order  of  mind,  and  a  greater  amount 
of  aequirements.  I  will  not  stay  to  inquire  whence  this  is,  but  it  is  a  fact 
of  daily  experience,  and  probably  those  who  are  operated  upon  by  this 
imaocountable  influence  would  be  as  much  at  a  loss  as  myself  to  give  an 
ezplanation  as  to  the  cause.  The  human  mind  has  its  seasons  and  its 
transitions.  It  is  by  turns  gay — sad — reflective.  There  are  times  when 
it  withdraws  itself  from  the  world ;  from  its  cares — its  follies — its  plea- 
sures.  There  are  periods  in  its  existence  when  Vanity  Fair  has  lost  its 
aitractions,  and  it  is  disposed  to  reflect  upon  those  hidden  causes  whence 
the  universe  has  sprang,  and  upon  the  means  whereby  its  afiairs  are 
governed  and  directed.  Its  speculations  in  seasons  of  this  kind  are,  per- 
haps,  narrowed  and  shrouded  by  its  mean  capacity ;  and  probably  it  is 
beset  with  doubts  and  fears  which  it  is  incapable  of  removing ;  and  the 
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conclusions  it  arrives  at  raay  be  attogether  unsatkfactory,  and  by  no 
means  reasonable  Solutions  of  the  difficulties  by  which  it  10  encompaßsed. 
These  perplexities  are  common — they  are  natural.  Shall  man's  limited 
copacity  grasp  the  desigus  of  the  Infinite  and  Ali-wise — shall  bis  puny  in* 
tettect  pretend  to  tmravel  the  mysteries  in  which  He  has  thought  proper 
to  enshroud  Hb  works  ? 

There  are  periods  in  the  lives  of  most  people  when  perplexities  oecnr  ; 
when  some  sudden  event,  unexpected  and  inexplicable,  throws  the  under- 
standing  into  the  ^reatest  disorder  and  confuston.  We  may  attempt  to 
unravel  the  cause,  we  may  attempt  to  account  for  it  in  a  thoosand  differ- 
ent  ways,  but  the  endeavour  is  generally  futile,  and  a  convincing  proof  of 
our  inadequacy  to  comprehend  any  part  öf  that  mysterkras  mechanism  by 
which  the  concerns  of  the  universe  are  controlied.  I  have  been  exposed  to 
seasons  of  this  kind  myself,  and  I  have  experieaced  all  the  anxieties  and 
misgivings  with  which  they  are  fraught. 

1  know  not  why  I  have  been  led  into  these  desultory  remarks,  for  when 
I  sat  down  to  write,  I  merely  intended  to  give  a  piain  recital  of  some 
curious  circumstancee  which  befel  myself  some  years  ago ;  but  I  suppose 
they  have  been  suggested  by  the  subject,  and  so  I  shall  not  attempt  to 
remove  them. 

I  have  travelled  in  many  countries.  I  have  listened  to  the  traditions 
and  superstitions  of  the  people.  I  have  read  books  of  necromancy,  astro- 
logy,  magic.  1  have  pondered  over  and  marvelled  at  their  extraordinary 
details,  but  few  of  their  Singular  recitals  exceed  the  stränge  occurrences 
which  have  fallen  under  my  own  Observation. 

In  the  autumn  of  18 — -  I  left  Frankfort  en  route  for  Hamburg.  I 
called  on  my  way  thither  at  Berlin  and  at  Bremen,  and  stayed  at  each 
of  these  places  a  few  days  with  some  particular  friends  of  my  family. 
The  people  I  refer  to  partook  a  great  deal  of  the  character  of  their  coun- 
trymen  :  they  were  superstitious — credulous.  Their  conversations  were 
frequently  of  so  subtle  and  abstruse  a  nature,  that  I  confes?  I  frequently 
found  myself  in  so  intricate  a  labyrinth  of  thought,  that  I  had  the 
greatest  diffieulty  to  bring  my  mina  to  concentrate  its  power»  npon  the 
more  aober  affairs  of  life,  which  were  of  greater  interest  to  me,  and  de- 
manded  more  of  my  attention  than  the  matters  I  speak  of.  Whilst  at 
Berlin,  I  remember  our  eonversation  turning  one  evening  npon  a  hous» 
in  the  vicinity  that  was  said  to  be  haunted,  and  though  I  was  by  no 
means  satisfied  with  the  evidence  addnced  as  to  the  fact  of  the  house 
being  subject  to  nocturnal  visitations,  yet  many  of  the  circnmstances 
related  to  me  made  so  powerful  an  Impression  upon  my  mind,  that  for 
the  two  or  three  succeeding  nights  I  feit  a  little  uneasy  and  alarmed, 
when  I  found  myself  in  my  large  and  somewhat  desolate-looking  btd- 
chamber.  Nay,  I  will  not  disguise  the  fact,  though  perhaps  many  witt 
laugh  at  my  weakness,  I  could  not  snmmon  conrage  for  some  hoors  alter 
I  got  into  bed  to  put  out  the  candle.  If  it  be  asked  if  I  dreaded  or 
anticipated  an  intrusion  npon  my  privacy,  I  can  scarcely  answer  the 
miestion.  I  will  not  say  that  I  conceived  it  probable  or  even  poasibie 
that  some  tall  figure  in  white  would  stealthily  and  unobserved  enter  my 
apartment,  glide  noiselessly  over  the  floor,  and,  ere  I  had  become  con- 
scious  of  its  presence,  take  up  its  position  at  the  foot  of  my  bed,  draw 
the  curtains,  and  reveal  to  my  horror-stricken  eyes  a  ghastly  formclothed 
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in  tbe  oerements  of  &e  grave,  bat  whose  carpareity  was  intangible  and 
ananbetantial.  My  fears,  nevertheless,  operated  upon  me  to  an  alarming 
extent,  bat  they  were  of  so  vague  a  character  that  I  cannot  say  precisely 
what  they  apprehended.  My  soütude,  however,  was  not  broken  in  upon, 
and  save  aome  occasional  noises,  the  cause  of  wbich  I  was  unacquainted 
with,  and  of  whioh  I  was  aabamed  to  aak  an  explanation,  my  repose  was 
nerer  disturbed. 

Wben  I  parted  from  tbese  kind  friends  it  was  with  reglet.  In  dne 
time  I  reached  Hamburg,  where  I  only  stayed  a  few  days,  and  thenee 
prooeeded  to  Brunswick,  and  thenee  to  me  Haiti  Mountain«.  The  sub- 
lünity  and  grandeur  of  this  lofty  zange  of  mountains  delighted  me 
exoeedingly,  and  it  has  seldom  been  my  good  fortune  to  behold  a  soene 
at  onee  so  grand  and  so  picturesqoe.  My  antieipations,  and  the  acoounts 
I  had  heard  from  several  friends  who  had  risited  them,  had  eertainly  in 
some  degree  prepared  me  for  the  romantic  prospect  that  burst  upon  my 
astonished  vision;  but  I  must  confess  that  my  expeetations  were  some« 
what  more  than  realked.  I  was  deUghted-— «harmed  beyond  expression. 
The  district,  too,  was  inrested  with  a  peculiar  interest  in  my  eyes.  It 
teeroed  with  the  most  extraordinary  legends  and  traditions.  It  was  the 
abode  of  elves  and  fairies,  and  was  endowed  with  all  the  accessories  which 
render  a  place  so  interesting  to  those  who  still  look  back  with  regret  to 
the  romantic  fictions  of  the  nursery,  and  to  the  wann  imagination  of 
youth. 

It  was  evening  when  I  arrived  here,  and  the  san,  whioh  was  fast  sink« 
ing  in  the  distant  horiaon,  was  still  shedding  a  rieh  light  upon  portiona 
of  the  scene  that  lay  stretehed  before  me,  whilst  other  portions  were 
thrown  into  the  deepest  shadow.  The  tranquillity  and  repose  which 
rei gned  around  were  almo3t  oppressive.  The  note  of  a  bird  was  scarcely 
to  be  heard  in  the  dark  pine  forests  which  lay  around.  I  passed  through 
the  Talley — the  ri-er  Ilse,  with  impetuons  force,  ran  parallel  with  the 
patli — mountains  covered  with  pines  lay  on  either  hand.  When  I  had 
advanced  deeper  into  the  forest,  a  path  gradually  ascending  led  to  the 
Brocken.  As  I  advanced  up  the  side  of  the  mountain,  I  frequently  took 
occasion  to  pause,  partly  for  the  purpose  of  relieving  myself  from  the 
fatigue,  and  partly  with  the  view  of  beholding  the  magnificent  scene  that 
lay  beneaih  me.  The  dark  forests,  the  pine-clad  mountains,  the  river 
rushing  rapidly  beneath,  anda  thousand  other  objeets  of  interest,  formed 
apietnre  of  so  wild  and  romantic  a  oharacter,  that  it  is  difficult  to  convey 
an  idea  of  the  impresston  that  it  made  upon  my  mind. 

I  reached  at  length  the  top  of  the  mountain,  but  I  found  myself  en* 
•hrooded  in  a  thick  haae.  I  was  3500  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 
I  had  wandered  hither  alone,  partly  because  solitude  has  always  had 
irresistible  eharms  for  me,  and  partly  because  I  wished  to  indulge  in  any 
ruminatioos  that  the  scene  and  its  associations  might  suggest,  and  whion 
I  oould  not  have  done  had  I  been  aooompanied  by  a  party  of  friends. 
It  is  difficult  in  expeditions  of  this  kind  to  meet  with  companions  of  a 
eonganial  temper~— persona  who  can  enter  into  your  views,  sympathise 
with  your  reeHngs,  and  look  at  every  objeefc  through  the  same  medium 
that  you  do. 

I  wandered  along  the  top  of  the  mountain,  more  and  more  impreased 
the  baanty  of  the  scene  that  I  behekL    The  clonds  darted  swiftly 
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past  me.  When  the  moon  arose,  it  imparted  a  still  more  imposing 
aspect  to  the  scene.  At  a  distance  I  beheld  the  pinnacles  and  spires  of 
towns,  the  huts  of  charcoal-burners,  and  the  outhoes  of  dark-spreading 
woods.  Fancy  came  to  my  aid,  and,  assisted  by  the  asaociations  with 
which  the  neighbourhood  was  fraught,  I  began  to  conceive  myself  in  a 
haunted  region,  which  was  the  abode  of  spirits  and  demons.  As  the 
night  advanced,  and  as  I  continued  thus  to  ruminate  in  solitude,  the  idea 
became  each  moment  more  firmly  impressed  upon  my  mind.  I  grew 
alarmed;  the  least  noise  caused  me  to  turn  suddenly  round.  At  one 
time  I  walked  a  few  paces,  at  another  I  abruptly  paused,  and  remained 
for  a  while  fixed  in  the  most  earnest  contemplation.  As  I  fixed  my  eyes 
upon  the  floating  vapours  that  were  darting  swiftly  past  me,  they  as- 
sumed  shapes  of  the  most  hideous  and  revolting  description.  At  one 
time  they  appeared  like  a  troop  of  witches,  careering,  with  fiendish  ges- 
ticulations,  through  the  atmosphere,  as  though  they  were  bent  upon 
some  wicked  and  mischievous  errand  to  mankind;  at  another  moment 
they  assumed  the  appearance  of  dragons;  and  subsequently  they  wore 
divers  other  shapes,  scarcely  less  frightful  and  repulsive. 

The  night  suddenly  became  overcast,  and  the  moon  was  obscured  by 
a  dense  mass  of  vapours.  A  storm  was  evidently  impending,  and  being 
fatigued,  and  afraid  I  should  not  be  able  to  descend  the  mountain  before 
it  commenced,  I  determined  to  stay  upon  the  Brocken  tili  morning, 
though  it  was  quite  contrary  to  my  inclination,  and  quite  unsuited  to 
the  State  of  mind  in  which  I  was  in. 

I  proceeded  to  the  hotel  which  has  been  erected  here  for  the  accom- 
modation  of  travellers.     A  girl  gave  me  a  hearty  welcome. 
"  Sind  viele  Reisende  hier  ?"  I  inquired. 
"  Nein,  mein  Herr,  Sie  sind  der  einzige." 

I  was  sorry  to  hear  that,  for  I  really  feit  an  oppressive  weight  upon 
my  spirits,  which  was  altogether  incomprehensible,  and  difficult  to 
remove. 

"  Kommen  Sie  gefalligst  herein,  mein  Herr." 

I  stepped  accordingly  into  a  room,  and  was  provided  with  some  re- 
freshment.  I  had  not  been  long  here  when  the  rain,  as  I  had  antici- 
pated,  began  to  fall  in  torrents.  The  thunder  reverberated  amongst  the 
mountains  with  a  fearful  sound,  and  the  forked  Hghtning  darted  with 
amazing  rapidity  through  the  opaque  atmosphere. 

I  was  alarmed  and  agitated.  I  endeavoured  to  reason  with  myself.  I 
endeavoured  to  persuade  myself  that  the  feelings  which  possessed  me  were 
altogether  the  result  of  a  childish  cowardice — of  solitude — of  the  novel 
Situation  in  which  I  stood.  Pshaw!  the  stories  connected  with  the 
Brocken  were  idle  superstitions,  the  results  of  the  grossest  credulity — 
the  offsprings  of  the  visionary  character  of  the  German  people.  Why 
should  this  mountain  be  infested  with  spiritual  and  incomprehensible 
beings,  and  other  mountains  be  exempt?  Why  should  a  mystery  hang 
over  a  neighbourhood,  which  requirea  only  a  little  reason  and  education 
to  dispel?  It  was  in  this  way  I  argued  with  myself  but  I  found  it  im- 
possible  to  banish  the  thoughts  which  still  haunted  my  mind.  I  know 
not  whether  they  had  been  partly  induced  by  the  conversation  I  had  had 
with  my  friends  in  Berlin,  relative  to  the  many  stränge  spectacles  that 
had  been  witnessed  in  the  haunted  house  in  the  neighbourhood.     It  is 
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probable  that  it  was  so  to  a  considerable  extent,  for  I  had  never  sufFered 
anything  from  cause«  of  this  description  before. 

I  drew  my  chair  closer  to  the  störe ;  I  huddled  myself  together,  and 
the  blood  ahnost  stagnated  in  my  veins.  The  noise  of  the  storm  was 
terrific ;  the  rain  beat  furiously  against  the  building,  and  the  thunder 
continued  to  rend  the  heavens  with  dreadful  noises.  It  was  now  quite 
dark,  and  fast  approaching  midnight.  How  was  I  to  drive  these  dreadful 
thoughts  away  ?  Was  I  to  arouse  the  inmates  of  the  place  from  their 
slumbers — for  I  expected  they  bad  already  retired  to  rest — or  was  I  to 
endeavonr  to  escape  from  this  dreadful  region,  which  appeared  to  my 
imagination  to  be  filled  with  so  many  horrors  ?  No;  my  neart  revolted 
from  either  course.  Heavens !  was  I  to  expose  myself  to  the  ridicule 
and  contempt  of  the  people  who  occupied  the  place — for  they  could  only 
regard  my  fears  as  the  effects  of  raere  childishness  and  cowardice ;  and, 
on  the  other  hand,  was  I  to  expose  myself  to  a  violent  and  dangerous 
storm,  to  rid  myself  of  evils  which,  perhaps,  only  existed  in  the  ima- 
gination ? 

I  drank  my  brandy  freely.  I  looked  around  the  place ;  there  was  nothing 
to  excite  my  alarm.  I  approaöhed  the  window,  and  peered  into  the 
darkness  of  the  night.  I  retreated  with  greater  precipitation  than 
I  had  advanced.  There  seemed  to  be  a  form  in  the  darkness ;  it  was 
hnge  and  monstrous,  and  difFereot  from  aught  I  had  ever  beheld.  It 
moved  swiftly  past,  and,  ere  I  had  time  to  scrutinise  it  minutely,  had 
already  vanished  from  my  sight  I  reeled  back  into  the  room ;  1  sank 
down  in  my  chair ;  I  was  speechless,  and  the  strength  for  the  time  for- 
8©ok  my  limbs.  What  had  I  seen  ?  I  knew  not.  I  was  convinced  that 
it  belonged  not  to  the  earth.  I  was  convinced  that  no  human  being  could 
be  abroad  in  such  a  storm,  in  such  a  Situation,  and  at  such  a  late  hour  of 
the  night.  It  was,  no  doubt,  one  of  the  fiends  that  haunted  this  dreary 
locality — that  rendered  the  Brocken  a  terror  to  many  of  the  inhabitants 
of  the  country.  This  might  be  mere  idleness ;  it  might  be  mere  phantasy ; 
but  of  whatever  character  it  partook,  it  was  not  to  be  shaken  off.  I  feit 
myself  a  slave  to  a  thousand  vague  and  indefinable  apprehensions.  I  feit 
myself  oppressed  with  an  amount  of  anxiety  almost  beyond  endurance. 
Oh !  that  the  morning  would  break  to  dissipate  the  gloom  by  which  I  was 
encompassed,  and  to  drive  from  my  heart  the  corroding  cares  with  which 
it  was  beset.  Many,  many  hours,  however,  must  elapse  ere  the  light  of 
day  would  break  into  the  Chamber,  and  the  sun  shed  his  early  beams 
upon  the  tops  of  the  mbuntains.  Many  hours  did  I  say  ?  Heavens !  it 
was  not  yet  midnight ;  füll  half  an  hour  must  elapse  before  that  solemn 
hour  of  the  night  would  arrive.  Meanwhile,  what  was  I  to  do  ?  Retire 
to  lest?  I  could  not  sleep.  I  should  toss  about  for  hours  if  I  went 
thither.  I  sat  down.  I  swallowed  the  brandy  more  greedily  than  ever« 
I  crept  closely  to  the  stove,  and  trimmed  my  lamp  so  as  to  enable  it  to 
cast  as  much  light  into  the  Chamber  as  possible. 

I  was  thus  occupied  when,  casting  my  eyes  towards  the  opposite  wall, 
I  beheld  a  human  arm  stretched  across  it,  and  then  immeaiately  with- 
drawn.  I  was  electrified.  I  shuddered  with  horror.  The  place  partook 
of  the  character  of  the  mountain — it  was  haunted  by  evil  spirits.  I  could 
account  for  this  singular  spectacle,  of  which  I  had  been  a  witness,  in  no 
other  way.     There  was  no  other  person  save  myself  in  the  room ;  and  it 
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was,  therefbre,  altogether  inconsistent  with  reasan  to  assign  the  apparition 
to  any  other  cause  than  that  of  supernatural  agency.  Tkere  was  nothing 
remarkable  in  the  appearance  of  the  arm ;  it  was  an  ordinary  arm — not 
more  than  the  average  length  and  thickness.  I  fixed  my  eyes  steadfastljr 
upon  the  wall.  I  awaited  with  the  greatest  suspense  for  the  reappearanee 
of  the  spectade.  Had  I  seen  a  shadow  or  a  reality  ?  I  could  soarcely 
determine.  It  was  beyond  human  comprehension, — a  mystery,  the  sohl* 
tion  of  which  must  be  left  to  time,  if  it  were  capable  of  solving  it 

I  arose  from  my  seat  I  grew  tired  of  remaining  so  long  in  aue  posi- 
tion.  I  paced  up  and  down  the  Chamber  in  the  niost  restless  and  excited 
mood.  I  looked  out  of  the  window ;  the  storm  was  raging  without  with 
undiminished  fury.  The  lightning  ever  and  again  sped  through  the 
heavens,  the  thunder  rolled  unceasingly,  and  the  rain  feil  m  one  uninter* 
rapted  stream.  I  had  seldom  seen  a  more  mlent  tempest.  I  conturaed 
to  keep  my  eyes  fixed  upon  the  wall,  bot  I  saw  nothing. 

I  knew  not  what  oonstruotion  to  put  upon  this  matter.  It  was  odd 
that  the  girl  who  had  given  me  ingress  had  not  informed  me  that  the 
place  was  subject  to  these  stränge  and  unaccountable  appearances.  She 
must  have  been  cognisant  of  them,  for  the  probability  was  that  these 
sights  were  quite  familiär  to  the  inmates.  She  ought  not  to  have  ©an« 
cealed  the  matter ;  she  should  have  informed  me  of  the  face,  and  left  me 
to  deeide  as  to  whether  I  should  remain  where  I  was  or  seek  some  other 
lodging  tili  the  morning.  She  was  actuated,  no  doubt,  by  interested 
motives.  The  people  subsisted  upon  what  they  reeeived  from  travellers» 
and,  rather  than  forego  their  aecustomed  remuneration,  they  evidcntlj 
would  not  hesitate  to  consign  them  to  this  room  of  horrors  and  mysteriesu 

I  had  8carcely  made  this  refleotion,  when  the  arm  again  presented  itseU 
upon  the  wall ;  but  my  horror  and  alarm  were  increased  tenfold  when  I 
discovered  that  it  grasped  a  short-pointed  weapon.  I  regarded  it  intently, 
and  found  that  it  was  merely  the  shadow  of  a  human  arm. 

I  staggered  again  to  my  chair.  The  apparition  was  only  visiUe  fbr  a 
few  moments,  and  again  disappeared. 

I  had  heard  and  read  rarious  aecounts  of  supernatural  appearauces»  bot 
those  to  which  I  allude  (for  I  could  attribute  them  to  no  natural  cause) 
were  quite  new  to  me.  Their  character  was  singular  in  the  extreme.  A 
shadow  of  itself  was  a  thing  of  no  importance.  It  might  be  produeed  by 
a  cause  so  simple  that  it  would  fail  to  excite  the  least  surprise.  On  the 
night  in  question,  however,  I  could  discover  no  clue  to  the  mystery — no 
cause  by  which  tlüs  singular  appearance  was  produeed.  What  did  it 
imply?  Nothing  that  I  could  divine.  What  did  its  second  appearance 
portend?  In  the  latter  ease  it  certainly  assumed  a  new  aspect>  and  the 
weapon  that  it  appeared  to  grasp  might  be  fraught  with  sotne  peeuliar 
meaning.  I  was»  nevertheless,  equally  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  it.  Was  it 
intended  to  warn  me  of  impending  danger? — did  it  imply  that  there  were 
those  near  at  hand  who  would  attempt  my  lifo  ?  In  short»  was  it  intended 
es  a  premonition  of  eril?  In  cases  of  great  perplexity,  we  aometimes  put 
stränge  constraotions  upon  things.  I  thought  there  might  be  some  foun- 
dation  for  the  conjeetures  that  fbtted  aeross  my  mind.  The  people,  per» 
haps,  conoeired  that  I  had  a  large  sum  of  money  about  my  parton,  and 
were  determined  that  I  should  not  leave  the  place  with  it  in  my  poseanon 
if  ctreumatances  should  require  it,  they  would  even  take  my  Hfe,  and 
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thus  effectually  prevent  any  discovery  of  the  robbery.  Other  thoughts 
occurred  to  me  equally  stränge  and  inconsistent 

Whilst  thus  ruminating  upon  the  subject,  I  never  for  a  moment  took 
my  eyes  from  the  wall,  fully  anticipating  that  some  further  spectacle 
would  manifest  itself  still  stranger,  and,  perhaps,  more  incomprehensible 
than  any  I  had  as  yet  seen.  What  I  had  predicted,  indeed,  presently  oc- 
omred.  As  I  reeal  that  dreadful  moment,  a  stränge  shock  is  imparted  to 
my  nerves — the  Wood  tingles  in  my  vems,  and  my  hand  is  scarcely  able 
to  proceedL  A  flgure  of  a  man  appeared  for  a  moment  upon  the  wall;  bot, 
gracious  God !  the  shadow  was  without  a  head  !  The  vision  was  most 
terrible,  and  threw  me  tnto  the  greatest  agitation  of  mind.  What  meant 
these  stränge  shadows?  It  was  idle  to  attempt  to  account  for  them.  I 
determined  to  watch  all  night.  I  knew  not  now  it  was,  but,  by  great 
good  förtune,  I  feil  into  a  profound  slumber.  When  I  awoke  the  sun 
was  shining  into  the  chamber.  I  was  dressed.  I  walked  out.  1  saw  a 
shadowy  form  refleeted  upon  a  distant  ck>ud  of  a  colossal  stature.  It  was 
the  far-famed  Man  of  the  Mountain.*  The  events  of  the  preceding  night 
were  quickly  recalled  to  my  memory.  I  began  to  ponder  oyer  them,  but 
I  could  find  no  Solution  to  this  mystery. 

Before  I  departed  I  inquired  of  the  people  the  meaning  of  these  stränge 
things ;  but  everythmg  was  explained  in  so  simple  a  manner,  that  I  fear 
I  8hafl  be  charged  with  raising  the  euriosity  of  the  reader  only  to  disap- 
porat  him.  I  cannot  help  that.  I  shall  not  attempt  to  throw  over  the 
matter  an  appearance  of  mystery  where  there  really  is  none.  If  the 
denouement  is  unsatisfactory,  I  have  the  consolation  of  knowing  that  I 
bare  resorted  to  no  coinings  of  the  imagination  to  prolong  the  interest  of 
the  narrative.  I  have  been  dealing  with  facts,  and  I  hame  related  them 
fakhfully.     Magna  est  veritas  et  praevalebit 

The  shadows  upon  the  wall  of  the  chamber  were  caused  by  a  somnam- 
bulist who  resided  in  the  place,  and  who  was  in  the  habit  of  Walking 
aoiselessly  about  at  all  hours  of  the  night  with  a  candle  in  his  htfnd  and 
a  short  sword.  The  door  of  my  chamber,  it  appeared,  had  been  partly 
ajar,  and,  by  holdmg  the  candle  in  a  peculiar  position,  these  causes  were 
prodnced  as  he  shot  quickly  past.  I  know  not  what  it  was  I  had  seen 
from  the  window  on  the  preceding  night  during  the  storm.  Had  my 
imagination  and  my  state  of  ezcitement  deceived  me  ?  It  was  most  pro- 
bable that  it  was  so. 

I  svppose  what  befel  me  on  the  occasfon  in  question  was  only  consistent 
with  tbe  peculiarity  of  my  Situation.  Hearens !  a  night  on  the  Brocken 
without  a  ghost !     Hie  idea  is  preposterous. 


phenomenon  is  Tisible  either  in  the  mornins;  or  eTening;,  when  the  spec- 
tator  mpon  the  mountain  Stands  in  a  right  Une  between  the  sun  and  a  cloud  driTing 
throu^i  the  atmosphere  at  a  short  distance.  It  is  simply  the  Image  of  the  spectatar 
magnified,  and,  as  it  were,  refleeted  from  the  cloud. 


72 


VELTHINAS ;  OR,  THE  ORDEAL  OF  SACRIFICE. 

A  BIOGRAPHT. 

Chaptee  V. 

The  next  morning  I  heard  the  congratulations  of  a  large  party ;  and 
received  them  in  silence,  a  smile  the  only  acknowledgment  I  made,  a 
feeble  admission  that  success  is  triumph,  and  that  reality  has  precedence 
of  a  dream.  Appearances  were  flattering,  but  bow  otten  are  they  the 
dumb  mimics  which  represent  the  false  aspect  of  our  lives !  Who  knew 
how  little  I  enjoyed  my  farae,  that  my  conscience  feit  its  thorns  the 
moment  I  rose  above  the  level  of  vulgär  delight  to  partake  the  meed  of 
praise. 

Musonio  that  morning  spoke  decidedly  concerning  the  effect  produced 
by  my  play ;  he  maintained  that  the  sublimity  of  the  subject  did  not  trän- 
scend  the  intellectual  powere  possessed  by  so  remarkable  an  audience. 

Angus  remained  silent ;  although  I  desired  not  his  praise»  I  was  un- 
easy  tbat  his  opinion  had  not  been  expressed.  When  breakfast  was 
finished  he  drew  near  to  me,  and  said, 

"  My  friend,  I  this  day  take  my  departure;  again  you  have  given  me 
bospitable  shelter,  and  I  thank  you  from  my  heart.  I  hope  one  day  to 
revisit  you,  that  at  leisure  we  may  explore  the  wonders  of  your  necro- 
polis." 

He  then  approached  Adora,  and  took  her  hand. 

"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  in  return  for  your  gracious  reception  of  me,  you 
have  my  best  wishes ;  not  the  mere  feelings  of  a  day,  but  your  welfare 
will  ever  have  a  place  among  those  thoughts  which  occur  to  me  daily, 
and  which  are  secretly  devoted  to  the  sublime  Author  of  our  good." 

He  resisted  my  wish  for  him  to  remain,  and  proposed  to  me  to  ride  with 
him  to*Volterre,  which  I  agreed  to  do.  The  morning  was  bright  and 
fresh  ;  and  the  country  looked  delightful  under  the  tints  of  autumn. 

We  exchanged  but  few  words  ;  the  tone  of  his  voice  was  melancholy ; 
he  sighed  as  he  looked  around  him  on  the  red  and  yellow  hues  which 
crowned  the  heads  of  the  forests,  the  yearly  emblems  of  age. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  "  let  me  do  you  justice  in  word,  as  last  night  I  strove 
to  do  in  deed.  That  drama,  should  it  ever  see  the  light  of  day,  is  a  work 
which  posterity,  however  tastes  may  change,  will  not  readily  allow  to 
perish.  No  man  can  deny  its  greatness !  The  very  object  it  upholdfl, 
whatever  men  may  think  of  its  treatment,  is  such  as  must  command  the 
admiration  of  the  world." 

We  proceeded  in  further  silence ;  his  praise  sank  into  me  deeply.  But 
a  few  hours  befbre  I  had  thought  that  blame  and  praise  had  been  to  me 
alike,  things  apart' from  me,  a  senseless  utterance.  How  mistaken  I  was! 
The  words  of  Angus  contained  a  spell  to  restore  the  human  heart  to  all 
that  was  good  or  dear.  It  was  a  spell  which  silence  took  part  in  more 
than  words,  the  silence  of  a  thoughtf  ul  glance,  and  of  a  smile  sad  and  beau- 
tiful.  His  manner  was  one  train  of  spiritual  Communications  thus  gently 
falling  on  the  sense  of  sympathy.  His  meaning  look,  while  it  addreased 
me,  was  on  the  hoary  forests,  and  it  led  me  back  home  into  scenes  of 
youth, — how  I  know  not;  but  I  wandered  amongst  them  warm  with  the 
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first  breathings  of  ambition.     His  mild  praise  renewed  tbe  impulse  of  the 
fönner  day,  not  streng,  as  of  old,  but  mellowedeven  as  that  forest  scene. 

*  You  remember,"  said  Angus,  (<  ray  early  warnings  to  you  ?" 

"Aboutwhom?" 

"Thanatos;— so  call  ed." 

"Ido;  what  of  him  T 

"  I  saw  him  in  the  Castle  last  night.'* 
Last  night ; — then  I  saw  him,  too." 

Tou  did,  truly,'*  said  Angus  ;  "  he  performed  in  his  sister's  part." 
And  looked  fike  her,"  replied  I. 

"  Evadne  had  prepared  tho  way  for  his  advent,  by  assuming  his  evil 
look." 

"  That  circumstance  I  observed  also." 

"  He  must  have  been  concealed  in  the  room  we  passed  througb,  on  the 
evening  of  the  storm ;  was  it  you  who  answered  us  on  that  occasioD,  or 
was  it  he  ?" 

"  It  was  L" 

"  Where  has  he  been  of  late  ?"  asked  Angus. 

I  told  him  of  my  last  adventure  with  the  assassin,  and  surmised  that  he 
must  have  escaped  from  the  galleys. 

"  Perbaps,"  said  Angus,  with  a  frown,  "  he  has  been  set  at  liberty  by 
your  friend  Lorenono  de'  Medici,  who,  I  observe,  attends  on  the  doge 
among  your  guests." 

w  For  what  purpose  should  Lorenzino  have  set  him  free?" 

"  Do  you  not  tnink  it  might  have  been  to  assist  him  ?" 

"In  what?" 

"  In  some  foul  murder,  perchance  ?" 

I  laughed  heartUy. 

"  Take  care,"  said  Angus,  "  that  it  does  not  happen  under  your  roof." 

I  gave  my  companion  an  outline  of  the  adventure  on  the  terrace  during 
the  previous  night.  We  agreed  that  Thanatos  must  have  been  there,  and 
that  it  was  also  his  dark  figure  that  we  had  seen  in  the  Hghtning's  flash 
on  the  evening  of  the  storm ;  that  he  had  watched  all  our  actions  in  league 
with  that  innocent  being  his  sister. 

"  He  had  not  that  squint  when  I  knew  him  first,"  said  Angus;  "  nor 
had  he  it  in  Greece,  but  it  was  on  hin*  in  Egypt,  when  I  saw  him  there. 
Has  he  always  assumed  it  in  your  Service?" 

"  Always,"  I  replied ;  "  at  least  I  have  never  seen  him  with  any  other 
look." 

Chafteb  VI. 

This  success  marked  out  a  new  epoch  in  my  life,  and  honours  crowded 
on  me.  Among  the  first  to  do  hotnage  to  my  talent  was  the  doge ;  he 
had  remained  a  guest  at  the  Castle,  and  meanwhile  had  engaged  Ben- 
venuto  Cellini,  another  of  the  Company,  to  work  him  in  silver  a  laurel 
wreatL  The  artist  soon  returned  from  the  capital,  to  which  he  retired 
to  execute  his  task,  bringing  with  him  the  crown  of  leaves.  Before 
delivering  his  workmanship  to  Alexander  himself,  he  displayed  it  before 
the  guests,  telling  all,  with  his  wonted  simplicity,  how  exquisite  was  the 
design  and  its  execution ;  and,  indeed,  it  was  deserving  of  all  the  praise 
kvished  on  it  by  the  masterly  genius  whose  hands  had  wrought  the  work« 
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One  person  alone  was  silent  on  the  subject,  and  when  appeakd  to,  ex* 
pressed  a  doubt  of  the  soitableness  of  the  present — not  of  its  beauty. 
But  Savatelli,  to  whom  this  refers,  was  a  peculiar  character ;  had  he  beeil 
a  serf,  his  pride  roight  have  been  deemed  raadness.  This  man  eon- 
sidered  it  humiliating  to  a  prince  to  accept  litemry  honours :  he  thought 
it  right  to  encourage  literature,  but  this  was  only  to  he  done  in  those 
whose  position  it  could  improve.  A  man  abeady  pkced  bybirth  in 
advance  of  society,  might  elevate  himself  by  bis  taient  as  well  as  iniprove 
the  world,  but  could  reeeive  no  honours  from  those  around  hisn.  Sava- 
telli was  not,  however,  aware  at  the  time  that  the  award  was  to  be  made 
by  the  doge  himself — he  had  conceived  it  originated  with  the  literary  men 
then  present. 

While  this  scene  transpired,  Lorenzino  de'  Medici  quttted  the  room, 
with  a  look  of  roischief  in  his  eyes,  and  soddenly  returued  with  the  Duke 
Alezander. 

"  So  you  are  back  already  ?"  said  the  doge,  addressing  himself  to 
Cellini,  who  was  busy  in  concealing  his  packet. 

"  Your  highness's  Orders  are  sooa  executed,"  said  the  artist,  as  he 
reproduced  the  wreath.  "  I  sought  only  to  gain  myself  confidenoe  by 
receiving  the  praises  of  those  around,  before  appearing  in  your  grace's 
presence  with  my  work." 

"  Beautiful,"  said  the  doge,  as  he  inspected  the  delieately-executed 
coronal.     "  But  where  is  the  Count  of  Aula?" 

I  needed  not  the  wreath ;  faaae  was  already  within  my  grasp ;  the 
plaudits  of  the  world  were  secure.  However,  that  fbr  which  I  had 
sacrificed  myself  had  no  charms  for  me  at  the  hour  of  triumph.  I  had 
sown  in  wickedness,  and  I  was  to  reap  in  sorrow.  To  have  setaed  upon 
fame,  would  have  been  to  let  the  furies  loose  upon  my  patfc ;  to  have 
listened  to  nattery,  would  have  been  to  let  go  my  hold"  of  hope.  The 
terron  of  conscience  would  have  sprang  at  me :  my  life  would  have 
had  to  come  over  again ;  and  in  my  own  presence  I  should  have  been — 
alone! 

Chapter  VII. 

Alone,  in  the  presence  of  myself. 

Years  rolled  od,  and  I  was  still  in  that  fearful  presence — alone.  The 
spring  came,  green  and  light ;  the  autumn  followed,  yellow  and  gloomy ; 
but  the  sap  had  not  risen  in  my  heart — the  flowers  had  not  shone  in  my 
eyes ; — life  was  consumed  in  apathy,  which  is  the  winter  of  being.  I  was 
calm  and  happy  no  more. 

The  firmness  of  my  frame  was  shaken :  my  hands  shook,  my  mind 
was  apprehensive.  But  reflection  was  not  dulled ;  it  moved  like  a  wheel 
in  an  atmosphere  of  sensibility,  revolving  at  first  measuredly,  and  afber- 
wards  with  a  whirl  that  snatched  everything  up  within  reach  of  its 
amazing  revolutions. 

Adora  was  with  me,  and  two  children ;  bat  in  their  presence  even  I 
was  alone— solitude  was  the  condition  of  my  being,  my  State  of  mind. 
What  a  wreck  was  I  of  lofty  purpose — of  active  pursuitl  In  mockery, 
not  pleasure — to  rouse,  perhaps,  though  not  to  gratify  ambuaous  feelings 
— I  once  lifted  the  laurel  crown  towards  my  brow ;  it  was  no  longer  to 
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•e  what  it  seemed  once,  trat  a  crown  of  thorns.  What  a  spectacle !  I 
was  like  the  remains  of  a  forsakea  tower  clasped  by  ivy,  the  fame  dtnging 
to  its  niin.  I  beheld  myself  in  the  glase  with  a  langh !  Would  that  the 
norror  which  showed  me  so  hideous  a  aight  had  been  never*cast. 

From  week  to  week  I  Bat  in  my  chamber,-- -üone,  Friends  came  to 
inqaire  after  rae,  aud  went  away  unseen :  I  shrank  from  the  human  gase ; 
in  the  mildest  eye  there  was  a  witherrog  light  which  soorched  me — a 
look  of  lrfe.  In  proeess  «f  time  I  started  at  the  sonnd  of  a  footstep,  and 
awaited  its  approach  with  trembling  iadecision  ;  and  at  the  opening  of  a 
door,  I  fled  into  chamber  within  chamber,  recass  within  reoess.  Yet  the 
tmused  pen,  the  unbiotted  paper,  the  unopened  volume,  remained  oa  my 
table,  that,  wben  oWiged  to  see  a  human  being,  I  might  appear  to  he  the 
thing  I  had  been.  But  I  was  incapable  of  effort ;  and  I  lived  thus, 
unemployed  and  alone, 

Like  the  woodbine,  which  ciasps  and  eventually  stranglea  the  free» 
trank,  the  parasite  sometimes  fiiags  its  arms  about  the  soul,  and,  main- 
taining  Hs  hold,  grows  gigantic.  So  did  my  mind,  a  second  time,  be- 
come  the  abode  of  spectral  lifo:  within,  born  of  Contemplation  over 
Seif,  arose  an  Image,  increasing  in  stature  and  power,  nntii  its  proaence 
enforced  npon  my  sense  the  terrors  of  another  world.  I  was  haanted  by 
a  phantom  of  myself — such  as  I  might  have  been  thereafter.  On  ite 
brow  was  the  laurel  crown,  hs  face  downcast,  its  iimbs  beut ;  it  moved 
restlessly,  paced  the  chamber  with  a  volume  from  'die  shelves,  or  stood 
like  an  nneasy  monnment  of  thoughts.  It  was  a  fearful  visitant ;  the 
more  I  saw  of  it  tbe  more  I  learned  to  know  myself. 

As  the  ahades  of  evening*  feil,  and  my  room  was  lighted  by  the  giow* 
ing  embers,  my  monitor  appeared,  sometimes  busy  abovt  nothing,  some- 
times seated  with  his  chin  buried  in  bis  ehest,  as  if  fbrJorn,  ßksk  at  haart, 
and  deeply  musing — deeply  as  sinks  the  leaden  anchor  into  metnory 
wben  commissioned  to  bury  hope  in  the  spiritual  flood. 

And  the  children — the  free,  the  harroless  babes — what  shallow  and 
wondrous  questions  do  they  ask  of  those  in  whose  breast  reigns  a 
wakeful  silence; — what  fun  propose  to  those  least  wüling  to  rejoiee! 
They  would  have  me  langh  with  them,  though  they  saw  pkinly  my 
sorrow;  and  in  the  midst  of  my  despondency  they  would  have  me  play. 
How  could  they  aeeept  grief  of  me,  were  they  not  happy — their  shouta 
fall  of  sarprise  ? — the  yonng  kids  which  skip  about  the  valley  and  the 
hill-top,  heedless  of,  yet  aüve  to  all ! 

How  I  sqneeEed  them  to  me ;  and  sometimes  their  joy,  so  bounding 
and  shrill,  echoed  among  the  old  recesses  of  my  heart. 

My  love  for  them  was  deep — it  was  deep,  too,  for  their  sacred  mother. 
Bot  is  it  pleasnrable  to  be  deep  ?  The  tolling  of  the  bell  is  deep,  but 
sorrowful ;  so  sometimes  is  love. 

And  with  these  blest  children  playing  at  my  feet,  and  their  mother 
embroidering  at  my  side,  content  to  hope  if  not  to  believe  my  gloom  a 
passing  malady,  my  eye  would  light  npon  the  image  of  myself;  the 
spectre  Standing  over  my  children  with  looks  still  of  care,  but  a  smile  not 
at  all  withered. 

The  bürden  of  my  old  principles  continued  to  weigh  upon  me.  I  no 
sooner  got  better  than  I  began  to  encourage  them,  though  only  to  sink 
again  beneath  their  baleful  effects.     I  k>ved  the  tragic  glory,  and  the 
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victor's  wreath  —  loved  them  with  the  shouts  of  an  hallelujah:   habit 
had  mingled  them  with  my  soul,  and  with  it  they  must  live  or  perish« 

The  purpose  of  my  life,  in  so  far  as  I  had  myself  predestined  it,  was 
complete.  My  works  had  undergone  their  utmost  amendment,  and 
equalled  in  extent  the  productions  of  the  more  classic  writers.  In  addition 
to  this,  my  worldly  concerns  were  prosperoua — not  only  inexhaustible  my 
estates,  but  my  palace  and  custle  in  fine  repair,  and  profusely  decorated 
by  art.  Who  might  not  envy — so  easy  a  thing;  it  is  to  confound  the 
man  with  his  possessions,  and  deem  that  he  must  be  happy.  Behold  my 
wife,— so  good  and  content ;  my  children  beantiful  as  the  infant  Savioor ; 
all  secondary  concerns  propitious ;  but  I  unable  to  enjoy  my  blessiugs ! 
Alas!  in  my  works  all  my  happiness  was  hid:  not  by  some  fatal  sorcery, 
but  there  stored  up  by  my  voluntary  and  laborious  exertions,  to  be  me- 
tamorphosed  into  fame.  Ob,  could  I  have  recovered  it  to  my  heart  and 
native  character,  how  willingly  would  I  have  been  unknown ! 

Apathy,  insupportable  apathy,  shade  and  skeleton  of  the  mind, — whose 
existence  is  in  most  suppressed ;  can  nothing  reanimate  thee,  no  iacanta- 
tion  drown  thee,  whose  glimmering  consciousness  is  fit  only  to  hold 
tenancy  of  the  grave  ?  Can  I  not,  shall  I  not  redst?  Is  the  wül  itself  to 
perish  thus?  Is  there  no  feeling  left,  no  power  to  rouse  a  mind  still  gifted 
though  so  depressed  ?  Thoughts  responsive  and  terrible  to  utter  trickle 
fast  down  my  brain,  and  my  spirit  shudders  as  they  corae  and  go.  Were 
this  band,  exclaimed  I,  to  pluoge  the  poniard  into  Adora's  breast — 
should  I  not  feel  ?  The  children  live  to-day,  and  might  to-morrow  perish 
—can  1  not  feel  ?  The  idea  revives  me; — my  bosom  throbs  ;  I  breathe 
harder;  my  blood  warms  me ;  Imagination  revels  in  its  wonted  fixes ;  the 
earth  and  heavens,  again,  are  floating  in  the  blase  of  summer ! 

Such  was  my  reverie.  I  reaisted  it  when  it  had  answered  my  end;  but 
the  fire  was  in  my  veins.  It  grew  into  a  spectral  group,  which,  with 
murderous  gesticulation,  urged  me  od.  I  prayed  with  my  teeth  clenched 
and  my  eyes  vacant ;  and  my  prayers  were  at  length  seen ;  from  fresh 
crime  I  was  saved.  As  a  pauper  I  received  the  charity  of  heaven,  sup- 
ported  by  her  wealth  when  my  weal  was  gone;  and,  thus  upheld,  I 
bethought  myself  of  a  penance  which  would  prove  the  surest  test  of  my 
repentance — to  destroy  my  works  whose  compositum  had  cost  me  thus 
dear. 

I  took  one  of  my  tragedies  from  the  shelf  of  a  cabinet,  that  I  might 
*begin  to  execute  my  purpose  on  the  perishable  scroll;  and  I  sat  before 
the  fire  with  it  in  my  hand,  as  for  the  last  time  I  turned  over  the 
leaves.  My  eyes  feil  accidentally  on  a  favourite  passage:  I  read  it  with 
emotione  the  most  holy,  such  as  often  result  in  tears.  I  could  nct  after 
this  incident  destroy  the  work  by  committing  it,  as  I  had  inten ded,  to  the 
devouring  flames.  AfFection  of  the  deepest  cast  was  revived  in  me  for 
that  which  had  cost  me  burning  tears ;  and  a  brow  of  fire,  in  whose  fur- 
nace  the  raw  adventurer  Time  had  been  fused  into  forms  of  beauty,  each 
stamped  with  intellectual  meaning  of  a  various  and  enduring  type ;  and 
instead  of  destroying,  I  pressed  the  manuscript  at  intervals  to  my  ups ; 
and  I  read  on. 

The  pleasures  of  literary  occupation  were  thus  renewed,  and  with  them 
my  attachment  to  my  works  returned.  But  I  had  learned  that  there  was 
a  trial  of  roy  penitence  too  severe  for  me  to  undergo,  and  this  became  to 
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me  a  new  fmisery,  and  led  my  mind  once  more  back  to  the  unlovable 
time — the  Past, 

One  morning  I  had  ridden  early  into  the  streets  of  Volterra,  and  I 
fbund  myself  looking  earaeatly  at  the  old  house  in  which  Ferucci  had 
lodged  me  during  the  last  siege.     Whither  had  those  days  fled,  where 
was  the  hero  ?     And  she  who  had  visited  me  in  sickness,  whose  mortal 
remains  survived  the  struggle,  white  her  reason  descended  to  the  shades, 
— where  was  she  now,  and  when  would  the  light  of  the  soul  return  ? 
These  reflections  were  interrupted  by  a  procession  of  priest» — a  crowd 
fbllowing.     They  sang  the  '•  Miserere  mini  Domino"  as  they  passed  me, 
the  words  of  which  took  instant  root  in  my  mind ;  I  repeated  them  in- 
Tolnntarily ;  not  only  as  I  returnedhome,  but  every  day,  and  every  hour, 
until  I  was  goaded  to  madness  by  the  constant  repetition  of  the  sounds. 
They  ran  in  my  mind  during  sleep :  thus  my  nerves  became  strung  up  to 
a  painful  pitch,  for  I  had  no  rest  by  night  or  day,  the  words  ringing  in 
my  ears,  or  the  priests  moving  before  my  eyes,  big  with  the  meaning  of 
their  anthem.      After  the  lapse  of  several  days,  the  frenzy  persisting  in 
me,  I  feit  impelled  to  utter  the  awful  words  aloud,  with  earnest  gesticu- 
lations.     Evadne  was  the  first  to  whom  I  gave  them  vent     It  was  early 
in  the  morning ;  I  had  met  her  in  the  corridor,  and  seizing  her  by  the 
arm,  I  fiercely  muttered  the  "  Miserere"  between  my  teeth.     My  eye  was 
brightened  by  the  morning  air,  and  the  dew  hung  on  my  upper  lip;  with 
mtnacing  looks  I  uttered  those  words  of  penitence  in  tones  of  impreca- 
täon.     The  girl  trembled  and  fled,  nor  did  I  think  of  her  more ;  but  the 
fire  of  excitement  continued  to  circulate  through  my  blood — a  fever  in 
which  I  found  relief,  after  the  years  of  apathy  in  which  I  had  basely 
wallowed.    I  rose  early  and  walked  the  mountains;  lavished  riches  on  the 
poor  prayed  withont  ceasing ;  that  divine  love  might  secure  to  me  the 
enjoyment  of  my  renewed  existence.    It  was  a  wild  chaos  of  soul  in  which 
I  revelled ;  in  the  morning  air  emotions  akin  to  those  which  accompany 
human  sacrifices  would  again  thrust  themselves  into  being ;  the  scent  of 
blood  would  temper  the  frosty  vapour  of  the  hills ; — but,  stränge  to  say, 
there  was  divinity  in  the  midst,  and,  as  it  dawned  upon  me,  piety  such  as 
the  ancient  fethers  of  religion  offered  up  with  their  victiras,  gave  a  direc- 
tion  to  my  new  career. 

But  my  love  was  still  with  my  works — them  could  I  have  offered  up  ? 
The  question  condemned  me.  To  what  good  eod,  then,  had  my  repent-» 
ence  tended?  The  link  which  connected  it  with  faith  was  yet  un- 
forged. 

Christianity,  thou  workest  in  time ;  thy  toils  are  untiring,  thy  con- 
quests  are  fraught  with  wonder.  From  materials  the  most  despised  thou 
dost  produce  new  hearts ;  pure  as  the  crystal,  and  fitting  receptacles  for 
a  spirit  of  peace.  I  saw  all  this,  but  the  image  I  still  adored  was 
human — the  image  of  the  sins  of  men. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  WHITBY. 

CaACTKR  IL. 

This  Castle  of  the  Laird  ol  Uglebarnby  had  been  ohieflj  eaected  by  hia 
nither,  dvring  the  troubled  reign  of  Stephen,  to  guard  against  the  umv 
botmded  rapine  and  tieentions  violenoe  of  the  neighbonring  barons  of  Dax- 
harn,  who  wäre  resisting  the  legal  prerogatives  of  theeeowa,  aod  endaa>voiir~ 
ing  to  overtbrow  the  bttiwarka  of  their  conatfratäony  and  even  aaauroe  the 
rights  of  petty  kings,  and  exevcised»  without  appeai,  every  act  of  juriadie» 
tion ;  and  to  enfbroe  auch  power,  hired  dissokxte  mercenaay.  soldiers,  who 
Bot  only  oarried  the  fire  and  sword  into  their  own  disnrict,  but  threatened 
to  extend  the  pestüence  even  into  thia  qniet  vale.  The  Castle  was  thece- 
fore  a  perfeet  (( Stack"  of  bmldings  of  defenee ;  with  bastioBs  and  cnrtsins, 
towera  aad.gatehotues,  foas  and  keep,  sureouoded  by  an  outer  wall,  which 
enclosed  seven  acres  within. 

The  banqueting-room  was  hang  with  the  riebest  silken  tapestry. 
At  the  Upper  end  of  the  room,  on  a  raised  dais,  aat  a  lovely  young  gjrl 
of  some  twenty  summen — a  rosebad  bursting  into  the  füll  flower  and 
maturity  of  womanhood — arrayed  in  a  rieh  and  taateful  dresa;  her  com- 
plexion  was  clear,  and  of  a  shghüy  roseate  hue;  her  eyea  dark  and 
expressive ;  her  hair  brown,  profuse,  and  luxuriant»  which  floated  in  rieh 
abnndance  aronnd  a  swan-like  neck ;  while  her  tiring-maid  had  warped 
among  the  front  tresses  long  strings  of  that  newly«discovered  mineral — 
jet  Her  figure  was  tall  and  commaoding,  and  her  voiee  sweet  and 
melodious. 

"  Good  morrow,  my  lady,"  ssid  the  tall  and  handsome  Ralph  de  Percy» 
atriding  into  the-  room,  while,  as  he  gased  upon  the  fair  form  of  the  Lady 
Mand  de  Bruce,  his  dark  eye  and  noble  features  beeame  eufiiised  by  a 
"  gentle  passion." 

"Good  graee,  my  lord,"  replied  the  lady,  extending  her  band  to  he 
while  her  downeaat  and  averted  gase,  her  heaving  bosom  and 
roaiden  blush,  indieated,  as  piain  as  words  can  say,  those  true  Symptoms  of 
love.  "Me  fears  you  had  a  wet  ride  yesterday  even;  the  elements 
seemed  angry  toward  your  lordship,  or  any  of  the  kith  whom  pleasure  or 
business  compelled  to  brave  our  sterile  hüls  and  oountry  read*." 

"  It  was  a  parlous  night,  carte*,  lady  fair;  but  the  storm  of  yester 
even  only  makes  the  sunshine  of  this  morning  doubly  dear,  apecially 
when  flashed  firom  such  a  pair  of  eyes  as  thine.  But  where's  thy 
brother?" 

"  He  lefb  me  but  anon  to  visit  the  hounda.  It  ia  our  gxeat  boar-hunt 
to-day,  and  half  thefcotmtry-eide  are  up  and  bestmang  themselves  to  jom 
the  venery,"  replied  Lady  Mand.  "Githa,  my  tiring-maid,  told  me 
tbat  Mountain,  our  oldest  hound,  bayed  half  the  night»  and  that  prog^ 
nosticated  good  sport." 

"  And  told  you  she  nothing  eise,  my  lady  fair  ?"  inquired  Percy. 

"  By  my  Holy  Mother  of  Hilda,  yes,w  said  the  Lady  Maud,  laughing. 
"  But  the  secrets  of  the  bed-chamber  are  as  sacred  as  those  of  the  Con- 
fessional.     You  would  surely  not  pry  into  every  lady's  tales  ?" 

"No,"  |replied  Ralph  de  Percy,  with  a  sigh,  "save  they  concern 
mysel£    Did  she  discourse  of  my  name  ?"  • 


A  LEGEND  OB  WHITBY.  7Ä 


"  Sit*  6Üd  ;  she  spoke  of  thee  well — aa  one  of  favoured'  mien,  of  manly 
Beert ;  brave  aa  a.  Hon,  wild  withal ;  but  not  vicious.  A  Doli  te  be  book* 
and  inanaged  by  kindnesa  and — and — by — by  We." 

"  By  ray  fav !  eutugh  to  make  astronger  man  vain,"  replied  De  Percy.. 
"  Bat  spoke  she  not  of  berself  with  mef — of  my  mistletoe  xevels  yeeter, 
esen,  my  fair  M  aud  ?" 

11  So  thy  jealous  nature  has  e'ea  made  a  ooward  of  thy  consoieace,  eh? 
Was  I  to  casi  even  aa  admiring.  eye  on  some  stalwart  knight,  thy  sword 
would  be  ready  to  leap  from  ita  scabbard,  or  to  say  a  favoured  word,  you 
would  dare  him  to  tbe  Usts,  couoh  your  spear,  and  make  bim  bite  the 
duat ;  ay,  mayhap  pierce  bis  shield,  and  leeve  bis  saddle  bare.  Is  it  not 
so?  Yet  if  you  cross  tbe  shadow  of  a  pretty  wench,  be  she  raalkin.  or 
tbingriaaid,  thy  mad  and  ropery  nature.  swamp  aU  theughts  of  poor  ine* 
and  you  mustneeds,  forsooth,  taste  her  pretty  Ups;  tben  oomea  tbe  fear 
of  detection,  mingliog  with  the  green-eyed  jealouay»  that  I  may  repay 
thy  flickleness  with  a  little  of  tbine  owa  coin,  tili  verily  I  believe  thoai 
art  clean  madV  and  conjure  every  passiag  remark,  or  simple  jest,  ioto  aJ 
rejection  of  thy  suit,  and  then  thou  art  as  melaneholy  and  mouraful  aa  an 
imprisoned  linnet;  still  withal  thou  thinkest  thyself  a  man  of  strong 
mind,  deeply  skilled  in  human  nature*  as  far  above  us  poor  womankind  aa 
the  Queen  of  Night  outshines  her  thousand  twinkling  stars.  Truly  doea 
Father  Eustaoe  say,  '  Men  who  are  strongest  in  their  own  conceit  often 
are  the  weakest  by  natura,  while  those  failings  we  are  afflieted.  with  our- 
selves,  we  always  see  most  conspicuous  in  others.' " 

Where  De  Fercy  might  have  committed  Father  Eustace  and  bis 
moralisings  to,  both  mentally  and  orally,  is  very  uncertain,  for  geneni 
rumour  had  it — 

He  scarce  received 
For  gospel  wliat  the  Chürch  believedt 

had  not  the  Lord  of  Uglebarnby,  the  fair  Maud's  brother,  entered  the 
room.  He  was  a  man  of  majestic  mien,  teil,  and  weü-shapened,  witb 
fine  features  and  an  open  brow,  although  now  overcast  with  some  hidden 
sorrow;  bold,  but  rash  more  fitted  to  command  than  to  obey;  proud, 
and  impetuous  of  restraint — one  u  wbose  frown  abases,  and  whose  smile 
exalts." 

"  All  hau,  most  noble  Percy  !  the  morn  portends  well  for  our  sport ; 
the  wind  is  luffing  to  the  south,  the  clouds  are  lowering,  and  last  evening's 
storm  has  made  the  game  as  kittle  as  quicksilver.  But  come,  let  us  to 
break  our  fast  What  ho !  there,  pursuivants !  order  the  trenchermen  to 
serve  our  meal.  Maud,  yester  even  storm  has  done  sad  damage  in  our 
forests ;  tbe  old  oak  that  used  to  graoe  the  chase  has  been  slipt  in  twain. 
Old  Bolton  teils  me,  too,  that  brainless  fool,  that  Friar  Bush,  of  a  Daüb 
Will,  has  been  casting  my  boroscope.  It  portends  evil.  And  the  prating 
thief  has  been  crying  it  half  over  the  country.  If  I  catch  the  dog  1*11 
slit  bis  ears  in  twain,  and  nail  them  up  on  yonder  elm,  as  a  caution  to 
other  talking  knaves.  Ah,  Allatson!  and  you  too,  Balph  de  Bousby! 
good  morrow.  Eager  for  the  venery  this  morning  ?"  said  the  Lord  de 
Uglebarnby,  as  two  gentlemen  entered  the  halL 

u  Grace,  my  Iord>  we  are,"  replied  Bousby.  "  The  dew  lies  well  for 
soent,  though  by  tbe  holy  masa  it  was  a  parlous  night  that  of  yesterday's 
one.     Bards  and  gossips  will  e'en  teil  many  a  tale  on  it  when  we  all  here 

h2 
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are  mingled  with  our  mother  earth.  It  was  one  of  Lady  Hilda's  fleeting 
wraiths — she  came  to  visit  us  mortals,  methinks.  Myself,  I  saw  the 
geese,  the  gulls,  and  skaws,  their  pinions  drop  as  o'er  our  ancient  abbej 
they  sailed  ;  and  to-day,  mark  me  well,  you'll  see  a  thousand  snakes,  and 
each  one  will  be  changed  into  a  coil  of  stone."* 

"  There  will  be  rare  waifs  and  strays  for  thee,  my  lord.  Me  saw  the 
Strand  nought  but  one  mass  of  broken  ships  and  swollen  corses,"  said 
Allatson.  "  The  wreckers  were  out ;  but  I  also  met  your  reeve,  and  a 
posse  comitatus  of  franklins  ready  to  defend  your  rights." 

"  Nay ;  God  forbid  our  hearts  should  e'er  be  so  callous  as  to  think  of 
gain,  wnen  so  many  souls  have  been  sent  unshriven  before  their  Maker," 
said  the  Lady  Maud,  "  and  many  a  poor  mother  weeping  over  her  son, 
who  left  his  home  but  some  three  days  back  in  all  the  vigour  of  youth 
and  of  life ;  or  yet  some  ppor  new-wedded  bride,  alas  !  a  widow,  weeping 
in  all  the  paroxysm  of  first  grief  over  the  swollen  corpse  of  her  handsome 
husband,  as  he  lays  stretched  on  the  shingly  beach,  her  babe  crying,  it 
knows  not  why,  while  her  first-born  fondly  kisses  its  dead  parent,  too 
innocent  and  too  young  as  yet  to  read  the  awful  sleep  of  death." 

"  Thou'lt  make  a  poor  soldier's  wife,  my  pretty  Maud,  if  these  are  thy 
moralisings,"  said  her  brother.  "  But  I  am  sorely  grieved  myself  for  the 
poor  bodies,  and  my  reeve  raust  not  be  too  hard  on  friends,  wives,  or 
relations,  though  by  my  fay  he  shall  quickly  oust  those  incarnate  devils — 
those  cruel-hearted  demons  of  wreckers,  and  their  red  backs  shall  quickly 
show  their  black  hearts." 

14  Me  half  suspects  'tis  some  of  these  bloody-minded  wreckers  that  have 
been  buying  these  storms  from  the  Zorastres-taught  barbarians  in  the 
far  East,"t  said  Bousby ;  "  and  this  is  the  third  knot." 

Little  further  worthy  of  mention  occurred,  and  the  meal  passed  off  in 
the  general  discourse  of  the  times,  present  and  the  past,  the  dangers  of 
the  State,  the  rancour  against  the  Norman  tyranny  and  sway,  and  the 
glorious  memory  of  Harold  and  Saxon  liberty,  the  Heptarchy,  and  good 
King  Alfred. 

Chafter  III. 

The  meal  concluded,  and  a  general  farewell  given  to  the  fair  Lady 
Maud,  who  in  turn  offered  up  a  fervent  prayer  for  tbeir  safety  finom  the 
perils  incident  to  this  dangerous  chase,  the  party  issued  forth  into  the 
court-yard  before  the  castle.     Old  Roger  was  already  mounted  on  a  stiff 

*  It  curious  fact  in  fossilogy  U  to  be  found  to  the  present  day.  These  petrified 
snakes — headlees  as  they  are — can  be  easily  discovered  by  any  inquiring  spirit 
who  may  be  tempted  to  search  among  the  rocks  on  the  Whitby  shores.  By  natn- 
raiists  they  are  termed  Ammonitts.  Sir  Walter  Scott  alludes  to  them  in  his  u  Mar- 
mion,"  canto  xi : 

of  thousand  snakes,  each  one 

Was  changed  into  a  coil  of  stone 

When  Holy  HUda  prayed. 

f  It  was  a  populär  belief  of  the  ancients,  that  the  Laplanders  had  learnt  the 
art  of  ruling  the  winds  from  Zorastres,  the  Persian,.and  they  supplied  merchanta 
with  a  coil  of  three  magical  knots;  when  they  undid  the  first,  they  should  have  a 
good  gale  of  wind;  when  the  second,  a  stronger;  but  when  they  untied  the  third, 
they  should  have  a  cruel  tempest.  Sir  Walter  Scott  alludes  to  the  circumstance 
in  u  Rokeby,"  canto  iL — "  What  gales  are  «old  on  Lapland's  shores."  Yirgil,  in 
bis  first  "Jäneiad,"  has  somewhat  of  the  same  fancy,  while  speaking  of  JEolus. 
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Welsh  pony,  with  a  hörn  düng  across  his  back,  and  a  long  whip  to  keep 
the  pack  in  order.  He  was  attended  by  ten  men  in  leather  jerkins  and 
trousers,  their  waists  strapped  round  by  a  broad  belt,  to  wbich  was  slung 
a  short  sword,  and  in  their  gauntleted  nands  carried  a  sbarp  spear;  wbile 
the  pack,  consisting  of  ten  couples  of  hounds,  of  St  Hubert's  breed,  had 
each  on  a  collar  of  leather,  to  which  was  attached  divers  sounding  bells. 
The  lords  and  hanters  mounted  their  palfreys,  each  armed  with  a  spear 
and  sword ;  and  the  cavalcade  went  forth  by  the  drawbridge,  and  began 
descending  the  winding  and  deeply-wooded  glen  towards  the  ocean,  when, 
just  as  they  had  reached  mid-day,  downwards  they  came  upon  a  gloomy 
gorge,  where  the  thick  foliage  shut  out  the  glorious  scene  of  sea,  rugged 
mountain,  heathy  wastes,  and  hanging  woods. 

"Croak!  croak!  croak!*'  seemed  to  issue  frorn  a  gnarled  oak  that 
threw  its  tortuous  branches  across  their  path. 

"  'Tis  the  bogie  of  the  forest,'*  said  Roger,  in  nervous  trepidatlon. 
"  For  pity's  sake  let  us  turn  back." 

"Fool !  dotard!"  cried  De  Bruce,  riding  forward.  "  Hast  any  one  a 
cross-bow  ?     I  would  quickly  stop  the  croaking ;  'tis  but  a  raven." 

"  Avaunt !  most  puissant  lord  !"  said  the  dark  figure  of  Daft  Will — a 
raven  on  his  Shoulder — as  he  issued  forth  from  the  trunk  of  the  tree. 
u  Give  ear  for  a  few  brief  moments  to  my  words.  Let  not  anger  rüffle 
thy  brow  or  pale  thy  cheek.  Let  not  pride  bubble  in  your  heart.  The 
handwriting  on  the  wall  is  to  be  read.  The  tyranny,  the  cruelty,  the 
barbarity  of  the  Ytene*  law3  are  written  in  the  blood  of  widows,  of 
children,  of  orphans,  and,  as  of  old,  in  Rama  was  there  a  voice  heard, 
lamentation,  weeping,  and  great  mourniog.  But  the  Lord  heard  it,  and 
rained  down  brimstone  and  fire  and  death !  In  all  the  pride  of  rank, 
power,  health,  and  manhood,  rode  out  the  red  tyrant  to  sport  over  that 
forest  planted  by  the  iniquitous  cruelty  of  his  tyrant  father,  by  desolating 
the  hearths  of  loyal  subjects,  and  carrying  the  fire,  the  famine,  and  the 
sword  into  happy  homesteads!  A  monk — a  man  of  God — stood  in  his 
path  to  stop  his  way :  '  Listen,  O  king,  and  be  advised ;  rebuke  not  a 
serrant  of  the  Lord's.  Thrice  yester  night  I  saw  a  mighty  vision :  I  saw 
thee,  O  king,  gnaw  that  blessed  type  of  our  redemption — the  holy  cru- 
cifix !  Thou  didst  eat,  and  eat,  and  eat,  until  thou  hadst  reached  the  legs 
of  the  sacred  image ;  when,  lo !  they  did  mightily  increase,  and  wazed 
strong,  and  spurned  thee  to  the  ground ;  and  as  thou  wast  grovelling  on 
the  earth,  there  came  out  of  thy  mouth  a  flame  of  fire,  and  abundance  of 
smoke.f  Beware,  O  king,  thou  art  mortal  same  as  I  am.  Richard,  thy 
brother,  was  slain  in  that  self-same  forest ;  ay,  and  the  apple  of  thy 
father's  eye,  thy  bastard  brother  Richard  also.J  The  curse  of  the  Lord  u 
on  thy  father's  seed  in  that  place/  But  the  tyrant  king  heeded  not  the 
man  of  God.  His  fate,  my  lord,  you  know  P I  am  the  Seer  of  the  North ; 
to  me  is  given  soothsayings,  divinations,  and  prophecies.  I  see  visions— 
I  read  dreams.  Tester  even  I  saw  around  the  altar  and  sacristy  of  the 
hermit's  cell  a  wreath  of  fire,  a  sable  shroud,  the  uocoffined,  unshriven 
corpse !     The  thunder  boomed  up  the  valley,  the  lightnings  strewed  the 


*  The  ancient  name  o^  the  New  Forest,  Hampshire, 
•f  Malmib. 

X  Richard,  eider  brother  of  King  William  Rufas,  was  küled  there ;  as  waa 
Richard,  a  natural  son  of  the  Duke  of  Normandy. — Mavnder. 
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•lafcy  trees,  the  engines  of  heaven  roared  tbe  power  of  God  their  maker ; 
bot  *  small  stiH  voiee  rode  o'er  the  tempestuous  blast.  It  whispered  in 
my  ears  the  feil  wonls :  *  Murder — foul,  bloody,  cruel  murder !' " 

"  Will  no  one  rid  ine  of  such  -a  tormentor?"  cried  William  de  Bruce, 
üerce  with  rage.  "  To  yonder  tree  with  htm,  and  twelre  dozen  stripes 
with  a  leathern  thong  he  the  price  of  his  divraation." 

"  My  lofd !  I  -can  suffer.  I  fear  not  men.  You  may  take  my  lifo — 
my  «oul  you  oannot'toueh.  Serfs,  do  your  bidding.  Tic  nie  to  yonder 
•tree,  bare  my  Shoulders,  lay  on  tili  the  Wood  redden9  your  thongs,  and 
the  skin  crisaples  from  my  flesh.  I  may  faint,  hut  I  will  not  cry.  My 
Tevenge  is  hereaffcer.  Bee  I  not  the  Lady  Maud  weeping,  watching  m 
the  dusky  tower — alone n 

a  Held !  say  no  more,w  said  De  Percy.  a  My  lord,  he  is  daft ;  his 
senses  wander  from  their  beaten  track,  and  spread  in  wild  dismay  along 
the  Tuine  of  his  mtnd.  He  is  not  master  of  himself.  Sully  not  tby  brjght 
name  by  such  an  act  of  cruelty,  then.  Pity  rather  than  provoke.  The 
•eurse  is  from  above ;  the  reason  is  not  given  to  man  to  know.  Go  thy 
way,  fool,  and  thank  Haaren  you  have  fallen  among  Christian  Saxons, 
in  place  of  Woodthirsty  Normans.'* 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Bruce,  thrusting  hm  spurs  deep  into  his  horse's  üankB 
as  he  rode  onwards. 

*'  It  augurs  badly  on  out  onset,"  whispered  Allatson  to  Rousby.  *"  The 
omen  is  dark.     Would  that  we  had  not  met  him." 

u  So  the  «weet  mention  of  her  whom  you  love,  De  Percy,  hath  raised 
the  warm  emotions  of  sympathy  in  your  bosom  ?  'Tis  well.  You  shall 
beblest  with  happiness  and  peace.  Thy  wife  shafl  be  asthe  goodly  olive- 
tree.  True  shall  she  be  towards  you  in  prosperity,  faithrul  and  comfort- 
mg  in  adTeraity,  and  plenteousness  and  wealth  shall  be  within  thy  walls. 
For  thou  hast  shown  merey  to  tbe  weak  and  defenceless !"  screamed  tbe 
dark  prophet  to  hirnseif,  as  the  hunters  descended  the  ravine ;  and  then, 
drvmg  into  one  of  the  jung] es  of  the  forest,  disappeared  amongst  the 
tntck  fohage. 

As  the  party  descended  the  rarine,  and  turned  to  the  left,  tmce  naore 
the  wild  splendour  of  the  scene  broke  upon  their  vrew.  The  sea,  calm 
and  smooth  as  a  mirror,  almost  grieving  as  it  seemed  for  its  late  boister- 
ous  fury,  with  the  beach  strewn  in  erery  direction  with  the  wrecks  and 
▼estiges  of  that  angry  dement.  Passing  anotfoer  wooded  glen,  and 
deseending  a  windräg  path  hewn  in  the  towering  eliff,  they  reached  the 
«andy  shore,  when  -the  loud,  deep  bay  of  oid  Mountain  told  of  the  boar!s 
trail. 

"Hare  at  him,  dd  boyH  cried  Bolton.  "Yoi!  yoi!  at  hhn  my 
darlings."  And  immediately  the  pack  pteked  up  the  scent,  and  yelled 
their  eager  way : 

Rock,  glen,  and  cavern,  paid  them  back 
To  «any  a  mrngled  sotmd  ;  at  one • 
The  awakened  mormtain  gave  response. 

With  "hark — hoHoa — get  forward,"  and  wild  halloo,  the  crew  bf 
hunters  followed  the  wild  dash  of  the  gallant  paok,  o'er  moss  and  moor, 
through  wood  and  valley,  through  heathery  glades  and  sylvan  rides,  by 
4he  winding,  tortuous  Esk,  to  the  quiet  benmtage  of  Eskdale  fiide,  where 
dwelt  a  reverend  hernnt: 
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The  mos*  his  bed,  tbe  cave  bis  humble  cell« 
His  food  the  fruits,  bis  drink  tbe  crystal  well ; 
Remote  from  man,  with  God  he  passed  bis  days, 
Prayer  all  his  business— all  his  pleasure  preise. 

"  He'*  in  there,"  exctaimed  a  cowherd,  with  open  eycs  and  mouth, 
and  pointing  towards  tbe  cell. 

"  Where!  where!"  said  William  de  Bruce,  fluahed  by  the  excitement 
of  the  chase. 

**  In  wid  t*oide  father,"  replied  tbe  yokel. 

"  Open  I  open !  In  tbe  name  of  William  de  Bruce,  Lord  of  Uglebarnby, 
open!"  said  De  Bruce,  thundering  at  the  hermit' s  door. 

"  Wut  thou  ßlay  tbat  wbich  savest,*  my  lord?   Consider— hast  tbis 
peor  brate  ever  harmed  thee  or  tbine  ?   Theo  go  thy  way,  and  ponder 
lipon  the  beaoties  of  nature — the  beasts  of  the  Seid  and  the  fbwls  of  the 
air.     The  Lord  hatb  made  the  brigbt  world  for  them  as  well  as  thee 
wbv  then " 

"  I  come  not  here  to  prate  of  monkish  tales.  Open  !  I  say ;  or,  by  my 
fay,  I  will  batter  in  tbis  door  of  tbine." 

"  I  obey,  my  lord,"  said  tbe  hermit,  opening  tbe  door,  and  ahowing  the 
boar — his  heart  buret— laying  dead  on  tbe  chapers  fioor. 

u  Yon  have  slain  the  boar.  You  hare  baulked  us  of  our  kilL  Take 
fthat,  caififf!"  cried  De  Bruce,  drawing  his  sword,  and  sending  a  home* 
throst  at  bis  heart ;  and  with  a  groan  the  hermit  feil  to  the  ground. 

"  My  lord !  my  lord!  you  hare  slain  the  man !"  cried  Peroy. 

"  He  k  dead,  and  the  laws  sayeth  '  blood  fbr  blood.'  To  Scarborough, 
my  lord.  Haste !  Tis  for  life  we  fly.  A  Bruce  1  a  Bruce !  To  hone 
and  away!"  screamed  Allatson« 


Chapter  IV. 

Thbee  men  are  gathered  around  a  stone  pallet  whereon  is  stretched  a 
dying  hermit.  A  stern  abbot  gravely  feels  bis  pulse.  "  My  race  is  run, 
my  aand  wall  nigh  spent,  and  soon  among  the  dead  I'ü  repose.  Put  me 
where  the  sun  may  shine  on  my  old  and  painful  head ;  Jet  me  see  its 
glorious  light  once  more.  I  go  with  unencumbered  soul  before  the  foot- 
stool  of  my  Maker,  where  I  nope  to  stand  undebased  at  the  last  great 
tramp,"  said  the  hermit. 

"  They  ahall  surely  die.     i  Blood  for  blood,' "  said  the  abbot. 

"  Not  so,  father.  Forgive  your  enemies  is  our  Saviour's  precepts, 
Come  around  me  all — you,  Kalph  de  Percy ;  you,  William  de  Bruce  ;  you, 
Allatson — kneel,  receive  a  dying  man  s  blessing  and  forgiveness,  and  thus 
ahall  ye  save  your  lives  and  hold  your  lands  and  tenements.  Üpon  each 
Ascension*day  you,  ox  some  of  you,  shall  come  to  the  woods  of  the 
Stray-heads,  whicb  is  in  Eskdale  Side,  tbe  same  day  at  sun-rising,  and 
there  shall  die  abbot's  officer  blow  bis  hörn  to  tbe  intent  that  you  may 
know  where  to  find  him,  and  be  shall  deliver  to  you,  William  de  Bruce, 
twenty-one  stakes,  eleven  stout  stowers,  and  elevea  yethers,  to  be  cut  by 
yon,  or  some  of  you,  with  a  knife  of  one  penny  price ;  and  yon,  Balph  de 

*  The  ancient  belief  was,  that  parte  of  the  wild-boar  were  a  never-failing  eure 
for  epilepsy. 
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Percy,  shall  take  ten  of  each  sort  to  be  cut  in  the  same  manner;  and 
you,  Allatson,  nine  of  each  sort,  to  be  cut  as  aforesaid,  to  be  taken  on 
your  backs  and  carried  to  the  town  of  Whitby,  and  to  be  there  before 
nine  o'clock  on  that  day.  Each  of  you  shall  do,  make,  and  execute  the 
Said  Service  at  nine  o'clock.  If  it  be  füll  sea,  your  labour  shall  cease ;  bat 
if  low  water,  each  of  you  shall  set  your  stakes  to  the  brira,  each  stake 
one  yard  from  one  another,  and  so  stake  on  each  aide  with  your  stout 
stowers  and  yether  them  with  your  yethers,  that  they  may  stand  three 
tides  without  removing  by  the  force  thereof.  This  ye  shall  do  at  that 
very  hour  every  year,  except  it  be  füll  sea  at  that  hour,  when  this  Service 
shall  cease.  You  shall  faitnfully  do  this  in  remembrance  that  you,  Wil- 
liam de  Bruce,  did  most  cruelly  slay  me,  and  ye,  De  Percy  and  Allatson, 
did  aid  and  abet.  And  that  you  may  the  better  call  to  God  for  mercy, 
repent  unfeignedly  of  your  sins  and  do  good  works.  Again,  on  that  day 
the  officer  of  Eskaale  Side  shall  blow  '  Out  on  you !  out  on  you !  out  on 
you !'  for  this  heinous  crime.  If  you  or  your  successors  shall  refuse  this 
Service,  so  long  as  it  shall  not  be  füll  sea  at  the  aforesaid  hour,  you  or 
yours  shall  forfeit  your  lands  to  the  Abbot  of  Whitby  and  his  successors. 
This  I  entreat  of  you,  that  you  may  have  Hves  and  goods  preserved  for 
this  Service,  and  I  request  of  you  to  promise  by  your  hopes  of  heaven  that 
it  shall  be  done  by  you  and  your  successors  as  I  have  said,  and  I  will  con- 
firm  it  by  the  faith  of  an  honest  man,"  said  the  dying  hermit,  as  the 
three  knelt  around  him.  "  My  soul  longeth  for  the  Lord,  and  I  do  as 
freely  forgive  ye  men  my  death,  a9  Christ  forgave  the  thieves  on  the 
cross.  In  manus  tuos  Domine  commendo  spiritum  meum»  A  vinculis 
enim  mortis  redemptisti  me  Domine  veritatis." 

"  Amen  !"  fervently  breathed  the  abbot. 

And,  as  one  that  "sleeps  in  Jesus,"  the  hermit  's  soul  passed  into 
eternity. 

Chapteb  V. 

Few,  if  any,  of  our  monarchs,  even  in  the  most  barbarous  and  cruel 
ages,  down  to  that  era  of  civilisation  which  first  dawned  at  the  Restoration, 
evinced  such  a  severity  of  the  sense  of  justice  overruling  in  his  breast 
even  the  most  powerful  sentiments  and  affections  of  nature,  as  Henry  I. 
To  illustrate  wnich,  take  as  one  instance  the  case  of  Eustace,  Lord  of 
Breteuil,  who  married  Juliana,  the  favoured,  albeit  natural  daughter  of 
his  own  loins,  who,  during  the  revolt  of  the  Normans,  demanded  a  stroug 
Castle  in  the  ducal  demesne,  which,  from  politic  reasons,  Henry  refused 
until  the  conclusion  of  the  war,  when  he  promised  to  grant  him  the  re- 
quest, giving,  as  a  hostage  for  that  promise,  the  son  of  the  governor  of 
tne  said  Castle,  and  requiring  in  return  Eustace *s  two  daughters,  his  own 
niece8.  The  Lord  of  Breteuil  being  badly  advised,  put  out  the  eyes  of 
the  hostage  and  sent  him  back ;  whereupon  the  governor  immediately  put 
out  the  eyes  and  cut  off  the  noses  of  these  two  poor  innocent  girls.  At 
this  Sparten  act  of  barbarity  the  king  was  greatly  pleased,  concurring  as 
it  did  with  his  notions  of  stern  and  impartial  justice.  What  then  must 
have  been  his  sentiments  towards  those  nobles  who  had  committed  such 
an  act  of  cold-blooded  wickedness,  as  the  slaying  of  the  unfortunate  her- 
mit— vengeance,  disgrace,  and  death ! 
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Now  wfaen  Henry  fought  a  battle  oq  the  plains  of  Breuneville,  near 
unto  the  Castle  of  Noyon  in  the  Vixen,  in  one  of  the  charges,  while  lead- 
ing  on  the  cavalry  in  person,  he  had  a  hand-to-hand  attack  with  William 
Crispin,  a  Norman  knight,  and  who  Struck  him  twice  on  the  head  until 
the  blood  gushed  out.  At  this  critical  moment,  the  gallant  Ralph  de 
Percy  rode  up,  and  delivered  such  a  stroke  on  the  crest  of  the  assailant 
Crispin,  that  with  the  force  of  the  shock,  both  man  and  horse  were 
thrown  to  the  ground,  when  he  was  enabled  to  make  the  unfortunate 
knight  a  prisoner,  and  delivered  his  king  from  certain  death.  Henry,  as 
he  had  often  expressed,  owed  a  debt  of  deep  gratitude  to  his  preserver,  and 
representations  being  made  through  his  favourite,  Anselm,  of  the  for- 
giveness  granted  by  the  hermit,  together  with  the  penance  that  good 
man  imposed  upon  his  murderers,  the  king  decreed  that,  in  remembrance 
of  the  past  Services  of  De  Percy,  and  the  dying  prayer  of  the  pioiu  man 
of  God,  that  providing  the  penance  was  truly  aud  aevoutly  performed,  a 
free  pardon  shall  be  granted  to  all  concernecL 

A  few  months,  and  a  low,  sweet,  though  solemn  music  floats  through 
Whitby's  "  holy  fane."  Before  the  altar  Stands  the  martial  figure  of 
Ralph  de  Percy,  while,  hanging  on  her  brother's  arm,  is  the  fair  Lady 
Maud,  in  all  the  blush  of  happy  beauty,  the  "  tell-tale  of  the  heart's 
surprise."  The  abbot  spoke  a  blessing  on  the  pair,  and  joined  their 
haods  and  hearts  in  an  immutable  bond  of  love,  to  be  burst  asunder  but 
by  death  alone ;  and  as  his  stately  form,  and  her  lovely  face  upturned 
with  the  soft  confiding  glance  of  the  newly-wedded  bride,  pass  adown  the 
temple's  aisle,  another  pair  seek  the  good  offices  of  the  reverend  priest — 
'tis  Githa  Bolton  and  the  brave  young  Harry  De  Quinton. 
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BT  S.  E.  IS«  IL. 

Wk  have  no  sympathies  apart, 

The  self-same  tastes  control— 
One  large  enjoyment  fills  each  heart, 

One  faith  pervades  each  soul. 
We  love  together  earth  and  sky, 

Tbe  woods,  tbe  waves,  the  flowers ; 
The  wondrous  realms  of  poesy, 

Euterpe's  dulcet  powere. 

One  bright  enthusiasm  guides 

Our  spirits  day  by  day ; 
So,  had  the  world  no  gift  besides, 

This  were  a  gift  alway ! 
The  same  soft  strain  will  make  us  weep  ; 

Our  laughter  and  our  tears 
Spontaoeous  gush,  while  ev'n  in  sleep 

A  dream  resemblance  wears ! 
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No  hour  to  one  alone  couTeys 

A  sense  of  Miss  -or  woe ; 
Tbroogh  the  companionship  of  daj* 


Twas  thns,  too,  in  our  childhood's  years, 
When  iiopes  were  budding  round : 

Oh !  how  that  memory  endears 
The  rapture  newly  found ! 

As  band  in  band,  and  side  by  aide, 

Tme  as  fn  days  of  old, 
With  beating  bearts,  and  looks  of  pride, 

Each  other  we  behold  : 
Thou,  with  the  flush  of  manly  health 

Upon  thy  frank,  kind  face, 
White  ofer  it  still,  in  sunny  wealth, 

Thy  boyhood*s  smile  I  trace ; 

I,  with  a  softer  mien  than  e'er 

My  childish  features  wore, 
As  ff  tirae's  brooding  weight  of  care 

Had  made  me  gentler  than  of  yore : 
Dear  playmate  of  thot e  golden  times, 

When  fiction's  fairy  word 
Seeraed  wise  as  triuh,  and  Sabbath  chimes 

The  gravest  sound  we  heard ! 

I  will  not  wish  this  meeting  back, 

And  yet  perchance  it  weaves 
A  shadow  for  our  future  track, 

Like  auturan's  fated  leaves. 
We  have  not  met  to  be  less  fond— 

Our  very  Sympathie« 
Seem  round  us  like  a  solemn  bond 

That's  sanctioned  by  the  skies. 

We  have  not  met  topart  unmoved— 

To  part  with  laughing  brow ; 
If  in  our  childhood's  days  we  loved, 

Say  are  we  colder  now  ? 
Enough — I  will  not  doud  the  hours 

Yet  left  to  us— elate 
Thy  step  shall  be  thro'  life's  fair  bowers— 

Mine  is  a  darker  fate. 


8* 
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AÜTHOR  OP  "THE  CURATE  OP  WILDMERE." 

Chaptkb  XXXII. 

Know'st  thou  not, 
Unt  when  the  searching  eye  of  Heav*n  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lighta  the  lower  world, 
Than  thievts  and  robben  ränge  abroad  unseen. 

Shakspeahe. 

Thc  day  after  that  on  whioh  he  had  taken  leare  of  Florence,  Went- 
werth  repaimd  to  the  Metropolis.  Here  he  laid  all  the  necessary  paiti- 
«alara  of  bis  case  before  a  lawyer,  distingnished  alike  for  bis  talents  and 
fcononrable  eharaeter. 

Having  told  tlkts  gentleman  that  he  did  not  intend  taking  any  steps  in 
«the  afiair  natu  after  the  death  of  bis  father,  and  having  been  informed 
that  bis  oase  would  require  long  and  careful  consideration,  he  prepared 
to  depart  for  the  Continent,  without  any  very  accnrate  idea  why  he 
weot,  bow  long  he  shoold  stay,  or  wbere  be  was  going  to.  Guided  more 
by  cbance  than  anytfaing  eise,  be  took  a  paasage  in  a  packet  going  to 
•Gstend,  frora  which  place  he  proceeded  to  Cologne,  and  thence  up  the 
JKhine  inte  Switaerland,  Here  be  indulged  a  wkh  he  had  long  formed 
mf  maJring  a  pedestriaa  tour  among  the  romantic  seenes  of  this  beautiful 
40untry. 

F«r  fiome  weeks .  he  had  wandered  abont,  penetrating  rarther  and  rarther 
into  the  heart  of  the  moontains,  and  visitrag  the  bildest  and  moat 
4ecladed  spots,  when  one  day,  in  consequenee  of  naving  been  misinformed 
•as  to  tbe  diatanee  betweea  the  viilage  frorn  which  he  started  and  that 
wbere  be  proposed  sleeping,  evening  overtook  him  when  he  had  still  at 
käst  an  hour's  walk  to  aecomplish.  The  day  had  been  unusually  sultry, 
andonr  traWler  feit  somewhat  wearied,  bat  not  liking  the  prospect  of 
ifinding  hinweif  akwie  after  nightfeil  in  such  soKtades,  he  porsued  his  way 
with  increased  rather  than  abated  speed.     He  had  traversed,  as  he  itna- 

Sed,  nearly  half  the  remahiing  distance ;  and  the  short  twiligbt  was 
t  fading  away,  when  his  course  was  impeded  by  a  deep  and  rapfil 
inoimtani-torreDt,  which  dashad  along  at  a  depth  of  severe!  score  yards 
below  its  rocky  and  overhanging  banks. 

"  The  bridge  I  was  diwcted  to  cross  ranat  be  somewhere  Mar,"  said 
Wentworth  to  himself;  "a  little  lower  down  the  stream." 

He  foJlowed  the  winding  of  tberivulet  for  nearly  a  qnarter  of  a  mik, 
^J«i  be  beard,  or  faoeied  he  beard,  a  confosed  sound  of  voices.  This,  in 
bis  circumstances,  was  rather  startling ;  he  proceeded,  bowever,  but  more 
lalowrv,  and  Jcoking  round  caotionsly  at  every  Step.  Again  he  heard  the 
aomi^aoA  eocdd  now  distmgoisb  loud  and  angry  Tociferations  in  a  foreign 
«iangnage.  His  first  Impression  was  that  the  noise  proceeded  from  a 
party  of  bandits  quarreUing  among  themselves,  and  be  more  than  half 
resolved  to  retrace  his  steps,  when,  tempted  by  euriosity  to  adTance  a  few 
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yards  further,  a  sudden  bend  in  the  river  showed  him  the  bridge,  and  a 
scene  passing  on  the  opposite  bank  which  fixed  his  whole  attention.  A 
tall  man  in  a  dark  travelling  cloak,  whom  Wentworth  at  once  feit  sure 
must  be  an  Englishman,  was  engaged  in  a  desperate  struggle  with  two 
ruffianly-looking  fellows,  who  were  endeavouring  to  push  him  down  the 
steep  bank  into  the  torrent. 

"  Courage  !"  shouted  Wentworth  to  the  Englishman,  who  was  evi- 
dently  on  the  poiut  of  being  overpowered,  " assistance  is  at  hand.  One 
moment " 

As  he  spoke  he  prepared  to  cross  the  bridge,  which  consisting  only  of 
a  rough-hewn  tree  thrown  from  one  bank  to  the  other,  offered  a  pre- 
carious  and  giddy  footing. 

The  whole  party  heard  his  shout.  One  of  the  robbers  for  a  moment 
feil  back,  and  the  Englishman  rallied.  The  man  just  alluded  to  made  a 
sign  to  Wentworth  not  to  cross  the  bridge,  over  which,  without  heeding 
the  warning,  he  passed  about  half  way.  The  bandit  on  this  seized  one 
end  of  the  tree  as  if  to  remove  it  from  its  position ;  but  Wentworth,  for- 
tunately  perceiving  his  intention,  Sprung  forward  just  as  the  frail  bridge 
was  hurled  from  under  his  feet,  the  next  moment  stood  in  safety  on  the 
opposite  bank.  Surprised  and  angry  at  his  escape,  which,  considering  the 
width  of  the  river  in  that  place,  was  indeed  wonderful,  the  man  pre- 
sented  a  pistol  at  him,  and  pulled  the  trigger.  It  missed  fire,  and  the 
ruffian  then  aimed  a  blow  at  Wentworth  with  the  butt-end.  This  he 
parried ;  and  making  his  way  up  to  the  English  traveller,  seized  the  man 
who  was  still  struggling  with  him  by  the  collar,  and  threw  him  off  to 
some  distance.  The  fellow  was  in  the  act  of  drawing  a  pistol  from  his 
girdle,  when  Wentworth,  by  a  well-aimed  blow,  knocked  him  down,  and 
whilst  he  lay  half  stanned,  airected  all  his  strength  against  his  first  anta- 
gonist,  who,  confounded  by  such  determined  conduct,  stood  a  moment 
irresolute.  After  a  short  but  severe  struggle,  for  the  robber  was  a 
thickset,  powerful  man,  our  hero  succeeded  in  pinioning  his  arms  to  his 
sides,  and  then  called  out  to  the  Englishman,  who,  wounded  and  ex- 
hausted,  leaned  against  a  rock  gasping  for  breath. 

"  Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  make  your  escape.  Go,  and  I  willfollow 
you — I  am  more  than  a  match  for  this  fellow.  Quick,  before  the  other 
recovers.  Straight  forward,  tili  you  pass  three  high  trees,  and  then  bear 
to  the  right." 

"  What!  fly  and  leave  you  to  fight  for  me?w  said  the  stranger.  "  No, 
I  am  not  so  cowardly.M 

"  It  is  your  only  chance,"  replied  Wentworth,  earnestly.  "  You  have 
no  strength  left  for  resistance.     Indeed  you  had  better  fly." 

But  the  stranger  stood  immovable,  and  there  was  now  no  longer 
opportunity  for  night,  for  the  other  man  recovering  from  the  effects  of 
the  blow,  regained  his  feet,  and,  making  some  Observation  in  Swiss, 
placed  himself  in  front  of  the  now  unresisting  Englishman,  ready  to  seile 
nim  if  he  attempted  to  escape. 

"  Will  it  not  be  best  to  make  a  oompromise  with  these  men,w  said 
Wentworth.     "  It  cannot  be  so  much  for  their  interest  to  take  our  Uvea 
as  to  enrich  themselves  ?    Do  you  speak  French?"  he  asked  of  the 
brigands. 
-    The  men  shook  their  beads. 
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"  Or  German  ?" 

One  of  the  robbers  replied  in  that  language. 

u  Name  his  ransom  then,"  said  Wentworth,  a  and  it  shall  be  paid  you. 
You  will  gain  nothing  by  murdering  us,  even  suppose  you  succeed  in 
doing  so,  which  is  not  likely.  There  are  twenty  Napoleons  in  my  valise 
yonder  on  the  opposite  bank,  which  are  at  your  Service ;  and  here  is  my 
watch  and  purse. 

44  That*  will  do  for  you,"  said  the  robber;  "you  may  go ;  but  nothing 
short  of  that  man's  lifo  will  satisfy  us.     He  knows  our  secret." 

"  It  happened,"  said  the  Englishmen,  of  whom  Wentworth  demanded 
an  explanation  of  these  last  words,  u  that  by  a  stränge  accident  I  disco- 
rered  one  of  their  hiding-places.  That  I  have  escaped  so  long  alive 
seems  little  short  of  a  miracle.  I  offered  to  swear  that  I  would  never 
reveal  their  secret,  but  as  they  speak  neither  French  nor  Italian,  and  I  do 
not  understand  German  or  Swiss,  I  could  not  make  myself  understood. 
Nor  would  it,  I  suspect,  have  done  much  good  if  I  had." 

"  Surely  it  will,"  said  Wentworth,  "  if  backed  by  the  offer  of  a 
reward. 

"  This  gentleman,"  he  said,  in  German,  "  will  promise,  on  the  honour 
of  an  Engushman,  never  to  betray  you." 

"  Pshaw !"  was  the  answer ;  "  what  do  we  care  for  the  honour  of  an 
Engushman  ?  Nothing  is  easier  than  to  break  or  forget  an  oath.  If  the 
stronghold,  of  whose  locality  he  is  aware,  should  once  be  discovered,  we 
are  all  lost  for  ever;  and  we  should  be  murdered  by  our  companions 
when  they  fbund  that  we  had  suffered  a  person  to  escape  who  knew  our 
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An  Engushman  never  breaks  bis  oath,"  said  Wentworth. 

"How  do  we  know  that?"  said  the  robber,  whilst  his  companion 
muttered  something  in  Swiss  to  him. 

44  He  says  that  you  must  trifle  with  us  no  longer,''  said  the  robber  who 
had  been  spokesman,  and  who  was  the  one  Wentworth  still  held  by  the 
collar,  "  and  that  if  you  do  not  take  to  your  heels  you  shall  share  your 
countryman's  fate.     Teil  him  what  we  say,  and  begone." 

Wentworth  repeated  the  pqrport  of  what  had  passed  to  the  stranger, 
who  rejoined : 

"  I  knew  it  was  useless,  but  do  not  the  less  thank  you  on  that  account. 
Farewell ;  you  endanger  your  own  safety  by  staying  longer,  without  a 
chance  of  serving  me.     Go,  and  leave  me  to  my  fate." 

"What!  leave  you  in  the  hands  of  these  men?"  said  Wentworth. 
«Never!" 

44  Come,  come,"  said  the  robber  who  spoke  German ;  "  beware  of  irri- 
tating  us  by  longer  delay.  Young  sir,  I  give  you  warning,  that  if  you 
do  not  move  off  in  less  than  half  a  ininute,  I  and  my  comrade  will  fall 
upon  you  both.     We  have  each  got  daggers,  and  know  how  to  use  them." 

44  Do  not  provoke  their  anger,"  said  the  stranger,  who  guessed  from  the 
man's  manner  what  he  meant.  "Once  more  I  implore  you  to  depart. 
For  myself,  I  have  little  to  attach  me  to  life ;  and  there  is  no  one  in 
the  worTd" — her©  the  speaker's  voice  for  the  first  time  slightly  fal- 
tered— 4<  to  whom  my  death  will  cause  a  pang  of  regret;  although  to  more 
than  one  it  will  be  a  matter  of  rejoicing.     FarewelL" 

44  No,  no!"  exclaimed  Wentworth,  impetuously ;  <4it  is  in  vain  to  ask 
me.  I  am  determined  not  to  leave'you.     When  did  one  Englishman  ever 
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desert  another  in  the  hour  of  danger  ?  No,  I  will  stay  by  jom  to  the  »last. 
I  will  try  the  efFect  of  one  more  desperate  «ffort,  and  either  reacae  yom/or 
seil  my  bfe  dearly." 

This  hurried  dialogue  oecupied  bub  a  hm  seoonda*  and  aa  WentwovsK 
spoke  the  last  words,  the  bandit  he  held  made^a«  desperate  efibrfc  to  free» 
hunaelf,  A  violent  struggle  ensned,  whieh  tenoinated.  m'.Wertwoithta 
flinging  the  man  into  the  river,  only  with  the  greatest  difficulty 
bebg  dragged  in  himeel£ 

In  the  mean  time  the  other  brigand  had .  drawn  a  «hört  dagger 
rushed  upon  the  stranger,  who,  placing  his  bade  against  theToek,  defended 
himself  to  the  best  of  his  power.  As  soon.as  Wentwortb  was  as  libeity,. 
he  hastened  to  interpose  himself  betweea  the  e&hausted  EngHshman  and 
bis  antagonist,  but  was  not  quick  enough  to  prevent  the  forsner  front 
reeeiving  a  severe  wound  with  the  deadly  weapen. 

"  I  can  ßtruggle  no  longer/'  he  gasped.     M  Fly  while  there  is  yefc 
time!" 

Wentwortb  replied  by  closing  with  the  ruffian,  just  as,  gUding  quickJy 
round  the  young  man,  bis  hand  was  raised  to  stab  his  defenceless  victum 
to  the  beart ;  and  after  a  long  and.  desperate  struggle,  in  which  he  was 
wounded  in  the  arm,  Wentworth  sueeeeded  in*  wrenchiag  the  dagger 
firom  the  robbers  grasp, who then,  losing  his  balance  in  a fruitless  though 
violent  attempt  to  recover  his  weapon,  feil  upon  its  point,  which  entered 
hk  body  without  any  effort  on  Wentworth's  part,  and  sunk  to  the  ground. 
covered  with  hlood. 

Wentworth  turned  qnickly  te  the  Englishmanr. 

"  You  are,  I  fear,  seriously  hurt,"  he  said.  "  Let  me  bind  my  scarf 
over  the  wound.  There,  that  will  stop  the  bleeding.  Now  give  me  your 
band,  and  let  us  hasten  away.  These  robbers,  dodbtless,  have  com- 
panions  not  far  distant" 

Still  retaining  the  dagger  in  oase  of  pursmt,  Wentworth  and  his 
fellow-traveller  set  off  with  all  the  speed  of  which.  they  weie  capable. 
But  the  stranger  soon  slackened  bis  pace,  and  befbre  they  had  gone  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  was  obliged  to  pause. 

"  I  cannot  walk  so  fast,''  he  said ;  "  my  strength  fails  ma" 
"  Rest  a  minute  and  take  breath,"  said  Wentworth.     "  Try  and  come 
on  now,"  he  presently  added ;  "  we  are  not  yet  beyood  reach  of  pursuit 
We  will  go  more  slowly." 

They  proeeeded  a  short  distance,  but  Wentworth's  companion  seemed 
more  and  more  distressed. 

"  Lean  on  my  arm,"  said  Wentworth ;  "  we  shall  soon  be  in  safety." 
"  I  can  go  no  further,"  gasped  the  wounded  man.     "  I  am  faint  with 
pain  and  loss  of  blood.     Go  on,  and  leave  me  her*." 

He  staggered  as  he  spoke,  and  would  have  fallen,  if  Wentworth  had 
not  supported  him. 

"  Lean  against  this  tree,  whilst  I  fetch  you  a  little  water,"  said  the 
young  man.     "  I  hear  a  streamlet  dose  by. 

He  led  his  fainting  companion  to  a  tree,  and  placed  him  with  his  back 
against  it,  then  left  him,  and  quickly  brought  some  water,  which  he  held 
to  the  wounded  man's  bps.  But  it  was  useless.  His  eye»  were  closed,  his 
limbs  seemed  powerless,  and,  with  a  groan  that  betokened  intense  sufiering, 
he  sunk  to  the  ground  in  a  swoon.  Wentworth,  kneeHng  beeide  him, 
oosened  his  shirt  collar  and  dashed  the  water  in  his  face.     Some  minutea 


elanaed,  and  not  withstanding'  Wentwoxth's  exertioi»,  the-  atrapger  ahowed 
no  signs  of  returning  Sensation»  Wentworth  bega»  to«  be  greatly. 
alarmed  lest  some  of  the  bandit  troop  should  pursue  and  discorer  them. 
Goiag  to  a  little  distmoetba.listeaed  anxiously,  expecting.OTery  instant  to 
hear  the  robbe»'  footsteps.  He  retacned  to  hu  uaconscious  charge; 
threw  more  water  ja  his  face,  and  chafedhis  oold  hands  and  templee,  out 
with  no  better  success.  Not  far  off  he  perceived  a  small  cavem  ia  ons 
of  the  rocks,  into  which,  with.  rauch  difficulty— for  his  arm  had  heeome 
extremely  stiff  and  painful,.  and  hia  componion  was  tall  and  strongjy 
built — he  dragged  bim ;  and  then  gathering  some  leafy  hranchea  &em  a 
neighbouring  tree  placed  them  so  as  to  conceal  the  entiance.  He  then 
hastened  away  as  fast  as  the  increasing  darkness  would  permit ;  bat 
owing  to  his  igaorance  of  the  road,  more  than  an.  hour  had  elapsed  before 
he  could  reach  the  village.  In  a  very  short  tirae  he  again  set  out»  accom- 
panied  by  the  landlord  of  the  little  inn,  and  three  or  fourmen,  who  carried 
a  rüde  litter,  hastily  prepared  at  his  Suggestion. 

In  less  than  two  hours  from  the  tüne  he  left  him,.  Wentworth  was 
again  by  the  side  of  the  wounded  man.  As  the  Kgbt  of.  the  torches» 
carried  by  the  attendants,  nashed  through  the  darkness  o£  the  carero,  he, 
for  the  first  titne,  saw  the  stranger  s  face,,  which  the  ohscurity  had  hitherto 
prevented  his  viewing.  It  was  that  of  a  man  whoae  age  could  not  mnch 
ezceed  five-and-fbrty ;  #the  features  were  noble,  and  stnkingly  handsome ; 
the  locks  that  waved  over  his  high  and  finely-formed  forenead  were  of 
the  deepest  black ;  but  the  chiselied  Ups  were  perfecüy  devoid  of  coiour, 
and  the  cheeks  were  hueless  as  those.  of  a  corpse. 

Wentworth,  pushing  aside  the  attendants,  bent  over  the  wounded  man, 
anzious  to  learn  his  State. 

"  Merciful  Heaven !"  he  exclaimed,  starting  vblenüy;  "  Hold  the 
light  nearer.     Do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ?" 

He  snatched  a  torch  from  the  hands  of  one  of  the  meu. 
"  Do  not  alarm  yourself,  sir,"  said  the  landlord,  in.  Frenth.     "  I  think 
he  is  not  dead." 

But  Wentworth  heard  him  not. 

"Iam  right !"  he  exclaimed,  after  a  few  moments'  eameat  scrutiny  of 
the  sufferer's  features.     "  It  is  my  father  1" 

"What  does  mousieur  say?"  asked  the  landlord,  who,  not  under- 
standing  English,  was  astonished  at  Wentworth's  emotion. 

"  Place  hun  on  the  litter,"  was  Wentworth's  only  answer  to  their 
queries»     "  Raise  him  up  carefully ;  stay,  I  will  assist  you." 

With  all  possible  despatch  the  unfortunate  man  was  conveyed  to  the 
hm  and  placed  on  a  bei 

"  Is  there  no  English  surgeon  near  ?"  asked  Wentworth. 
The  landlord  shook  his  head. 

a  Not  nearer  than  Berne,  that  I  know  of,  sir,"  he  replied,  "  and  that 
city  is  more  than  a  hundred  miles  off.  I  have  sent  for  the  medical  man 
who  attends  all  the  people  in  this  neighbourhood.  He  is  very  clever,  and 
speaks  English  as  well  as  you  do." 

The  person  in  question  entered  the  room  while  the  landlord  was  speak- 
ing.  He  was  a  vulgar-looking,  illiterate  man,  and  appeared  perfectly 
bewildered  by  the  honour  of  being  called  in  to  attend  a  Monsieur  Anglois. 
He  examined  the  wound,  to  which  he  applied  a  clumsy  bandage ;  and,  in 
answer  to  Wentworth  s  inquiries,  said, 
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"  He  ver  bad  indeed,  sir,  deep  wound  in  his  side,  and  lost  one  great 
deal  of  blood.     Must  be  undressed,  and  kept  quite  quiet,w 

"  But  is  his  life  in  danger — will  he  die  ?  asked  Wentworth. 

"  Not  possible  to  teil  yet,  sir.  If  de  woimd  is  gone  deep  enough  to 
reach  some  vital  part,  he  surely  will." 

"  Yes,  my  good  friend,  I  know  that.  But  can  yon  not  teil  how  deep 
the  wound  is  ?" 

"To  be  sure  I  can,  sir,"  replied  the  village  practitioner,  evidently 
offended  by  the  question ;  "  but  it  no  use  to  teil  dat  at  present  Most 
like,"  he  continued,  looking  very  profound — "  most  like  in  two  or  tree  day  s 
one  great  fever  will  come  on,  and  if  my  skill  can  stop  dat  he  will  get 
well,  but  if  not " 

"  I  widerstand,"  interrupted  Wentworth,  turning  from  him  with  111— 
disguised  impatience.  "  Landlord,"  he  said,  calling  that  individual  aside, 
"  that  man  knows  even  less  of  surgery  than  I  do  myself.  This  gentle- 
man's  life  will  inevitably  be  lost  in  his  hands.  Is  there  no  one  in  the 
neighbourhood  less  ignorant — no  convent  where  the  monks  understand 
the  art  of  medicine  ?" 

The  landlord  looked  perplexed.  "  No  one  about  ever  had  any  other 
doctor  but  Monsieur  Essel,  he  replied.  "  Monsieur  Essel  is  every where 
thought  to  be  a  very  clever  man." 

"  Do  not  talk  to  me  of  his  cleverness,"  cried  Wentworth.  <c  Where 
does  the  citri  of  the  parish  live  ?  Perhaps  he  could  help  me.  Pray 
desire  one  of  your  servants  to  take  me  to  his  house." 

"  I  will  go  with  you  myself,  sir ;  it  is  a  very  little  way  off." 

They  round  the  cur6  at  home.  He  was  a  benevolent,  intelligent  old 
man,  and  on  Wentworth's  briefly  telling  him  what  had  happened,  and 
asking  his  advice,  replied, 

"  There  was  a  party  of  English  travellers  here  yesterday,  whom  I  ac- 
companied  on  an  excursion  to  see  the  beauties  of  the  neighbourhood,  and 
one  of  them  I  am  almost  sure  was  asurgeon." 

u  Do  you  know  which  route  they  took  ?"  asked  Wentworth,  eagerly 
catching  at  this  Information. 

"  They  spoke  of  proceeding  to  N ,w  answered  the  eure,  "about  eight 

miles  di8tant  Some  of  the  party  were  to  leave  that  town  at  daybreak 
this  morning  for  Italy,  the  rest  were  to  remain  there  some  days.  Which 
of  these  parties  the  gentleman  I  believe  to  be  a  surgeon  was  to  aecompany 
I  am  unaware.  I  wish,"  n®  added,  as  Wentworth  meditated  on  what  he 
had  heard,  "  that  I  could  give  you  more  certain  information.  I  fear  this 
is  useless.n 

u  It  is,  at  all  events,"  said  Wentworth,  "  worth  the  chance  of  sending 
to  N .     Or  stay ;  I  will  go  myself." 

"  But,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  eure,  you  are  wounded." 

"  It  is  a  mere  nothing,"  said  Wentworth.  "  Indeed  I  must  go  myself," 
he  continued,  pereeiving  that  the  old  man  was  about  to  remonstrate ;  "all 
the  common  people  here  are  so  stupid,  and  speak  nothing  but  Swiss.  It 
is  ten  to  one  they  would  not  make  themselves  understood.  Good  even- 
ing,  and  thank  you.19 

"  Adieu,  and  may  your  kiud  embnssy  be  successful,"  6aid  the  cwt. 


THE  LANCASHIRE   WITCHES; 

Ä  fcoman«  of  Ventile  Jortst. 

BY  ¥.  HARRISON  AINSWORTH,  ESQ. 


BOOK  IL 
Chapteh  XII. 

THE  MT8TEREB8  Or  MALKIN  TOWEB. 

It  was  a  subterranean  Chamber ;  gloomy,  and  of  vast  exten t;  the  roof 
low,  and  supported  by  nine  ponderous  stone  columns,  to  which  rings  and 
rusty  chaios  were  attached,  still  retaining  the  mouldering  bones  of  those 
they  had  held  captive  in  life.  Amongst  others  was  a  gigantic  skeleton, 
qnite  entire,  with  an  iron  girdle  round  the  middle.  Fragments  of  morta- 
Kty  were  elsewhere  scattered  about,  showing  the  numbers  who  had  pe- 
risned  in  the  place.  On  either  side  were  cells  closed  by  massive  doors, 
secured  by  bolts  and  locks.  At  one  end  were  three  immense  coffers, 
xnade  of  oak,  hooped  with  iron,  and  fastened  by  large  padlocks.  Near 
them  stood  a  large  armory,  likewise  of  oak,  and  sculptured  with  the  ensigns 
of  Whalley  Abbey,  proving  it  had  once  belonged  to  that  establishment. 
Probably  it  had  been  carried  off  by  some  robber  band.  At  the  opposite 
end  of  the  vault  were  two  niches,  each  occupied  by  a  roueh-hewn  statae 
— the  one  representing  a  warlike  figure,  with  a  visage  of  extraordinary 
ferocity,  and  the  other  an  anchoress,  in  her  hood  and  wimple,  with  a 
rosary  in  her  hand.  On  the  ground  beneath  lay  a  piain  flag,  covering 
the  mortal  remains  of  the  wicked  pair,  and  prodaiming  them  to  be  Isole 
de  Heton  and  Blackburn,  the  fireebooter.  The  pillars  were  raneed  in 
three  lines,  so  as  to  form,  with  the  arches  above  them,  a  series  of  short 
passages,  in  the  midst  of  which  stood  an  altar,  and  near  it  a  large  cal- 
dron.  In  front,  elevated  on  a  block  of  granite,  was  a  marvellous  pieoe  of 
sculpture,  wronght  in  jet,  and  representmg  a  demon  seated  on  a  throne. 
The  visage  was  human,  but  the  beard  that  of  a  goat,  while  the  feet  and 
lower  limbs  were  like  those  of  the  same  animaL  Two  curled  horns  grew 
behind  the  ears,  and  a  third,  shaped  like  a  conch,  sprang  firom  the  centre 
of  the  forehead,  from  which  burst  a  blue  flame,  throwbg  a  ghastly  light 
on  the  objects  surrounding  it. 

The  only  discernible  approach  to  the  vault  was  a  steep  narrow  stone 
staircase,  closed  at  the  top  by  a  heavy  trap-door.  Other  outlet  apparentlv 
there  was  none.  Some  little  air  was  admitted  to  this  foul  abode  through 
flues  contrived  in  the  walls,  the  entranoes  to  which  were  grated,  but  the 
Kght  of  day  never  came  there.  The  flame,  however,  issuing  from  the 
brow  of  the  demon  image,  like  the  lamps  in  die  sepulchres  of  the  diaciples 

vol.  xxx  i 
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of  the  Rosy  Cross,  was  ever  burning.  Bebind  Übe  eable  statue  was  a 
deep  well,  with  water  as  blackasink,  wberein  swarmed  snakes,  and  toads, 
and  other  noxious  reptiles;  and  as  the  lurid  ligbt  feil  npon  its  surface  it 
glittered  like  a  dusky  mirror,  unless  when  broken  by  the  horrible  tbings 
that  lurked  beneath,  or  crawled  about  npon  its  slimy  brim.  But  snakes 
and  toads  were  not  the  only  tenants  of  the  vault.  At  the  head  of  tbe 
steps  squatted  a  monstrous  and  missbapen  animal,  bearing  some  resem- 
blance  to  a  cat,  but  as  big  as  a  tiger.  Its  skin  was  black  and  shaggy; 
its  eyes  glowed  like  those  of  tbe  nysena;  and  its  cry  was  like  that  of 
the  Same  treaeherons  beast.  Among  the  gloomy  eolonnades  other  swart 
and  bestial  shapes  could  be  indistinctly  seen  moying  to  and  fro. 

In  this  abode  of  horror  were  two  human  beings— one,  a  young  maiden 
of  exquisite  beauty ;  and  the  other,  almost  a  child,  and  strangely  deformed. 
The  eider,  overpowered  by  terror,  was  clinging  to  a  pillar  for  support, 
while  the  younger,  who  might  naturally  be  expected  to  exhibit  the 
greatest  alarm,  appeared  wholly  unconcenied,  and  derided  her  compa- 
nion's  fears. 

"  Oh,  Jennet !"  exclaimed  the  eider  of  the  two,  "  iß  there  no  means  of 
eseape?" 

"  None  whateror,"  replied  the  other,  "  Yo  mun  stay  heretill  Graany 
Demdike  cums  fo'  je." 

"  Oh  I  that  the  earth  would  open  and  snatch  me  from  these  horrora," 
cried  Alizon.  "  My  reason  is  fersaking  me.  Wonld  I  could  kneel  and 
pray  for  delrreranee !  Bot  sometbkig  prevents  m&" 

"  Reet !"  replied  Jennet.  "  It's  os  miteh  os  yer  lokVs  worth  to  kneel 
an  pray  here,  onless  yo  choose  to  ge  an  throw  yersel  at  th*  feet  o*  yon 
Maok  image." 

"  Kneel  to  that  idol— nerer!"  exclaimed  Alizon.  And  while  striving 
to  call  upon  Haaren  for  aid,  a  sharp  oonvulsion  aobed  her,  and  deprmd 
her  of  the  power  of  utterance. 

u  £y  towd  yo  how  it  wad  be,"  remarked  Jennet,  wko  wafaohed  her 
narrowly.  «  Yo're  neaw  i'  a  church  here,  an  if  yo  want  to  warship,  it 
mun  be  at  yon  sitar.  Donna  yo  haar  how  angry  the  cate  are— how  they 
growl  an  spH  ?  An  see  how  their  eeo  gHss'n !  They'U  tear  yo  f  pieces, 
loike  so  many  tigere,  if  yo  oflend  'esn," 

"  Teil  me  why  I  am  brought  her«,  Jennet  ?"  inquired  Alizon,  afier  a 
brief  pause. 

"  Graxmy  Demdike  will  teil  yo  that,"  replied  tbe  Itttle  girl;  u  hob  to 
my  belief,"  she  added,  with  a  moeking  laugh,  uhoo  means  tomayawfceh 
o'  ye,  loike  aw  the  rast  od  as." 

"  She  cannotdo  that  wkhout  my  consent,"  eried  AMxon, lt  and  I  wonld 
die  a  thousand  deaths  rather  thau  yield  it" 

"That  remains  to  be  seen,"  replied  Jennet,  tannttngly.  "  Yo're  ob- 
stinate enuff,  nah  doubt.  Boh  Granny  Demdike  is  used  to  deal  wi'  sieb 
folk." 

«  Oht  why  was  I  faora  ?"  cried  Alizon,  bittarly. 

"  Yo  may  weel  ask  that,"  responded  Jennet,  with  a  loud  unfoenng 
laugb,  «  fb*  ey  see  neaw  great  ose  yo're  on,  wi' yer  protty  feace  an  bright 
een,  onless  it  be  to  may  one  bäte  ye." 

"IsitposubleyoaoansayttttStome,  Jen&et?"  eried  Alizon,  "What 
haye  I  done  to  incur  your  hatred?  I  bare  «?er  tarad  yon,  and  steigen  so 
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plNB  «ad  serve  yoa,    I  luve  always  taken  your  part  againat  eihen, 
eran  when  you  were  in the  wrong.     Oh!  Jennet,  you  cannot  hate  me.* 

"  Bohey  do,"  repliedthelittle  girl,  spitefully.  "Ey  hafte  yonow  warser 
than  onnywan  eise.  Ev  hafte  yobeoose  yo're  neaw  langer  mjmtev  booose 
yo're  a  grand  ledy's  dowter,  an  a  grand  ledy  yerseL  Ey  hate  yo  beeoae 
yung  Buohot  Awhetcm  k>ves  yo— an  becoee  yo  ha  better  tack  i'  aw  thmgs 
than  eyhave>orconexp6ctto  bare.  That's  why  Ihateyo,  Aliaon.  When 
jo  are  a  witch  ey  ahan  love  yo,  £>r  then  we  ahan  be  equals  onoe  more." 

"  That  will  never  be,  Jennet,"  said  AKson,  aadlv,  bot  firrnry.  u  Yo« 
grandmother  may  immuro  me  in  thk  dungeon,  and  scare  away  my  Benies ; 
bot  «he  will  never  rob  me  of  my  hopes  of  salvation." 

As  the  words  were  uttered,  a  clang  like  that  produced  by  a  stricken 
gong  ahook  the  yault ;  the  beasts  roared  fiercely ;  the  black  waters  of 
the  fonntain  babUed  up,  and  were  lashed  into  foam  by  the  angry  rep- 
tües ;  and  a  larger  jet  of  fiame  than  be&re  bunt  from  the  brow  of  ine 
denen  statue* 

"  Ey  ha'  warned  ye,  Alizon,"  said  Jennet»  akrmed  by  these  demon- 
rtrations,  "  boh  since  ye  pay  no  heed  to  owt  ey  say,  ey*st  leere  yo  to  yex 
nu*." 

"  Oh!  atay  with  me,  stay  with  me,  JennetP  ahrieked  AHson.  u  By 
our  past  sisterly  affection  I  implore  von  to  remainJ  Yoa  are  some  pro- 
tection to  nie  nom  these  dreadful  beings." 

"  Ey  danna  want  to  protect  yo  onless  yo  do  os  yo're  hidd'n,"  repned 
Jennet     "  Wboy  should  yo  be  better  than  me  V 

a  Ah!  why indeed  ?"  cried  Alison.  "  Woold  I  had  the  power  to  tarn 
your  heart — to  open  your  eyes  to  evil— - to  sare  yoa,  Jennet. " 

These  words  were  fbllowed  by  another  dang,  louder  and  mare  brattling 
than  the  first  The  solid  waus  of  the  dungeon  were  shaken,  and  the 
heayy  eohimns  rooked ;  while,  to  Alism's  affinghted  gase,  it  seemed  as  if 
the  table  statue  arose  upon  its  ebon  throne  and  stretehed  out  its  arm  me- 
nacingly  towards  her.  The  poor  girl  was  sared  firom  further  terror  by 
insensihility« 

How  long  ahe  remained  in  this  condition  she  could  not  teil,  nor  did  it 
appear  that  any  efforts  were  made  to  restore  her,  butwhen  she  recovered, 
ahe  found  herseif  stretehed  upon  a  rüde  paliet  within  an  arched  reeess, 
the  entrance  to  wbioh  was  screened  by  a  pieoe  of  tapestry.  On  lifting 
it  aside  she  pereeived  she  was  no  longer  in  the  vault,  bot  in  an  Upper 
Chamber,  as  ahe  judged,  and  not  incorrectly,  of  the  tower.  The  room 
was  lofty  and  eircular,  and  the  walls  of  enormous  thinkness,  as  shown  by 
the  deep  embrasures  of  the  Windows ;  in  one  of  which»  the  outlet  haring 
been  baut  up,  the  paliet  was  placedL  A  masaire  oak  table,  two  or  ihree 
ohairs  of  antkrae  enape,  and  a  wooden  stool,  constituted  the  fbrnitore  of 
the  room.  The  stool  was  est  near  the  firepkee,  and  beside  it  stood  a 
strangely*fashioned  spinning-wheel,  which  had  apparently  been  recentry 
used;  but  neithex  tue  old  hag  nor  her  grandaaughter  were  risible. 
Alizon  could  not  teil  whether  it  was  night  or  day,  but  a  lamp  was  burn- 
ing  upon  the  table,  its  feeble  light  anry  imperfectry  iüumining  the  Cham- 
ber, and  ecareely  revealing  seyeral  stränge  objeets  daogling  firom  the 
böge  beams  that  aupported  the  roo£  Faded  arras  were  hang  against  the 
waus,  repeaenting  in  one  oompartment  the  last  banquetof  IaoledeHeton 
and  her  lorer,  Blackburn;  in  another,  the  Sazon  Ughtred  hanging  from 
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the  summit  of  Malldn  Tower ;  and  in  a  third,  the  execution  of  Abbot 
Paslew.  The  subjects  were  as  large  as  life,  admirably  depicted,  and  evi- 
dently  worked  at  wondrous  looms.  As  they  swayed  to  and  fro  in  the  gusts, 
that  round  entrance  into  the  Chamber  through  some  onproteeted  loopholes, 
the  figures  had  a  grim  and  ghostly  air. 

Weak,  trembling,  bewildered,  Alizon  stepped  forth,  and,  staggering 
towards  the  table,  sank  upon  a  chair  beside  it.  A  fearful  storm  was 
raging  without — thunder,  hghtnin?,  deluging  rain.  Stunned  and  blinded, 
she  covered  her  eyes,  and  remained  thus  tili  the  fury  of  the  tempest  had 
in  some  degree  abated.  She  was  roused  at  length  by  a  creaking  sound 
not  far  from  her,  and  found  it  proceeded-from  a  trap-door  rising  slowly 
on  its  hinges. 

A  thrum  cap  first  appeared  above  the  level  of  the  floor ;  then  a  broad, 
bloated  face,  the  moutn  and  chin  fringed  with  a  white  beard  like  the 
whiskers  of  a  cat;  then  a  thick,  bull  throat;  then  a  pair  of  brawny 
Shoulders;  then  a  Square,  thick-set  frame;  and  Mother  Demdike  stood 
before  her.  A  malignant  smile  played  upon  her  hideous  countenance,  and 
gleamed  from  her  eyes— those  eyes  so  strangely  placed  by  nature  as  if  to 
intimate  her  doom,  and  that  of  her  fated  race,  to  whom  the  horrible  ble- 
mish  was  transmitted.  As  the  old  witch  leaped  heavily  upon  the  ground, 
the  trap-door  closed  behind  her. 

"  Son,  you  are  better,  Alizon,  and  have  quitted  your  couch,  I  find," 
she  cried,  striking  her  staff  upon  the  floor.  "  But  you  look  faint  and 
feeble  still.  I  will  give  you  something  to  revive  you.  I  have  a  wondrous 
cordial  in  yon  doset — a  rare  restorative — ha !  ha !  It  will  make  you  well 
the  moment  it  has  passed  your  Ups.     I  will  fetch  it  at  once." 

"  I  will  have  none  of  it,"  rephed  Alizon ;  "  I  would  rather  die." 

"  Rather  die  1"  echoed  Mother  Demdike,  sarcastically ;  "  because,  for- 
sooth,  you  are  crossed  in  love.  But  you  shall  have  the  man  of  your  heart 
yet,  if  you  will  only  follow  my  counsel,  and  do  as  I  bid  you.  Eichard 
Assheton  shall  be  yours,  and  with  your  mother's  consent,  provided^— M 

"  I  widerstand  the  condition  you  annex  to  the  vrounae"  interrupted 
Alizon,  "  and  the  terms  upon  which  you  would  fulnl  it ;  but  you  seek  in 
vain  to  tempt  me,  old  woman.  I  now  comprehend  why  I  am  brought 
hither." 

"  Ay,  indeed !"  exclaimed  the  old  witch.  "  And  why  is  it»  then,  smoe 
you  are  so  quick-witted  ?" 

"  You  desire  to  make  an  offering  to  the  evil  being  you  serve,"  cried 
Alizon,  with  sudden  energy.  "  Tou  have  entered  into  some  dark  com- 
pact, which  compels  you  to  deliver  up  a  victim  in  each  year  to  the  Fiend, 
or  your  own  soul  becomes  forfeit.  Thus  you  have  hitherto  lengthened  out 
your  wretched  life,  and  you  hope  to  extend  the  term  yet  further  through 
me.  I  have  heard  this  tale  before,  but  I  would  not  believe  iU  Now  I 
do.  This  is  why  you  have  stolen  me  from  my  mother — have  braved  her 
anger— and  brought  me  to  this  impious  tower." 

The  old  hag  laughed  hoarsely. 

"  The  tale  thou  hast  heard  respecting  me  is  true,"  she  said.  "  I  have 
a  compact  which  requires  me  to  make  a  proselyte  to  the  power  I  serve 
within  each  year ;  and  if  I  fail  in  doing  so,  I  must  pay  the  penalty  thou 
hast  mentioned.  A  like  compact  exists  between  Mistress  Nutter  and  the 
Tiend." 


u 
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Sbe  paused  fbr  a  moment,  to  watch  the  effect  of  her  words  on  Alizon, 
and  then  resumed. 

"  Thy  mother  would  have  sacrificed  thee  if  thou  hadst  been  left  with 
her;  bat  I  have  carried  thee  off,  because  I  eoneeiye  I  am  best  entkled  to 
thee.  Thou  wert  brought  np  as  my  granddanghter,  and  therefere  I  claim 
thee  as  my  own« 

11  And  you  think  to  deal  with  me  as  if  I  were  a  puppet  in  yourhands?" 
cried  Alizon. 

MAy,  marry  do  I,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike,  with  a  scream  of 
längster.    "  Thou  art  notbmg  more  than  a  poppet— a  puppet — ho!  ho!" 

"  And  you  deem  you  eaa  dispose  of  my  soul  without  my  consent  ?"  said 
Alizon. 

Thy  fall  consent  will  be  obtained,"  rejoined  the  old  hag. 
Thmkit  not!  think  it  not!"  exclaimed  Alizon.     "Oh!  I  shafl  yet 
be  defivered  from  this  infernal  bondage." 

At  this  moment  the  notes  of  a  bügle  were  heard. 

u  Sared !  saved  ¥'  cried  the  poor  girl,  starting.  "  It  is  Richard  come 
to  my  rescne ! 

"How  know*st  thou  that?"  cried  Mother  Demdike,  with  a  spiteful 
look. 

"  By  an  instinct  that  nerer  deceiTes/*  replied  Alizon,  as  the  blast  was 
again  heard. 

"This  must  be  stopped,"  said  the  hag,  waring  her  staff  orer  the 
maiden,  and  transfixing  her  where  she  sat ;  after  which  ahe  took  np  the 
lamp,  and  strode  towards  the  window. 

The  few  words  that  passed  between  her  and  Richard  have  been  already 
recounted.  Haring  closed  the  casement  and  drawn  the  cnrtain  befbre  it, 
Mother  Demdike  traced  a  circle  on  the  floor,  muttered  a  spell,  and  then, 
waving  her  staff  over  AHzon,  restored  her  power  of  Speech  and  motion. 

w'Twas  he!"  exclaimed  the  young  girl,  as  soon  as  she  could  find 
atterance.     •'  I  heard  his  voice." 

"  Why  ay,  'twas  he,  snre  enongh,M  rejoined  the  beldame.  "  He  has 
come  on  a  fcoPs  errand,  bot  he  shaJl  nerer  retarn  from  it.  Does  Mistress 
Natter  think  I  will  give  up  my  prize  the  moment  I  have  obtained  it,  for 
the  mere  asking?  Does  she  imagme  she  can  frighten  me  as  she  frightens 
etilen  ?  Does  she  know  whom  she  has  to  deal  with  ?  If  not,  I  will  teü 
her.  I  am  the  oldest,  the  boldest,  and  the  strongest  of  the  witches.  No 
mystery  of  the  black  art  bat  is  known  to  me.  I  can  do  what  mischief  I 
will,  and  my  desolating  hand  has  been  feit  throughout  this  distrkt.  You 
may  trace  H  Hke  a  pestilence.  No  one  has  offended  me  but  I  have  ter- 
riWy  repaid  hhn*  I  rnle  over  the  fand  like  a  queen.  I  exaet  tribntes, 
and  if  they  are  not  rendered  I  smite  with  a  sharper  edge  than  the  sword. 
My  worship  is  psid  to  the  Prince  of  Darkness.  This  tower  is  his  temple, 
and  yon  subterranean  chamber  the  place  where  the  mystical  rites,  which 
thou  wouldst  call  impious  and  damnable,.are  performed.  Countless  Sab- 
baths  have  I  attended  within  it,  or  npon  Rumbles  Moor,  or  on  the 
smnmit  of  Pendle  HiB,  or  within  the  rnins  of  "WhaDey  Abbey.  Many 
proserytes  have  I  made ;  many  unbaptised  babes  offered  up  in  sacrifice. 
I  am  high-priestess  to  die  Deroon,  and  thy  mother  would  nsurp  mine 
office. 

VOL.  XXI.  K 
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"  Oh !  spare  me  this  horrible  recital!"  exclaimed  Alizon,  vainly  trying 
to  shut  out  the  hag's  piercing  voice. 

"I  will  spare  thee  nothing,"  pursued  Mother  Demdike.  "Thy 
mother,  I  say,  would  he  high-priestess  in  my  stead.  There  are  degreet 
among  witches,  as  among  other  sects,  and  mine  iß  the  first.  MistreaB 
Natter  would  deprive  me  of  mine  office ;  but  not  tili  her  hair  is  aa  white 
as  mine,  her  knowledge  equal  to  mine,  and  her  hatred  of  mankind  at 
intense  as  mine — not  tili  then  shall  ehe  have  it." 

"  No  more  of  this,  in  pitj !"  cried  Alizon. 

"  Often  have  I  aided  thy  mother  in  her  dark  schemes,"  pursued  the 
implacable  hag.  "  Nay,  no  later  than  last  night  I  obliterated  the  old 
boundaries  of  her  land,  and  erected  new  marks  to  serve  her.  It  was  a 
strong  exercise  of  power ;  but  the  command  came  to  me,  and  I  obeyed  it. 
No  other  witch  could  have  achieved  so  much,  not  even  the  accursed 
Chattox,  and  she  is  next  to  myself.  And  how  does  thy  mother  purpose 
to  requite  me  ?     By  thrusting  me  aside,  and  stepping  into  mv  throne." 

"  You  must  be»in  error,"  cried  Alizon,  scarcely  knowing  what  to  say. 

"  My  Information  never  fails  me,9'  replied  the  hag,  with  a  disdainful 
laugh.  "  Her  plans  are  made  known  to  me  as  soon  as  formed.  I  have 
those  about  her  who  keep  strict  watch  upon  her  actions,  and  report  them 
nuthfully.  I  know  why  she  brought  thee  so  suddenly  to  Rough  Lee, 
though  thou  know'st  it  not." 

"  She  brought  me  there  for  safety,"  remarked  the  young  girl,  hoping 
to  allay  the  befölame's  fury ;  "  and  because  she  herseif  desired  to  know 
how  the  survey  of  the  boundaries  would  end." 

"  She  brought  thee  there  to  sacrihce  thee  to  the  Fiend,"  cried  the  hag, 
infernal  rage  and  malice  blazing  in  her  eyes.  "  She  failed  in  propitiating 
him  at  the  meeting  at  the  ruined  church  of  Whalley  last  night,  when 
thou  thyself  wert  present,  and  deliveredst  Dorothy  Asaheton  from  the 
snare  in  which  she  was  taken.  And  since  then  all  has  gone  wrong  with 
her.  Having  demanded  from  her  familiär  the  cause  why  all  things  ran 
counter,  she  was  told  sbe  had  failed  in  the  fulfilment  of  her  promise — that 
a  proselyte  was  required — and  that  thou  alone  wouldst  be  accepted." 

"  I  ?"  exclaimed  Alizon,  horror-stricken. 

<(  Ay,  thou !"  cried  the  hag.  "  No  choice  was  allowed  her,  and  the 
offering  must  be  made  to-night.  After  a  long  and  painful  struggle,  thy 
mother  consented." 

"  Oh!  no — impossible!  you  deceive  me,*'  cried  the  wretched  girl. 

"  I  teil  thee  she  consented,"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike,  coldly ;  "  and 
on  this  she  made  instant  arrangements  to  return  home,  and  in  spite — as 
thou  know'st — of  Sir  Ralph  and  Lady  Assheton  s  efforts  to  detain  her, 
set  forth  with  thee." 

"  All  this  I  know,"  observed  Alizon,  sadly — "  and  intelligence  of  our 
departure  from  the  abbey  was  conveyed  to  you  I  conclude  by  Jennet,  to 
whom  I  bade  adieu." 

"  Thou  art  right — it  was,"  returned  the  hag ;  "  but  1  have  yet  more 
to  teil  thee,  for  1  will  lay  the  secrets  of  thy  mother  s  dark  breast  fully 
before  thee.  Her  time  is  well-nigh  run.  Thou  wert  made  the  price  of 
its  extension.  If  she  fails  in  offering  thee  up  to-night,  and  thou  art  here 
in  my  keeping,  the  Fiend,  her  master,  will  aoandon  her,  and  she  will  be 
delivered  up  to  the  justice  of  man." 
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Alizon  covered  her  face  with  horror. 

After  awhile,  she  looked  up,  and  exclaimed  with  unutterable  anguish, 

"  And  I  cannot  help  her  !" 

The  unpitying  hag  laughed  derisively. 

"  She  cannot  be  utterly  lost,"  contintied  the  young  girl.  "  Were  I 
near  her,  I  wonld  ahow  her  that  Heaven  ig  meitafui  to  the  greatest  sinner 
who  repents;  and  teach  her  how  to  regain  the  lost  path  to  salvation." 

"  Peace  !"  thundered  the  witch,  ahaking  her  huge  hand  at  her,  and 
stamping  her  heavy  foot  upon  the  ground.  "  Such  words  must  not  he 
uttered  here.  They  are  an  offene«  to  me.  Thy  xnother  has  renounced 
all  hopes  of  heaven.  She  has  been  baptised  in  the  baptism  of  hell,  and 
branded  on  the  brow  by  the  red  finger  of  its  ruler,  and  cannot  be  wrested 
from  him.     It  is  too  late." 

"  No,  no — it  never  can  be  too  late,*  cried  Alizon.  "  It  is  not  even 
too  late  for  you." 

"  Thoa  know'st  not  what  thou  talk'st  about,  foolish  wench,"  rejoined 
the  hag.  "  Our  master  would  tear  us  instantly  in  pieces  if  but  a  thought 
of  penttence,  as  thou  call'st  it,  crossed  oar  minds.  We  are  both  doomed 
to  an  eternity  of  torture.  But  thy  mother  will  go  first — ay,  first  If 
she  had  yielaed  thee  up  to-night  another  term  would  have  been  allowed 
her ;  but  as  I  hold  thee  instead,  the  benefit  of  the  sacrifice  will  be  mine. 
But,  bist !  what  was  that  ?  The  youth  again !  Alice  Nutter  must  have 
ghren  him  some  potent  counter-charm.,> 

"  He  comea  to  deliver  me,"  cried  Alizon.     "  Richard !" 

And  she  arose,  and  would  have  flown  to  the  window,  but  Mother  Dem- 
dike  waved  her  staff  over  her  and  rooted  her  to  the  ground. 

"  Stay  there  tili  I  require  thee,"  chuckled  the  hag,  moving,  with  pon- 
derous  footsteps,  to  the  door. 

After  parleying  with  Richard  as  already  related,  Mother  Demdike  sud- 
denly  returned  to  Alizon,  and,  restoring  her  to  sensibility,  placed  her 
hideous  face  dose  to  her,  breathing  upon  her,  and  uttering  these  words : 
"  Be  thine  eyes  blinded  and  thy  brain  confiised,  so  that  thou  mayst  not 
know  him  when  thou  seest  him,  but  think  him  another." 

The  spell  took  instant  efFect  Alizon  staggered  towards  the  table, 
Richard  was  summoned,  and  on  his  appearance  the  scene  took  place  which 
has  already  been  detailed,  and  which  ended  in  his  losing  the  talisman, 
and  being  ejected  from  the  tower. 

Alizon  had  been  rendered  invisible  by  the  old  witcb,  and  was  after- 
wards  dragged  into  the  arched  recess  by  her,  where,  snatching  the  piece 
of  gold  from  the  young  girTs  neck,  she  exclaimed  triumphantly : 

**  Now  I  defy  äiee,  Ahce  Nutter.  Thou  canst  never  recover  thy  child. 
The  offering  shall  be  made  to-night,  and  another  year  be  added  to  my  long 
tenn." 

Alizon  groaned  deeply,  but  at  a  gesture  from  the  hag  she  became  mo* 
tionless  and  speechless. 

A  dusky,  indistinctly-seen  figure  hovered  near  the  entrance  of  the  em- 
brasure.     Mother  Demdike  beckoned  it  to  her. 

"  Convey  this  girl  to  the  vault,  and  watch  over  her,"  she  said.  "  I 
will  descend  anon." 

Upon  this,  the  shadowy  arms  enveloped  Alizon,  the  trap-door  flew  open, 
and  the  figure  disappeared  with  its  inanimate  bürden. 
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Chaptbr  XIII. 

THE   TWO  FAMILIAES. 

Apter  seeing  Richard  depart  on  his  perilous  mission  to  Malkin  Tower, 
Mktress  Nutter  retired  to  her  owo  Chamber,  and  held  long  and  aniious 
self-communion.  The  course  of  her  thoughts  may  be  gathered  from  the 
terrible  revelations  made  by  Mother  Demctike  to  Alizon.  A  prey  to  the 
most  agonising  emotions,  it  may  be  questioned  if  she  could  have  endured 
greater  torment  if  her  heart  had  been  consumed  by  Irving  fire,  as  in  the 
punishment  assigned  to  the  damned  in  the  £abled  hall*  of  Ebhs.  For  the 
first  time,  remorse  assailed  her,  and  she  feit  compunction  for  the  evil  she 
had  committed.  The  whole  of  her  dark  career  passed  in  review  before 
hex.  The  long  catalogue  of  her  crimes  unfolded  itself  like  a  scroll  of 
flame,  and  at  its  foot  were  written  in  blazing  characters  the  awful  words, 
judgmekt  and  conbemnation  !  There  was  no  eseape— none !  Hell, 
with  its  unquenchable  fires  and  unimaginahle  horrors,  yawned  to  reoeive 
her ;  and  she  feit»  with  anguish  and  self-reproach  not  to.  be  described, 
how  wretched  a  bargain  she  had  made,  and  how  dearly  the  brief  gratifi- 
cation  of  her  evil  passions  had  been  purchased  at  the  cost  of  an  eternity 
of  woe  and  tortore. 

This  change  of  feeling  had  been  produced  by  her  newly-awakened 
affection  for  her  daughter,  long  supposed  dead,  and  now  restored  to  her, 
only  to  be  snatched  away  again  in  a  manner  which  added  to  the  sharp- 
aess  of  the  lose.  She  saw  herseif  the  sport  of  a  juggling  fiend,  whose  aim 
was  to  win  over  her  daughter's  soul  through  her  instrumentality,  and  she 
resolved,  if  possible,  to  defeat  his  purposes.  This,  she  was  aware,  could 
only  be  accomplished  by  her  own  destruction ;  but  even  this  dread  alter- 
native she  was  prepared  to  embraee.  Alinra's  siniess  nature  and  devotion 
to  herseif  had  so  wrought  upon  her,  that,  though  she  had  at  first  resisted 
the  better  impulses  kindled  within  her  bosom,  in  the  end  they  compktely 
overmastered  her. 

Was  it,  she  asked  herseif,  too  late  to  repent  ?  Was  there  no  way  of 
breaking  her  compact  ?  She  remembered  to  have  read  of  a  young  man 
who  had  signed  away  his  own  soul,  being  restored  to  heaven  by  the  in- 
tecceasion  of  the  great  reformer  of  the  church,  Martin  Luther.  But»  on 
the  other  hand,  she  had  heard  of  many  others,  who,  on  the  slightest 
manifestation  of  penitence,  had  been  xent  in  pieces  by  the  Fiend.  Still 
the  idea  recurred  to  her.  Might  not  her  daughter,  armed  with  perfeet 
purity  and  holiness,  with  a  soul  free  from  etain  as  an  unspotted  mirror ; 
might  not  she,  who  had  avouched  herseif  ready  to  risk  all  for  her— -for 
she  had  overheard  her  declaration  to  Richard ; — might  not  she  be  able 
to  work  out  her  salvation  ?  Would  confession  of  her  sins  and  voluntary 
Submission  to  earthly  justice  save  her  ?  Alas  !— oo.  She  was  without 
hope.  She  had  an  inexorable  master  to  deal  with»  who  would  grant  her 
no  grace,  except  upon  oonditions  she  would  not  assent  ta 

She  would  have  thrown  heuseif  on  her  knees,  but  they  refused  to  bend. 
She  would  have  prayed,  bat  the  words  turned  to  blasphemies.  She 
would  have  wept,  but  the  fountains  of  tears  were  dry.  The  witch  could 
•ever  weep. 

Then  came  despaär  and  frenzy,  and,  like  furiea,  kahed  her  with  whips 
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of  scorpions,  goading  her  with  the  memory  of  her  abominations  and 
idolatries,  and  her  infinite  aod  varied  kiiqiiitiea.  They  showed  her,  as  in 
a  swifUy-fleeiing  viaon,  all  who  had  suffered  wrong  by  her»  or  whom  her 
malioe  Lad  afflicted  in  bodv  or  estate.  They  mocked  her  with  a  glirapse 
of  the  paradise  she  had  forfeited.  She  aaw  her  daughter  in  a  beatified 
•täte  about  to  enter  its  golden  portals,  and  would  have  dang  to  her  robes 
in  the  hope  of  being  carried  in  with  her,  but  she  was  driven  away  by  an 
angel  with  a  flaming  sword,  who  eried  out,  "  Thou  hast  abjured  beaven, 
and  heaven  rejects  thee.  Satan's  brand  is  upon  thy  brow,  and,  unless  it 
be  eflaced,  thou  canst  never  enter  here.  Down  to  Tophet,  thou  witch !" 
Then  she  implored  her  daughter  to  touch  her  brow  with  the  tip  of  her 
finger ;  and  as  the  latter  was  about  to  comply,  a  dark  demoniacal  shape 
suddenly  rose,  and,  eeisng  her  by  the  hair,  plunged  with  her  down — 
down — xniUions  of  miles — tili  she  beheld  a  workl  of  fire  appear  beneath 
her,  eonsisting  of  a  multitude  of  volcanoes,  roaring  and  raging  like  fur- 
naces,  boiling  over  with  red-hot  lava,  and  easting  forth  huge  burning 
stones.  In  each  of  these  beds  of  fire  thousand9  upon  thousands  of  suf- 
ferers  were  writhing,  and  their  groans  and  lamentations  arose  in  one 
frightf ul,  incessant  wail,  too  terrible  for  human  hearing. 

Orer  thifl  place  of  tonnent  the  demon  held  her  suspended.  She 
shrieked  aloua  in  her  agony,  and,  shaking  off  the  oppression,  rejoiced 
to  find  the  Vision  had  been  caused  by  her  own  distempered  imagination. 

Meanwhile,  the  storm,  which  had  obstructed  Richard  as  he  climbedtfae 
hill,  had  eome  on,  though  Mistress  Nutter  had  not  notked  it ;  but  now  a 
loud  peal  of  thunder  shook  the  room,  and  rousing  herseif  she  walked  to 
the  window.  The  sight  she  beheld  increased  her  alarm.  Heavy  thunder- 
clouds  rested  upon  the  hül-tide,  and  seemed  ready  to  discharge  their 
artillery  upon  the  course  which  she  knew  must  be  taken  by  the  young 
man. 

The  Chamber  in  which  she  stood,  it  has  been  said,  was  large  and  gloomy, 
with  a  wainscoting  of  dark  oak,  On  one  of  the  panels  was  painted  a 
picture  of  herseif  in  her  days  of  youth,  innocence,  and  beauty ;  and  on 
another,  a  portrait  of  her  unibrtuaate  husband,  who  appeared  a  handsome 
young  man,  with  a  stern  counten&nce,  attired  in  a  black  velvet  doublet 
and  cloak,  of  the  fashion  of  Elizabeths  day.  Between  these  paintings 
stood  a  carved  oak  bedstead,  with  a  high  tester  and  dark  heavy  drapery, 
oppostte  which  was  a  wide  window,  oocupying  ahnost  the  whole  length  of 
the  room,  but  darkened  by  thiek  bars  and  glase,  crowded  with  armorial 
bearings,  or  otherwise  deeply  dyed.  The  high  mantelpiece  and  its  carr- 
ings  have  been  previously  described,  as  well  as  the  Woody  hearthstone, 
where  the  tragieal  incident  occuxred  connected  with  Alizon's  early  his- 
tory« 

As  Mistress  Nutter  returned  to  the  fireplace,  a  plaintive  cry  arose  from 
it,  and  staiüng — for  the  sound  revived  terrible  memories  within  her 
breast — she  beheld  the  inefiaceahle  stainsupon  the  flag  traced  out  by  blue 
phosphorie  fire,  while  above  them  hovered  the  shape  of  a  Weeding  in&nt. 
Horror-stricken,  she  averted  her  gase,  but  it  encountered  another  object, 
equally  appalling— her  hnsband's  portrait ;  or  rather,  it  would  seem,  a 
phantom  in  its  place;  for  the  eyes,  lighted  up  by  infernal  fire,  glared  at 
her  from  beneath  the  frowning  an3  contracted  brows,  while  the  band 
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significantly  pointed  to  the  hearthstone,  on  which  the  sanguinary  stains 
had  now  formed  themselves  into  the  fatal  word  "  vsngbahce  !" 

In  a  few  minutes  the  fiery  characters  died  away,  and  the  portrait  re- 
sumed  its  wonted  expression ;  but  ere  Mistress  Nutter  had  recovered  from 
her  terror  the  back  of  the  fireplace  opened,  and  a  tau  swarthy  man  stepped 
out  from  it.  As  he  appeared,  a  flash  of  lightning  iüumined  the  Chamber, 
and  revealed  bis  fiendish  countenance.  On  seeing  him,  the  lady  imme- 
diately  regained  her  courage,  and  addressed  him  in  a  haugbty  and  com- 
manding  tone— 

"  Why  this  intrusion  ?  I  did  not  summen  thee,  and  do  not  require 
thee." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  madam,"  he  replied ;  "  you  had  never  more  occa- 
sion  for  me  than  at  this  moment ;  and  so  far  from  intruding  upon  yoo,  I 
have  avoided  coming  near  you,  even  though  enjoined  to  do  so  by  my 
lord.  He  is  perfectjy  aware  of  the  change  which  has  just  taken  place  in 
your  opinions,  and  the  anxiety  you  now  feel  to  break  the  contract  you 
have  entered  into  with  him,  and  which  he  has  scrupulously  fulfilled  on 
his  part ;  but  he  wishes  you  distinctly  to  widerstand,  that  he  has  no 
intention  of  abandoning  his  claims  upon  you,  but  will  most  assuredly 
enforce  them  at  the  proper  time.  I  need  not  remind  you  that  your  term 
draws  to  a  dose,  and,  ere  many  months,  must  expire;  bat  means  of 
extending  it  have  been  offered  you,  if  you  choose  to  avail  yourself  of 
them." 

"  I  have  no  such  intention,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  in  a  decided  tone. 

"So  be  it,  madam,"  replied  the  other ;  " but  you  will  not  preserve 
your  daughter,  who  is  in  the  hands  of  a  tried  and  faithful  servant  of  my 
lord,  and  what  you  hesitate  to  do  that  servant  will  perform,  and  so  reap 
the  beiiefit  of  the  sacrifice." 

"  Not  so,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  say  yea,"  retorted  the  familiär. 

"  Thou  art  my  slave.     I  command  thee  to  bring  Albson  hither  at  once." 

The  familiär  shook  his  head. 

"  Thou  refusest !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  menacingly.  "  Know'st 
thou  not  1  have  the  means  of  chastisin?  thee  ?" 

"  You  had,  madam,"  replied  the  other ;  "  but  the  moment  a  though t 
of  penitence  crossed  your  breast,  the  power  you  were  invested  with 
departed.  My  lord,  however,  is  willing  to  give  you  an  hour  of  grace, 
when,  if  you  voluntarily  renew  your  oaths  to  him,  he  will  accept  them, 
and  place  me  at  your  disposal  once  more ;  but  if  you  still  continue 
obstinate n 

"  He  will  abandon  me,w  interrupted  Mistress  Nutter.  "  I  knew  it. 
Fool  that  I  was  to  trust  one  who,  firom  the  beginning,  has  been  a 
deceiver.* 

"  You  have  a  short  memory,  and  but  little  gratitude,  madam,  and  seem 
entirely  to  forget  the  important  favour  conferred  upon  you  last  night. 
At  your  solicitation  the  boundaries  of  your  property  were  changed,  and 
large  slips  of  land  filched  from  another  to  be  given  to  you.  But  if  you 
fail  in  your  duty,  you  cannot  expect  this  to  continue.  The  boundary- 
marks  will  be  set  up  in  their  old  places,  and  the  land  restored  to  its 
rightful  owner." 
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"  I  expected  as  muoh,"  obeerved  Mistress  Nutter,  disdainfuüy. 
"  Thus  all  our  pains  will  be  thrown  away,"  pursued  the  familiär ;  "  and 
though  you  may  make  light  of  the  labour,  it  is  no  easy  task  to  change 
the  face  of  a  whole  couotry — to  turn  streams  from  their  course,  move 
bogs,  transplant  trees,  and  shift  houses,  all  of  which  has  been  done,  and 
will  now  bave  to  be  undone,  because  of  your  inconstancy.  I,  myself, 
have  been  obliged  to  act  as  many  parts  as  a  poor  player  to  please  you, 
and  now  you  dismiss  me  at  a  moment's  notice,  as  if  I  had  played  them 
indifferently,  whereas  the  most  fastidious  audienoe  would  have  been 
ravished  with  my  Performance.  This  morning  I  was  the  reeve  of  the 
forest,  and  as  such  obliged  to  assume  the  shape  of  a  rascally  attorney.  I 
feit  it  a  degradation,  I  assure  you.  Nor  was  I  better  pleased  when  you 
compelled  me  to  put  on  the  likeness  of  old  Roger  Nowell,  for,  whatever 
you  may  think,  I  am  not  so  entirely  destitute  of  personal  vanity  as  to 
prefer  either  of  their  figures  to  my  own.  However,  I  showed  no  disin- 
clination  to  oblige  you.  You  are  strangely  unreasonable  to-day.  Is  it 
my  lord's  fault  if  your  desire  of  vengeance  expires  in  its  fruition — i£ 
when  you  have  accomplished  an  object,  you  no  longer  care  for  it  ?  You 
ask  for  revenge— for  power.  You  have  them,  and  cast  them  aside  like 
cfaildish  baublesr 

"  Thy  lord  is  an  arch  deceiver,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  "  and  cannot 
perform  his  promises.  They  are  empty  delusions — profitless,  unsubstan- 
tial  as  shadows.  His  power  prevaüs  not  against  anything  holy,  as  I 
myself  have  just  now  experienced.  His  money  turns  to  withered  Leaves  ; 
his  treasures  are  dust  and  ashes.  Strong  only  is  he  in  power  of  mischief, 
and  even  his  mischief,  like  curses,  recoils  on  those  who  use  it.  His 
vengeance  is  no  true  vengeance,  for  it  troubles  the  conscience,  and 
engenders  remorse ;  whereas  the  servant  of  heaven  heaps  coals  of  fire  on 
the  head  of  his  adversary  by  kindness,  and  satisfies  his  own  heart" 

"  You  should  have  thought  of  all  this  before  you  vowed  yourself  to 
him,"  said  the  familiär ;  "  it  is  too  late  to  reflect  now." 
"  Perchance  not,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter. 

"Beware!"  thundered  the  demon,  with  a  terrible  gesture;  "any 
overt  act  of  dbobedience,  and  your  limba  shall  be  scattered  over  this 
Chamber." 

"  If  l  do  not  dare  theo  to  it,  it  is  not  because  I  fear  thee,"  replied 
Mistress  Nutter,  in  no  way  dismayed  by  the  threat.  "  Thou  canst  not 
control  my  tongue.  Tbou  speakest  of  the  Services  rendered  by  thy  lord, 
and  I  repeat  they  are  like  his  promises — naught.  Show  me  the  witch  he 
has  enriched.  Of  what  profit  is  her  worship  of  the  false  deity — of  what 
avail  the  sacrifices  she  makes  at  his  foul  altars  ?  It  is  ever  the  same 
Spilling  of  blood,  ever  the  same  working  of  mischief.  The  wheels  of 
crime  roll  on  like  the  car  of  the  Indian  idol,  crushing  all  before  them. 
Doth  thy  master  ever  help  his  servants  in  their  need  ?  Doth  he  not  ever 
abandon  them  when  they  are  no  longer  useful,  and  can  win  him  no  more 
proselytes?  Miserable  servants,  miserable  master!  Look  at  the  mur- 
therous  Demdike  and  the  malignant  Chattox,  and  examine  the  means 
whereby  they  have  prolonged  their  baleful  career.  Enormities  of  all 
kinds  committed,  and  all  their  families  devoted  to  the  Fiend — all  wizards 
or  witches  1  Look  at  them,  I  say.  What  profit  to  them  is  their  long 
service?    Are  they  rieh?    Are  tbey  in  possession  of  unfading  youth  and 
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beauty  ?  Are  they  splendidly  lodged  ?  Have  they  all  they  desire  ?  No ! 
— the  one  dwelb  in  a  solitary  turret,  and  the  other  in  a  wretehed  hovel ; 
and  both  are  miserable  creatures,  Kvmg  only  on  the  dole  wrang  by 
threats  from  terrified  peasants,  and  capable  of  no  gratificatton  bot  euch 
as  results  from  practices  of  malice." 

"  Is  that  nothing?"  asked  the  familiär.  u  To  them  it  »  everything. 
They  care  neitber  for  splendid  mansions,  nor  wealth,  nor  yonth,  nor 
beauty.  If  they  did,  they  could  have  them  alL  They  care  only  for  the 
dread  and  mysterious  power  they  possess,  to  be  able  to  fascmate  with  a 
glance,  to  transfix  by  a  gesture,  to  inflict  stränge  ailments  by  a  word» 
and  to  kill  by  a  curse.  This  is  the  privilege  they  seek,  and  this  privilege» 
they  enjoy." 

"  And  what  is  the  end  of  it  all  ?*  demanded  Mistress  Natter,  sternly. 
"  Ere  long,  they  will  be  unable  to  furnish  victims  to  their  insatiate  raas~ 
ter,  who  will  then  abandon  them.  Their  bodies  will  go  to  the  hangman, 
their  souls  to  endless  bale !" 

The  familiär  laughed  as  if  a  good  joke  had  been  repeated  to  him,  and 
rubbed  bis  hands  gleefully. 

u  Very  trae,"  he  said ;  "  Tery  true.  You  have  stated  the  case  exactly, 
madam .  Such  will  certainly  be  the  course  of  events.  Bat  what  of  that  ? 
The  old  hags  will  have  enjoyed  a  long  term — mach  longer  than  might 
have  been  antieipated.  Mother  Demdike,  however,  as  I  aave  mtunated, 
will  extend  hers,  and  it  k  fortunate  for  her  she  is  enabled  to  do  so,  as  it 
would  otherwise  expire  an  honr  after  midnight,  and  could  not  be  re- 
newed." 

"  Thou  liest !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter — "liest  like  thylord,  who  is  the 
father  of  Kes.  My  innocent  child  ean  never  be  offered  up  at  his  impious 
shrine.  I  have  no  fear  for  her.  Neitber  he,  nor  Mother  Demdike,  nor 
any  of  the  accursed  sisterhood,  can  härm  her.  Her  goodness  will  cover 
her  like  armour,  which  no  evil  can  penetrate.  Let  him  wreak  bis  ven- 
geance,  if  he  will,  on  me.  Let  him  treat  measa  slav»  who  has  cast  off 
his  yoke.  Let  him  abridge  the  scanty  time  aUbtted  me,  and  bear  me 
hence  to  his  burning  kingdom  ;  bat  injure  my  chüd,  he  canuot— shall 
not!" 

"  Go  to  Malkin  Tower  at  midnight,  and  thou  wilt  see,"  replied  the 
familiär,  with  a  mocking  laugh. 

"  I  will  go  there,  but  it  shall  be  to  deliver  her/'  rejoined  Mistress 
Nutter.     "  And  now,  get  thee  gone.     I  need  thee  no  more." 

"  Be  not  deceived,  proud  woman,"  said  the  familiär.  <c  Once  dismissed, 
I  may  not  be  recalled,  while  thou  wilt  be  wholly  unable  to  defend  thyself 
against  thy  enemies." 

"  I  care  not,"  she  rejoined ;  "  begone  !" 

The  familiär  stepped  back,  and  stamping  upon  die  hearthstone,  it  sank 
like  atrap-door,  and  he  disappeared  beneath  it,  a  flash  of  lightning  piay- 
ing  round  his  dusky  figure. 

Notwithstanding  her  vaonted  resolution,  and  the  boldness  with  which 
she  had  comported  herseif  before  the  familiär,  Mistress  Nutter  now  com- 
pletely  gave  way,  and  for  awhile  abandoned  herseif  to  despair.  Aroused 
at  length  by  the  absolute  necessity  of  aetion,  she  again  walked  to  the 
window  and  looked  fbrth.  The  Storni  still  raged  furiously  without — so 
furiously,  indeed,  that  it  would  be  madness  to  brave  it,  now  that  she  was 
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deprived  of  her  power,  and  reduced  to  tbe  ordinary  level  of  humanity. 
Its  very  violence,  however,  assured  her  it  must  soon  cease,  and  she  would 
then  sei  out  for  Malkin  Tower.  Bat  what  chance  had  she  now  in  a 
struggle  with  the  old  hag,  with  all  the  energies  of  hell  at  her  command  ? 
— what  hope  was  there  of  her  being  able  to  effect  her  daughter's  libera- 
tion?  No  matter,  however  desperate,  the  attempt  should  be  raade. 
Meanwhile,  it  would  be  necessary  to  see  what  was  going  on  below,  and 
ascertain  whether  Blackadder  had  retumed  with  Parson  Holden.  With 
this  view,  she  descended  to  the  hall,  where  she  found  Nicholas  Assheton 
fast  asleep  in  a  great  arm-chair,  and  rocked,  rather  than  disturbed,  by  the 
loud  concussions  of  thunder.  The  squire  was,  no  doubt,  overcome  by  the 
fatigues  of  the  day,  or  it  might  be  by  the  potency  of  the  wine  he  had 
swallowed,  for  an  empty  flask  stood  on  the  table  beside  him.  Mistress 
Nutter  did  not  awaken  him,  but  proceeded  to  the  chamber  where  she  had 
left  Nowell  and  Potts  prisoners,  both  of  whom  rose  on  her  entrance. 

"  Be  seated,  gentlemen,  I  pray  you,"  she  said,  courteously.  "  I  am 
come  to  see  if  you  need  anything ;  for,  when  this  fearful  storm  abates,  I 
am  going  forth  for  a  short  time." 

"  Indeed,  madam,"  replied  Potts.  "  For  myself,  I  require  nothing  für* 
ther,  but  perhaps  anotner  bettle  of  wine  might  be  agreeable  to  my 
honoured  and  singular  good  dient." 

"  Speak  for  yourself,  sir,"  cried  Boger  Nowell,  sharply. 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  interposed  Mistress  Nutter.  u  I  shall  be  glad  of 
a  word  with  you  before  I  go,  Master  Nowell.  I  am  sorry  this  dispute 
has  arisen  between  us." 

"  Humph !"  exclaimed  the  magistarate. 

"  Very  sorry,"  pursued  Mistress  Nutter,  "  and  I  wish  to  make  every 
reparation  in  my  power." 

"  Reparation,  raadam !"  cried  Nowell.  "  Give  back  the  land  you 
have  stolen  frora  me — restore  the  boundary  lines — sign  the  deed  in  Sir 
Ralph's  possession — that  is  the  only  reparation  you  can  make." 

"  I  will,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  You  will?"  exclaimed  Nowell.  "  Then  the  fellow  did  not  deeeive 
us,  Master  Potts." 

"  Has  any  one  been  with  you  ?"  asked  the  lady,  uneasily. 

u  Ay,  the  reeve  of  the  forest,"  replied  Nowell.  "  He  told  us  you 
would  be  with  us  presently,  and  would  make  fair  offers  to  us." 

"  And  he  told  us  also  why  you  would  make  them,  madam,"  added 
Potts,  in  an  insolent  and  menacing  tone ;  "  he  told  us  you  would  make  a 
merit  of  doing  what  you  could  not  help — that  your  power  had  gone  from 
you — that  your  works  of  darkness  would  be  destroyed — and  that,  in  a 
word^you  were  abandoned  by  the  devil,  your  master." 

"  He  deeeived  you,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  "  I  have  made  you  the 
offer  out  of  pure  good  wil\  and  you  can  rejeet  it  or  not  as  you  please. 
All  I  stipulate,  if  you  do  aeeept  it,  is  that  you  pledge  me  your  word  not 
to  bring  any  charge  of  witchcraft  against  me." 

"  Do  not  give  the  pledge/'  whispered  a  voiee  in  the  ear  of  the  magis- 
trate. 

"  Did  you  speak  7*  he  said,  turning  to  Potts. 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  the  attorney,  in  a  low  tone ;  "  but  I  thought  you 
cautioned  me  against        " 

you  xxi.  l 
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"  Hush I"  interrupted  Nowell;  "  it  must  be  the  reeve.  We  cannot 
comply  with  your  request,  madam,"  he  added,  aloud. 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Potts.  "  We  can  make  no  bargain  with  an 
ayowed  witcn.  We  should  gain  nothing  by  it;  on  tbe  contrary,  we 
should  be  losen,  for  we  have  the  positive  assurance  of  a  gentleman  whom 
we  believe  to  be  upon  terms  of  intimacy  with  a  certain  black  gentleman 
of  your  acquaintance,  madam,  that  the  latter  has  given  you  up  entirely, 
and  that  law  and  justice  may,  therefore,  take  their  coarse.  We  protest 
against  our  unlawful  detention;  bat  we  give  ourselves  small  concern 
about  it,  as  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  who  will  be  advised  of  our  Situation  by 
Parson  Holden,  will  speedily  come  to  our  liberation." 

"  Yes9  we  are  now  quite  easy  on  that  score,  madam,"  added  Nowell ; 
"  and  to-morrow  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  escorting  you  to  Lanoas» 
ter  Castle." 

"  And  your  trial  will  come  on  at  the  nezt  assites,  about  the  middle  of 
August/'  said  Potts.     "  You  have  only  fbur  months  to  run." 

"  That  is,  indeed,  my  tenn,"  muttered  the  lady.  "  I  shall  not  tarry 
to  listen  to  your  taunts,  she  added,  aloud«  "  You  may  possibly  regret 
rejecting  my  proposal." 

So  saying,  she  quitted  the  room. 

As  she  returned  to  the  hall,  Nicholas  awoke. 

"  What  a  devil  of  a  storm!"  he  exclaimed,  stretching  himself,  and 
rubbing  his  eyes.  "  Zounds !  that  flash  of  lightning  was  enough  to 
blind  me,  and  the  thunder  well-nigh  splits  one's  ears.'* 

"  Yetyou  have  slept  through  louder  peals,  Nicholas/'  said  Mistress 
Nutter,  coming  up  to  nim.  "  Richard  has  not  returned  frorn  his  mis- 
sion,  and  I  must  go  myself  to  Malkin  Tower.  In  my  absence,  I  must 
entrust  you  with  the  defence  of  my  house»w 

"  I  am  willing  to  undertake  it,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  provided  no  witch- 
craftbe  used." 

"  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  that,"  said  the  lady,  with  a  forced  smile. 

"  Well  then,  leave  it  to  me/'  said  the  squire  ;  "  but  you  will  not  set 
out  tili  the  storm  is  over?" 

"  I  must,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter;  "  there  seems  no  likelihood  of  its 
cessation,  and  each  moment  is  fraught  with  peril  to  Aiiton.  If  aught 
happens  to  me,  Nicholas — if  I  should— whatever  mischance  may  befal 
me— promise  me  you  will  stand  by  her«" 

The  squire  gave  the  required  promise. 

"  Enough  ;  I  hold  you  to  your  word/'  said  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Take 
thifl  parchment  It  is  a  deed  of  gift  assigning  this  mansion  and  all  my 
estates  to  her.     Under  certain  circumstances  you  will  produce  it." 

"  What  circumstances?  I  am  ata  low  to  Widerstand  you,  madam," 
said  the  squire. 

"  Do  not  question  me  further,  but  take  especial  care  of  the  deed,  and 
produce  it,  as  I  have  said,  at  the  fitting  moment.  You  will  know  when 
that  arrive8.     Ha !  I  am  wanted." 

The  latter  ezdamation  had  been  occasioned  by  the  appearance  of  an 
old  woman  at  the  further  end  of  the  hall,  beckomng  to  her.  On  seeing 
her,  Mistress  Nutter  immediately  quitted  the  squire,  and  (bllowed  her 
into  a  small  chamber  opening  frora  this  pari  of  the  hall,  and  mto  which 
ehe  retreated. 
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u  What  brings  you  here,  Mother  Chattox?"  exclaimed  the  lady,  clos- 
ing  the  door. 

"  Can  you  not  guess?"  replied  the  hag.  "I  am  come  to  help  you, 
not  for  any  love  I  bear  you,  but  to  avenge  myself  on  old  Demdike.  Do 
not  interrupt  me.  My  familiär,  Fancy,  has  told  me  all.  I  know  how 
you  are  circumstanced.  I  know  Alizon  is  in  old  Demdike's  clutches,  and 
you  are  unable  to  extricate  her.  But  I  can,  and  will ;  because  if  the 
hateful  old  hag  fails  in  offering  up  her  sacrifice  before  the  first  hour  of 
day,  her  term  will  be  out,  and  I  shall  be  rid  of  her,  and  reign  in  her 
stead.  To-morrow  she  will  be  on  her  way  to  Lancaster  Castle.  Ha ! 
ha !  The  dungeon  is  prepared  for  her — the  stake  driven  into  the  ground 
— the  fagots  heaped  around  it.  The  torch  is  only  to  be  lighted. 
Ho!  ho!w 

"  Shall  we  go  to  Malkin  Tower?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter,  shuddering. 

"  No ;  to  the  summit  of  Pendle  Hill,"  rejoined  Mother  Chattox ;  "  for 
there  the  girl  will  be  taken,  and  there  only  can  we  secure  her.  But  first 
we  must  proceed  to  my  hut,  and  make  some  preparations.  I  have  three 
scalps  and  eight  teeth,  taken  from  a  grave  in  Goldshaw  Churchyard  this 
yery  day.     We  can  make  a  charm  with  them." 

*4  You  must  prepare  it  alone,"  Said  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  I  can  have 
nought  to  do  with  it." 

"  True— true — I  had  forgotten,"  cried  the  hag,  with  a  chuckling 
laugh — "  you  are  no  longer  one  of  us.  Well,  then,  I  will  do  it  alone. 
But  come  with  me.  You  will  not  object  to  mount  my  broomstick.  It 
is  the  only  safe  conveyance  in  this  storm  of  the  devil's  raising.  Come— 
away  !" 

And  she  threw  open  the  window  and  sprang  forth,  followed  by  Mis- 
tress Nutter. 

Through  the  murky  air,  and  borne  as  if  on  the  wings  of  the  wind,  two 
dark  forma  are  flying  swiftiy.  Over  the  tops  of  the  tempest-shaken  trees 
they  go,  and  as  they  gain  the  skirts  of  the  thicket  an  oak  beneath  is 
shirered  by  a  thunderbolt.  They  hear  the  fearful  crash,  and  see  the 
spHnter8  fly  far  and  wide ;  and  the  foremost  of  the  two,  who,  with  her 
skinny  arm  extended,  seems  to  direct  their  course,  utters  a  wild  scream  of 
laughter,  while  a  raven,  speeding  on  broad  black  wing  before  them, 
croaks  hoarsely.  Now  the  torrent  rages  below,  and  they  see  its  white 
waters  tumbling  over  a  ledge  of  rock ;  now  they  pass  over  the  brow  of  a 
hill ;  now  skim  over  a  dreary  waste  and  dangerous  morass.  Fearful  it 
is  to  behold  those  two  flying  figures  as  the  lightning  shows  them  be- 
striding  their  fantastical  steea;  the  one  an  old  hag  with  hideous  linea- 
inents  and  distorted  person,  and  the  other  a  proud  dame,  still  bcautiful, 
thoueh  no  longer  young,  pale  as  death,  and  ner  loose  jetty  hair  Stream- 
ing hke  a  meteor  in  the  breeze. 
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BT  JOSEPH  ANTHONY. 

Part  I. 

BN  ROUTE  TO  CALIFORNIA — VOYAGE  TO  THE  LINE — WITH  AN  ADDENDUM 

ABOUT  PANAMA. 

March  17,  1851. — We  are  off  at  last  The  morning  ig  not  very 
promising,  but  it  is  soraething  to  know  that  we  have  made  a  start.  A 
dreary  sort  of  mist  hangs  over  the  Mersey :  we  can  see  bat  a  little  dis- 
tance  before  us ;  tbe  captain,  however,  says  we  have  a  fair  wind,  and  so 
away  we  go.  On  board  the  steam-tug  which  takes  us  to  the  Queen, 
lying  off  in  the  river,  I  now  for  the  first  time  behold  my  companion 
voyagers  assembled.  The  lady  who  is  on  her  way  to  join  her  husband  in 
San  Francisco  is  from  Scotland ;  our  captain  is  Scotch  also ;  a  German 
who  speaks  English  better  than  many  Englishmen ;  and  a  young  Irishman 
who  has  just  left  College,  with  myself,  complete  our  cabin  complement. 
We  are  to  have  no  steerage  passengers ;  and  as  our  captain  is  half-owner 
of  the  vessel,  and  possesses,  moreover — scarcely  less  valuable — an  excel- 
lent  letter  of  recommendation  in  an  intelligent  and  good-humoured 
countenance,  I  am  disposed  to  anticipate,  from  such  a  combination  of 
promising  facto,  a  voyage  with  as  many  agreeables  as  a  five  months'  life 
on  the  sea  can  possibly  afford.  Indeed,  considering  that  I  have  no  par- 
ticular  object  in  arriving  at  San  Francisco  before  my  cargo,  I  am  rather 
pleased  than  otherwise  that,  after  much  deliberation,  my  decision  was  to 
take  the  long  passage  rather  than  cross  the  Isthmus  of  Panama.  The 
letter  which  I  append,  written  by  one  who  had  taken  the  short  journey, 
will  well  repay  the  reader  for  its  perusal ;  and  it  may  be  the  cause  of 
influencing  others  who  may  be  debating  which  of  the  two  routes  is  the 
better — at  least,  until  better  means  of  crossing  the  Isthmus  shall  be 
afforded.  As  well  as  my  commercial  speculation  and  pro9pective  im- 
provement  of  health,  change  of  air  and  novelty  of  sea-life  have  much  to 
recommend  the  voyage  to  me ;  and  quitting  the  crowded  town  for  the 
ocean's  vast  expanse  and  the  untainted  breath  of  heaven,  is  to  me  at  this 
moment  most  mspiring.  Wealthy  men  expend  large  sums  in  building 
yachts  to  cruise  about  in :  I  have  recently  read  of  a  townsman  of  my  own 
who  has  fittcd  out  a  handsome  craft,  in  which  he  purposes  sailing  round 
the  world,  aceorapanied  by  a  chosen  party  of  friends ;— why  should  not  I, 
through  the  alchemv  of  Imagination,  regard  the  Queen  as  my  own  chosen 
craft,  and  our  expedition  over  the  waters  as  one  of  pleasure  alone  ?  To 
me  I  feel  that  it  will — nay,  it  shall  be  so.  Considering  the  ungenial 
state  of  the  weather,  our  little  party  evinces  a  mir  disnlay  of  good  spirits, 
and  we  are  soon  at  home  with  each  other.  On  reacning  the  vessel,  our 
first  care  is  to  prepare  our  respective  sleeping  quarters  ready  for  the 
ordeal  of  sickness,  which  we  are  all  expecting  to  undergo,  except  our 
lively  Irishman,  who  informs  us  that  he  'fears  it  not,  having  been  already 
seasoned  by  a  voyage  to  and  from  Australia.  He  is  the  first  to  com- 
plete the  arrangements  of  his  berth,  if,  indeed,  he  has  arranged  any thimr ; 
for  whilst  I  am  busy  with  the  steward  for  the  first  time  in  my  life, 
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airanging  sheets  and  blankets,  I  hear  the  light-hearted  Emeralder  on  hu 
way  to  the  deck,  humming  a  tune ;  and  now  he  gives  us  "  Sulla  Tromba" 
on  the  cornet-a-piston  in  first-rate  style.  1  had  heard  from  the  captain 
that  I  should  find  one  of  my  fellow-passengers  musical,  and  it  may  be 
oonceived  that  this  early  revelation  of  the  amateur  being  a  first-rate 
peifoimer  was  particularly  gratifying  to  me,  who  had  been  inclined  to 
regard  the  prospect  of  the  absenoe  of  music  for  a  long  period  as  one  of 
the  drawbaeks  of  the  voyage.  He  has  changed  the  air,  and  iß  now  giving 
the  "  Drum  Polka"  in  a  style  that  Köenig  only  could  surpass.  There ! 
come  or  come  not  sea-sickness,  my  bed  must  do  in  all  its  disarray.  I 
leave  my  berth  and  join  the  musician — whom  I  will  here  call  St.  Patrick 
— on  deck.  Here  we  were  joined  by  our  German  friend,  who  raade  his 
appearance  armed  with  a  long  meerschaum;  and,  whilst  puffing  forth 
volumes  of  sraoke,  almost  rivalüng  the  dense  volumes  poured  forth  by  the 
funnel  of  the  steamer  before  us,  he  politely  ofFered  his  cigar-case  to  me, 
inquiring  if  I  smoked,  and  adding,  if  I  preferred  it,  he  should  be  happy 
to  place  a  pipe  similar  to  the  one  he  was  using  at  my  disposal,  with  some 
very  fine  Turkish  tobacco.  "  I  will  try  your  Turkey  some  other  time," 
I  replied,  "  with  pleasure ;  but  at  present,  you  see,  I  am  provided  with  a 
cigar.     Allow  me  to  take  a  light  frorn  your  pipe." 

The  German's  eyes  gleamed  with  a  lively  satisfaction  in  thus  finding 
in  me  a  brother  lover  of  the  weed.  Smokers  are  not  selfish  in  their 
enjoyments.  They  can,  it  is  true,  and  do  smoke  alone,  and  relish  it ; 
bat  they  like  companionship  better.  We  were  rapidly  tugged  out  by  the 
steamer,  the  weather . somewhat  Clearing  as  the  day  advanced,  and  we 
could  just  perceive  the  Welsh  coast  streaking  away  like  a  line  of  still, 
darker  vapour,  through  the  mist  which  hung  over  the  waters.  And  now 
the  pilot  and  the  captain  shake  hands  and  part ;  the  former  leaves  us  for 
the  steamer :  the  last  link  is  brokeo,  or,  in  other  words,  the  rope  that 
attached  our  vessel  to  the  tug  is  unfastened,  the  Queen  is  left  to  herseif, 
and  the  steamer,  gracefully  turning,  with  the  waves  rushing  around  and 
curling  over  her  starboard  paddle- box,  retraces  her  course  to  Liverpool, 
her  few  hands  waving  a  good-by  to  us,  and  soon  a  wide  waste  of  water 
rolls  between  us.  In  the  course  of  my  first  evening  at  sea  carae  my  first 
sea-sickness.  For  its  advent  1  was  fully  prepared,  and  had,  as  I  imagined, 
laid  in  a  sumcient  amount  of  fortitude  to  meet  the  attack  bravely.  1  shall 
not  attempt  a  description  of  my  sensations ;  the  subject  has  been  treated 
of  sufficiently,  and  I  opine  that  sufferings  under  the  attack  vary  only  in 
the  length  of  their  conti nuance.  It  was  on  a  Monday  eveniog  when  I 
took  to  my  bed  too  ill  to  undress,  and  I  was  not  able  to  sit  up  until  the 
Friday  eveniog  following,  feeling  then  anything  but  well.  But  apart 
firom  sea-sickness,  the  events  of  each  night  were  sufficiently  try  in  g.  On 
Tuesday  morning,  the  fair  wind  with  which  we  started  deserted  us,  a 
head  wind  took  its  place,  and  we  were  consequently  unable  to  make  any 
progress.  Towards  night  it  blew,  what  the  sailors  terra,  a  füll  gale,  but 
which  I  should  have  considered  fully  entitled  to  the  designation  of  a  füll 
hurricane,  as  I  cannot  conceive  it  possible  for  the  winds  to  sweep  over  the 
waters  in  greater  strength  and  fury  than  they  did  that  night.  How  they 
did  howl  and  roar !  The  Queen  was  heaved  and  pitched  about  in  the 
sea,  as  though  some  gigantic  arms  beneath  the  waves  were  dealing  her 
staggering  blows,  shaking  her  from  head  to  stern,  and  occasionally 
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endeavouring  to  heave  her  over.  The  next  day  and  night  we  had  a 
continuance  of  the  lame  unpropitious  weather,  and  fbr  the  five  following 
days  we  continued  thus  beating  about  8t  George's  Channel,  and  from 
snatches  of  convenation  which  I  heard  hetween  the  captain  and  the  mate, 
it  seemed  to  me  that  Holyhead  and  Wexford  lights  we  were  never  to 
leave.  My  berth  door  I  left  open  each  night,  and,  as  it  looked  into  the 
cabin,  as  I  lay.in  my  bed  I  eould  see  the  captain,  by  the  light  of  the 
lamp  suspended  from  the  oeiling,  poring  over  his  chart  with  oompass  in 
band,  meaauring  and  cogitaüng,  with  a  sometimes  very  serious  brow.  On 
one  of  these  nights,  when  the  vessel's  falling  to  pieces  seemed  to  me  to 
be  inevitable,  and  when  our  German,  with  the  same  belief,  had  quitted 
his  bed,  and,  enveloped  in  a  stränge  looking  dressing«gown,  ooeasionally 
glided  past  in  the  hilf-lit  cabin,  appearing  like  some  troubled  spirit,  the 
mate  came  down  to  announce  to  the  captain  that  the  wreok  of  a  ship  had 
just  passed  us. 

The  morning  following  we  learned  that  during  the  night  we  had  had  a 
very  narrow  escape,  a  brig  which,  like  ourselves,  was  driving  about  the 
Channel,  having  all  but  run  into  us.  The  captain,  who  informed  me  of 
the  circumstance,  was  fortunately  on  deck  at  the  time,  and  seeing  her 
looming  through  the  darkness  close  upon  our  bow,  he  sprung  to  the 
wheel,  and  thereby  saved  us  from  a  oolüsion,  which  would,  in  all  proba- 
bility,  have  been  aisastrous  for  both  vessels.  She,  most  culpably,  bore  no 
light  at  her  bow,  and  how  her  people  failed  to  perceive  the  one  which  the 
Queen  carried  was  beyond  our  comprehension.  In  the  dead  of  night  I 
remember  hearing  a  cry,  as  it  were  of  sudden  alarm  and  terror,  but  little 
thought  that  we  were  so  near  a  catastrophe  at  the  moment. 

We  have  now  been  a  week  at  sea ;  a  change  has  taken  place ;  we  have 
a  fair  wind,  and  have  at  last  cleared  the  Channel.  Yah  Yah— for  so  I  will 
call  our  German — and  St  Patrick  are  both  up  and  doing.  The  Irishman, 
who  has,  unlike  myself  and  Yah  Yah,  escaped  sea-sickness  almost  alto- 
gether,  is  on  deck  with  his  comet-ä-piston,  giving  "  Rule  Britannia," 
with  variation8,  to  the  evidently  no  small  gratification  of  the  hands  of  a 
schooner  which  we  have  just  oome  up  with.    They  are  standing  together, 

Siang  at  us  as  we  go  ahead  with  our  studding-sails  all  set;  and  one  of 
em — doubtiess  more  patriotio  or  musical  than  hiß  fellows — inspired  by 
our  St  Patriok's  Performance,  raises  his  cap,  and  saluteß  us  with  a  loud 
hurrab.  "  An  Irishman,  for  a  guinea !"  I  exolaim ;  and  Yah  Yah  and 
myself  return  the  salute  at  the  top  of  our  voioes.  The  whole  of  the 
sohooner's  crew  heartily  respond,  waving  their  caps ;  and  St.  Patrick, 
with  increased  spirit,  repeats  the  strain. 

Thifl  is,  indeed,  inspiring.  The  sunshine  is  gleaming  over  the  gently 
heaving  waters.  the  sky  is  marbled  with  the  softest  white,  the  purest  blue, 
and  the  breese  that  bears  us  on  our  way  is  (oh,  how  gloriously !)  ex- 
hilarating.  Sea-sickness  is,  indeed,  a  severe  oraeal  to  pass  through ;  but 
the  reward  of  after  convalescence  amply  compensates  for  all  sufferings. 
What  delighttul  sensations  are  those  which  accompany  returning  health  I 
How  much  brighter  seem  the  sunbeams !  How  much  more  graceful  and 
beautiful  appear  the  heaving  waves !  The  flapping  canvas  and  the  creak- 
ing  masts  are  even  now  musical,  and  all  things  seem  surrounded  by  a 
cheering  halo  which  they  before  possessed  not.  We  rise  about  seven,  and 
breakfast  a  little  after  eight.     At  twelve  we  take  a  slight  lunch,  dining 
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at  three;  tea  10  served  at  nx;  and  at  eight  bell*  the  oaptain  leaves  the 
deck  to  join  us  in  a  nibber.  Yah  Yah  and  myself  confront  each  otber 
after  the  la§t  game  with  our  last  pipe ;  the  captain,  who  is  only  leaming 
to  smoke,  by  Ulis  time  generally  having  seoeded  from  the  puffing  trio, 
and  St.  Patrick  bringing  forth  bia  accordion  discourses  most  eloquent 
muric.  The  instrumenta  like  his  cornet-ä-piston,  is  one  of  the  best 
class,  and  he  can  play  anything.  Hearing  any  air  that  ifl  worin  remem- 
bering,  bot  once,  1*11  guarantee  our  perfonner  shall  catch  it,  and,  after 
one  or  two  trials  will  pUy  it  correctly  to  half  a  note.  Bravo,  St.  Patrick  I 
and  now  to  bed. 

We  have  been  out  fifteen  days :  all  the  canvas  is  spread,  and  a  fair 
wind  is  bearing  us  along  most  ßatisfaotorily.  To-morrow  Captain  Main 
expects  to  sight  Madeira.  We  endeavour  to  induoe  him  to  stay  there 
for  a  fow  hours,  but  he  shakes  his  head,  says  it  would  be  sacrificing  pro- 
pitious  weather,  and  talks  of  sojourning  instead  at  Valparaiso.  We  have 
▼aried  our  amusements  to-day  by  a  rifle  shooting  match.  A  target  sus- 
pended  from  the  starboard  swinging  boom,  being  some  fifty  yards  distant 
from  the  part  of  the  deek  where  we  stood  to  fire,  on  being  hauled  in, 
after  an  equal  discharge  of  shots  by  the  captain,  Yah  Yah,  and  myself, 
was  fbund  to  be  very  creditably  perforated;  owing,  however,  to  the 
thickness  of  the  board  being  too  great  to  sbow  at  the  distance  the  result 
of  each  discharge,  we  found  it  impossible,  with  any  certainty,  to  assign 
the  palm,  although  each  of  us,  and  I  think  conscientiouBly,  expressed  his 
belief  that  the  one  in  the  bull's  eye  belonged  to  him.  The  other  shots 
were  not  far  off  the  centre,  and  we  concraded,  with  some  justice,  that 
such  shooting  was  not  to  be  sneered  at,  even  by  the  grisaly  bears,  of 
which  we  hear  there  are  plenty  in  California,  and  whom  some  of  our 
party  indulge  in  anticipations  of  waiting  upon. 

St  Patrick  has,  unfortunately,  been  unable  to  take  a  part  in  the 
amusement,  he  being  laid  prostrate  in  his  berth  with  a  sore  throat,  a 
report  of  our  progress  being  made  to  him  through  the  opened  skylight, 
and  finally  Yah  Yah  took  down  into  the  cabin  the  battered  target,  to 
show  him  what  we  had  done.  Ever  sinoe,  the  invalid  Emeralder  has 
been  talking  about  another  match,  which  we  have  agreed  to  when  he 
shall  be  sufficienüy  recovered.  We  shall  have  a  better  target ;  and  if 
half  his  confidence  in  what  he  can  do  prove  to  be  well  founded,  we  shall 
have  to  hide  our  diminished  heads  indeed. 

Well,  St  Patrick,  I  like  your  spirit.  Even  as  I  write,  I  can  see  him 
in  his  berth,  where  pale— nay,  very  pale— he  lies  extended  on  his  back, 
whilst  trying  over  bis  accordion  a  melody  which,  hearing  me  hum  over, 
he  has  caugnt,  and  now  discourses  with  most  exquisite  taste  and  feeling. 
Our  lady-passenger,  who  has  suffered  severely,  having  been  confined  to 
her  berth  from  the  day  of  our  sailing  to  the  present  time,  at  length  joins 
us  at  table.  We  rejoice  to  have  her  amongst  us*  and,  to  me,  her  Scottuh 
accent  is  both  novel  and  pleasing.  She  possesses  a  good  störe  of  books ; 
and  my  own  little  library  being  in  a  ehest  which  is  stowed  away  in  a  part 
of  the  vessel  where  my  having  access  to  it  before  the  end  of  the  voyage 
b  somewhat  problematical,  I  have  been  glad  to  avail  myself  of  the  offer 
of  the  use  of  her  volumes,  although  consisting  of  little  beside  light 
literature,  which,  by  the  way,  may,  in  my  opinion,  be  read  with  greater 
pleasure  during  a  sea  voyage  than  anywhere  eise.    Of  the  volumes  thns 
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placed  at  my  Service,  "  Jane  Eyre,"  "  Wuthering  Heights,"  and  "  Agnes 
Gray,"  "El  Dorado,"  by  Bayard  Taylor,  and  "Evangeline,"  by  Long- 
fellow,  I  have  gone  through ;  and  1  have  Lamartine's  "  Genevieve"  by 
my  side  to  commence  when  1  lay  down  my  pen.  "  Evangeline"  afforded 
nie  what  I  would  term  a  truly  pure  treat.  There  is  a  charming  freshness 
and  naturalness  about  Longfellow's  poems,  in  my  opinion  uneqnalled  by 
those  of  any  living  poet.  Alas !  yesterday  poor  "  Evangeline  "  went  to 
tbe  fishes.  Yah  Yah  had  the  book  to  read  after  me,  and  he  accidentally 
let  it  fall  overboard.  "Jane  Eyre"  is  indeed  a  clever  work;  its  chief 
fault,  in  my  opinion,  is  in  its  being  too  clever — or  rather,  Miss  Jane 
herseif.  With  much  na\vetiy  and,  as  I  think,  truth,  our  good-tempered 
lady  passenger  observed,  "  It's  no  likely  that  a  wee  lassie  like  yon  '  Jane 
Eyre*  could  talk  i*  that  fashion,  just  like  any  sage."  This  work,  how- 
ever,  is  immeasurably  superior  to  either  of  the  productions  of  the  author's 
sisters.  The  greater  variety  and  individuality  of  character  brought  on 
the  canvas,  as  well  as  the  general  treatment,  presents,  to  say  the  least  of 
it,  a  wonderful  display  of  mental  powers  for  a  woman  even  in  these  later 
days,  when  feminme  mentalism,  lf  I  may  use  the  term,  has  taken  such 
high  ground. 

This  is  the  8th  of  April ;  we  continue  to  have  highly  favourable  wea- 
ther,  and  we  are  making  fast  progress.  Our  expectations  of  seeing 
Madeira  were  not  realised.  Porto  Santo  loomed  dimly  in  sight  during 
the  day,  and  at  night  we  passed  the  Isle  of  Wine  Madeira.  Yesterday  we 
had  in  Company  for  some  hours  an  emigrant  vessel,  bound  for  Australia ; 
and  also  a  brig,  on  her  way  to  Rio  Janeiro.  The  latter  approached  us 
sufficiently  near  for  her  captain  to  hold  a  colloquy  with  ours,  which  was 
followed  by  an  incidentsomewhat  unusual,  I  fancy,  on  the  broad  Atlantic. 
On  board  the  brig  were  some  two  or  three  families  of  passengen,  amongst 
them  several  young  girls  of  prepossessing  appearance. 
"  Play  the  Schottische  for  them,"  said  I  to  our  musician. 
St.  Patrick  dived  down  into  the  cabin  for  his  instrument  at  the  Sugges- 
tion, and,  as  I  had  anticipated,  on  hearing  the  air,  they  commenced  the 
danoe,  going  through  it  very  gracefully,  notwithstanding  the  occasional 
lurching  of  the  vessel.  This  was  followed  by  several  waltzes  which  our 
Emeralder  played,  all  of  which  they  danced  to,  and  thus,  side  by  side, 
we  rode  the  waters.  Perhaps  never  before  were  trippers  on  the  light 
fantastic  toe  and  their  music  so  situated. 

April  9th. — Another  lovely  day.  Warm  sunshine,  with  the  delightful 
accompaniment  of  an  exhilarating  breeze.  We  have  lost  sight  of  the 
emigrant  vessel,  but  the  brig  is  stül  in  view,  on  the  extreme  verge  of  the 
western  horizon.  Whilst  we  were  at  break£ast  this  morning,  a  whale  in 
sight  was  announced,  and,  hastening  on  deck,  we  beheld  an  unwieldy 
brownish-looking  heap,  rising  just  above  the  waters,  about  five  hundred 
yards  from  the  vessel  on  the  larboard  bow.  Soon  after,  the  appearance 
of  a  huge  fin,  and  the  creature's  simultaneous  discharge,  hign  into  the 
air,  of  a  stream  of  water,  announced  most  unmistakably  that  it  was 
something  more  than  very  like  a  whale. 

After  the  disappearance  of  the  sea-elephant,  as,  I  think,  the  whale 
might  not  inaptly  be  termed,  other  stränge  things  of  the  deep,  scarcely 
less  attractive,  demanded  our  attention.  Following  iu  the  course  of  the 
receding  waters  in  the  wake  of  the  vessel,  varying  in  length  from  two  to 
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fiye  and  six  feet,  were  seen  numbere  of  snakes,  some  fiilly  extended, 
othera  partly  or  wholly  coiled  up,  and  seemingly  as  varied  in  colours  and 
hues  as  their  sizes.  Silver,  green,  and  darker  green,  with  crested  backe 
of  gold,  were  the  most  prevalent,  whilst  occasionally  amongst  them 
appeared  otbers  of  bronze,  sickly-looking  yellow,  and  raven  black.  None 
of  the  sailors  had  ever  seen  them  elsewhere  before  than  in  the  Chinese 
Seas.  Whilst  leaning  over  the  stern  of  the  ship  watching  their  move- 
ments,  I  was  strack  by  the  appearanoe  of  still  more  novel  objecto,  in  in- 
numerable  globules  of  the  most  vivid  gleaming  emerald  and  blue,  in 
various  shades,  which,  rising  from  the  deep  through  the  clear  pale 
green  waves,  seemed,  as  they  reached  the  surface,  where  feil  upon  them 
the  sunlight's  gold,  to  glitter  with  a  brightness  and  beauty  that  would 
well  entitle  them  to  the  appellation  of  diamonds  of  the  sea.  Indeed,  I 
never  beheld  diamonds  so  beautifuL 

We  have  fixed  upon  to-morrow  for  another  shooting-match  with  the 
rifle.  Yesterday  we  fixed  a  target  at  the  forecastle,  and,  at  some  four- 
teen  paces,  had  a  trial  of  skill  with  pistols.  At  this  Yah  Yah  was  the 
victor.  Our  amusement  was,  however,  very  nearly  proving  a  tragedy. 
St  Patrick,  who  shot  with  a  double  barrel,  made  on  a  somewhat  novel 
principle,  whilst  expatiating  on  its  properties,  as  illustrated  by  the  mark 
he  had  left  near  the  bull's  eye,  whilst  waiting  bis  turn  discnarged  bis 
piece — Yah  Yah,  the  captain,  and  myself,  at  the  moment,  literally  sur- 
rounding  him.  Never  was  there  a  nearer  escape  than  that  of  our  worthy 
skipper's,  the  bullet  grazing  bis  coat ;  and,  standing  as  we  were,  that  all 
of  us  escaped  is  little  short  of  a  miracle.  Our  Emeralder,  as  may  be 
imagined,  was  not  a  little  astonished.  He  looked  first  at  the  pistol,  then 
at  us,  with  a  blended  expression  of  astonishment  and  alarm  on  his  coun- 
tenance,  that,  with  a  less  alarming  circumstance  attendant,  would  have 
been  laughable.  How  he  managed  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  ;  but,  in 
spite  of  his  protestations  that  it  was  altogether  the  pistol's  fault,  we  all 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  would  be  requisite  to  keep  a  sharp  look 
out  when  St  Patrick  again  handled  the  barkers. 

April  15. — We  are  now  in  the  tropica,  and  expect  to  arrive  at  the 
equator  in  about  seven  days  hence.  The  weather  contiimes  delightfully 
fine;  aud,  up  to  the  present,  we  have  suffered  uo  inconvenience  from  the 
heat,  though  the  thermomcter  has  risen  to  eighty.  Our  cabin  is  roomy 
and  well  ventilated,  and  there  is  a  refreshing  breeze  stirriug.  We  have 
an  ezcellent  table,  with  great  variety ;  and  the  wines  uro  first-rate. 
Captain  Main  supplies  us  with  a  particularly  fine  claret  at  a  moderate 
charge  ;  and  let  those  who  have  ever  regaled  themselves  with  that  deli- 
cious  liquid  in  the  vicinity  of  the  equator,  declare  the  juice  of  what 
grape  can,  not  to  say  surpass,  but  equal  it  ? 

We  havo  not  been  above  a  month  at  sea,  and  all  our  little  Company 
are  as  friendly  with  each  other  as  though  our  companionship  had  been  as 
many  years  as  it  has  been  days.  St.  Patrick,  I  have  already  observed, 
quitted  College  (Trinity,  Dublin)  for  this  expedition  to  California. 
Strange  seems  such  a  change ;  but  it  appears  he  has  a  brother  who  for 
some  time  has  been  in  the  gold  land,  and  whom  he  purposes  joining. 
To  turn  agriculturist  in  California,  with  a  moderate  capital,  and  the 
possessiou  also  of  a  knowledgc  of  farmiug,  is,  I  think  with  St.  Patrick, 
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likely  to  am  wer  better  than  the  protpect  of  a  poor  curacy  in  Ireland. 
He  u  a  lomewhat  remarkable  character,  the  olassics  being  bis  particular 
hobby,  and  for  them  he  appears  to  have  sacrificed  almost  eveiy  other 
branch  of  knowledge.  He  is  certainly  well  up  in  the  mannen,  oustoms, 
mythology,  and  antiquities  of  the  heroio  ages,  but  knows  little  or  nothing 
of  the  age  in  whioh  he  lives.  Homer  and  Virgil,  Tacitus  and  Cicero, 
he  hag  indeed  at  his  fingen'  ends  ;  but,  to  save  his  life,  could  not  teil 
when  Shakspeare  li?ed,  who  was  Oliver  Cromwell,  or  when  England,  to 
save  her  liberties,  ohanged  her  govereign. 

Yah  Yah  proves  to  be  a  very  good-tempered  and  intelligent  fellow, 
and  his  hobby  his  pipe.  From  morn  to  dewy  eye  is  he  puffine  away — a 
veritable  peripatetic  ohimney.  He  leaves  a  wife  and  two  ohildren  in 
Germany,  the  late  revolution  having  brought  to  him  disastrous  conse- 
quences,  and  to  make  a  bold  dash  at  fortune,  he  proeeeds  to  California. 
May  the  dreams  in  which  he  indulges  of  retorning  to  his  dear  fatherland, 
with  his  objeot  accomplished,  be  realised ! 

How  truly  beautifbl  are  sunsets  in  the  tropica !  fully  entitled  as  they 
are  to  all  that  has  been  said  of  them.  I  ezpected  mach,  but  have  fbund 
more  in  the  reality  than  even  the  picturings  of  my  imagination.  They 
strike  me  chiefly  as  presenting  a  greater  yariety  of  coloun,  more  vivid, 
and  tints  more  delicate,  than  we  are  accustomed  to  see  in  England.  I 
cannot  refrain  from  attempting  a  description  of  two  of  these  sunsets,  not 
the  most  beautiful,  but  the  most  singular  I  have  witnessed.  Last  even- 
ing,  there  was  a  display  of  colouring  in  the  sky  most  startling.  From 
benind  a  long  and  deep  belt  of  dark  grey  clouds,  in  many  places  inter- 
spersed  with  large  masses  of  raven  blackness,  bright  crimson  rays,  vivid 
as  though  proceeding  from  some  vast  city  in  flames,  extending  many 
degrees  across  tbe  sky,  shot  up,  almost  reaching  to  the  senith ;  whilst,  on 
the  extreme  right,  suggesting  contrast  of  turmoil  and  tranquillity,  in  the 
midst  of  the  dark  masses  of  clouds  a  large  opening  of  the  most  delicate 
pale  green  revealed  itself,  appearing  like  some  mountain  lake,  such  as  I 
have  seen  amidst  the  wildness  of  the  hüls  in  Wales,  in  the  silence  and 
solitude  of  scenes  almost  by  human  foot  untrod. 

The  evening  previous  I  was  Struck  by  the  appearance  of  the  dark  form 
of  a  colossal  Dear,  just  and  harmonious  in  its  ^iant-like  proportional 
Standing  on  a  ridge  of  dark  grey  clouds,  boldly  defined  against  a  back- 
ground  of  the  softest  blue  fiushed  with  the  faultest  perceptible  suffusion 
of  pink  and  orange.  There  was  not  the  vestige  of  a  shadow  beside  the 
figure  of  the  bear  above  the  far-stretching  strata  of  murky  clouds  on 
which  it  appeared  to  stand,  as  though  looking  towards  another  world. 

Turning  from  contemplating  these  striking  sunsets  when  the  beauteous 
tints  and  the  fantastic  forms  of  the  clouds  have  passed  away — there  being 
little  or  no  twilight — the  moon  and  stars  seem  to  appear  in  all  their  bright- 
ness  on  the  heavens  at  once.  The  masts,  Span,  and  sails  of  the  vessel  in 
shadow  have  the  appearance  of  being  increased  to  double  their  ordinary  size, 
and  the  foremast,  bearing  like  wings  on  each  side  its  far-spreading 
studding-sails,  extending  over  the  water,  give  the  whole  an  appearance  sug- 
gestive of  an  immense  curtain  in  a  vast  theatre.  What  a  roof  the  star- 
gemmed  sky  !  What  a  stage  the  mighty  ocean !  The  idea  will  perhaps 
seem  extravagant,  but  I  think  natural  enougb,  when  it  is  rememberedthat 
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it  is  a  voyager  who  regards  the  sails  of  the  ahip  in  their  ßhadowy  magnitade, 
bearingnim  as  they  do  onward,  as  the  curtain  behind  which  lies  the 
scene  of  bis  fnture.  That  life  it  indeed  a  dream  to  all,  cannot  more 
strikingly  teem  go  than  to  him  who,  having  quitted  the  hurly-burly  of 
crowded  towns,  and  the  antecedens  of  whose  life  have  been  somewhat 
eventfal,  meditates  on  the  past,  the  scene  of  hiß  reflections  being  a  silent 
ship  in  the  stilly  night,  with  the  restless  ocean  heaving  around,  and  above 
him  displayed  the  night  illumination  of  heaven. 

Captain  Main  has  to-day  requested  us  to  have  our  letters  ready,  as  he 
proposes  speakingthe  first  homeward-bound  ship  that  we  may  meet.  And 
so,  for  the  present,  I  dose,  purposing,  if  all  shall  continue  to  go  well,  to 
send  a  continuation  of  my  diary  from  the  golden  shores  to  which  I  am 
bound. 

The  following  lines  1  penned  the  morntng  after  our  leaving  the 
Channel : 

TO  THE  OCEAN. 

Thou'rt  tranqtiil  now, 
And  nought  but  music  has  thy  voice  to  me ; 

Upon  thy  brow 
Bright  sunbeam8  play,  as  though  they  ne'er  did  see, 
As  I  have  seen,  the  terrible  in  thee. 

I  scarce  can  deem 
In  tbee  the  storm-tossM  sea  of  yesternight. 

With  joyous  gleam 
Thy  gentle  waters  heave  in  golden  light 
Deep  blue,  with  crests  of  glossy,  snowy  white. 

Beauty  is  thine — 
With  something  fearful  in  thy  beanty  too. 

'Tis  ever  mine, 
Ocean,  to  read  in  thee,  whate'er  thy  hue, 
*     All  thou  hast  done,  and  all  that  thou  wouldst  do. 

Over  each  shore 
That  curbs  thee  now,  what  triumph  thine  to  leap» 

And,  with  wild  roar 
Of  mountain  wares,  in  conquering  march  to  sweep, 
And  barvest  of  destruction  'midst  the  eitles  reap ! 

Bot  ne'er  again 
Thine  such  a  triumph,  Ocean.    Never  more 

Be  thy  domain 
Tbe  universal  world  without  a  sbore — 
Alone,  thee,  and  the  sky,  and  thy  exultant  roar. 

Why  thy  unrest  ? 
From  clime  to  clime,  why,  sobbing,  dost  thou  roam  ? 

Why  tear  thy  breast 
With  passion^s  storms  ?    Is  it  because  thou'st  known, 
And  wailst  the  loss — the  wide  world  for  thy  throne  ? 

Part  IL 

The  following  is  the  letter  alhided  to  in  the  early  part  of  my  Diary: 

"  Panama,  June,  1850. 
"  We  reached  Chagres  in  a  fortnight  from  New  York,  and  hired  an 
openboat  to  take  five  of  us  up  the  river  to  Gorgona,  or  Cruees.     We 
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started  about  three  p.m.  oa  Monday,  the  lOth  instant,  with  two  rowers 
and  a  steersman,  and  had  not  proceeded  above  two  miles  when  the  ßky, 
which  was  befbre  without  a  cloud,  became  suddenly  overcast,  and  soon  as 
black  as  midnight.  The  rain  came  down  in  torrents,  thunder  in  fearful 
crashes  pealed  along  the  heavens,  and  there  we  were  in  the  midst  of  a 
rapidly  rolling  river,  with  large  prostrate  trees  half  slung  across  it  at  fre- 
quent  intervals  on  either  side,  and  which  had  been  loosenedfrom  the  steep 
banks,  sinking  down  to  the  bed  of  the  stream.  To  avert  our  coming  in  con- 
taet  with  these  awkward  obstacles  to  our  progress,  we  had  nothing  to  gnide 
us  save  the  occasional  lightning  flash  that  momentarily  illumined  the 
wild  scenery  around.  Had  we  encountered  one  of  these  formidable  snags, 
there  is  litüe  doubt  bat  that  a  capsize  would  have  been  inevitable,  and, 
under  the  circumßtances,  escape  from  drowning  next  to  impossible. 

"  About  ten  p.m.  we  arrived  at  a  rancho.  The  sun  had  set  about 
half-past  five,  when  Mr.  Gearoch  and  one  of  our  little  party  got  shelter 
on  shore,  and  myself  and  the  other  took  up  our  quarters  in  the  boat. 
Nest  day  the  river  was  much  swollen,  and  we  could  only  make  six  miles, 
stoppin?  for  the  night  at  a  rancho  called  Vamos  Vamos,  where,  during 
the  night,  I  again  slept  in  the  boat.  Our  steersman  had  fallen  sick  and 
leffc  us  on  the  first  day,  and  on  the  second  day  one  of  the  boatmen  feil 
overboard,  and  was  afterwards  unable  to  move  from  fever  and  ague,  so 
we  hired  a  black  for  twenty  dollars,  and  set  off  on  our  third  day 's  voyage. 
This  day  we  succeeded  only  in  making  about  three  miles,  and  on  the  day 
Mowing  about  one  mUe  more.  The  river  had  risen  upwards  of  thirty 
feet,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  14th  we  were  appalled  bv  the  appearance 
of  the  body  of  a  dead  man  floatiog  down  the  stream,  and  during  the  day 
the  bodies  of  two  more,  and  a  child.  We  now  agreed,  as  we  had  already 
run  great  risks  of  our  lives,  for  three  of  us  to  lighten  the  boat  by  taking 
to  the  shore,  and  finding  a  way  as  we  best  could ;  and,  accordingly,  Mr. 
Chamberlain,  Mr.  Forbes,  and  myself,  got  out,  and  with  the  assisflance  of 
a  native  guide,  to  whom  we  had  to  pay  five  dollars,  made  our  way  to  San 
Pablos.  Here  we  arrived  long  before  the  boat  and  our  companions,  and 
were  well  rested  by  the  time  they  got  up,  which  was  two  p.m.  We  had 
all  started  at  the  same  time — vis.,  five  in  the  morning.  At  San  Pablos, 
Mr.  Chamberlain,  Mr.  Forbes,  and  I,  agreed  to  hire  a  guide  to  conduct 
us  through  the  forest  to  Gorgona ;  but,  by  the  misconduct  of  one  of  our 
party,  whom  I  will  not  more  particularly  designate  than  as  the  Canadian 
Doctor,  and  who  got  most  unmistakably  intoxicated,  Chamberlain,  with 
two  or  three  Americans,  whom  we  found  at  the  rancho,  started  off  with 
the  guide,  leaving  us  to  manage  the  drunken  doctor  as  we  could.  Tying 
this  worthy  hand  and  foot,  we  consigned  him  to  the  boat,  and  by  un- 
dertaking  the  craft  with  this  precious  freight,  Forbes  and  myself  started 
after  Chamberlain's  party,  trusting  to  overtake  them. 

"  We  Struck  into  the  wood,  but  after  two  or  three  hours'  hard  scrambling, 
we  found  ourselves  without  the  slightest  trace  of  a  track  to  guide  us,  the 
party  who  had  preceded  us  on  the  route  having,  as  we  found  to  our 
disraay,  left  no  marks  of  their  passage  on  which  we  could  depend.  On 
coming  to  a  stream  the  trail  would  suddenly  disappear,  the  traversers 
having  descended  into  the  water  where  they  best  could,  Walking  a  con- 
siderable  way  up  or  down  before  a  practicable  place  to  cross  over  would 
present  itself,  not  unfrequently  returning  on  the  same  side  of  the  river  on 
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which  they  first  proceeded,  the  only  means,  probably,  of  doubling  some 
otherwise  impassable  point  There  is,  of  course,  no  track  in  the  stream 
— at  all  events,  not  to  the  search  of  such  unpractised  ones  as  we  were, 
wbatever  might  be  done  by  such  sagacious  men  as  Cooper  descrihes, 
following  the  trail  through  water  as  well  as  on  terra  firma.  It  was 
nearly  nightfall  when  we  found  ourselves  wading  a  stream,  searching  in 
vain  to  find  a  track,  ventaring  frequently  into  inuddy  water,  of  which  we 
could  not  see  the  bottom.  At  length  we  found  a  way,  and  again  into  the 
thick  copse  we  pushed,  tired  and  torn,  the  heat  exoessive,  being  within 
eight  degrees  of  the  equator,  and  night  dose  upon  us.  Scarcely  had  we 
advanced  a  dozen  paces,  when  we  were  almost  paralysed  by  the  deep  roar 
of  a  tiger  dose  beside  us.  1t  was  the  first  time  in  my  life  of  being 
terror-struck,  and  the  Sensation  I  shall  never  forget  We  crouched  down 
instinctively  dose  together,  for  a  few  moments  not  daring  even  to  breathe. 
Forbes's  terror,  however,  so  mastered  him,  that,  to  my  great  dismay,  he 
burst  into  tears,  sobbing  like  a  child.  *  Good  God !'  he  exdaimed,  on  my 
urging  him  to  be  silent,  (how  can  you  ezpect  me  to  be  quiet,  when 
we  are  instantly  to  be  torn  and  eaten  by  a  wild  beast.'  I  did  most 
fervently  commit  my  frightened  companion  and  myself  to  the  care  of 
Providence,  and  then,  inconsistent  as  it  was,  with  an  oath  I  ordered 
Forbes  to  come  on  and  hold  bis  peace,  or  I  would  leave  him  to  be  torn 
and  eaten  alone.  Carrying  my  large  knife  in  my  hand,  I  forced  my  way 
along,  Forbes  following  dose  at  my  heels;  and  after  another  hour  of 
fatiguing  exertion,  when  it  was  quite  dark,  we  were  cheered  by  the 
appearance  of  a  rancho  light.  Here  we  found  an  Indian  and  bis  squaw. 
They  provided  us  with  coffee,  and  spread  for  us  a  mat  on  the  floor  to 
sleep  beside  themselves.  How  grateful  we  feit  for  the  succour  which 
thus  bove  in  eight  in  the  midst  of  our  almost  despair,  they  only  who  have 
been  in  a  similar  positdon  can  appreciate.  In  the  morning  we  gave  our 
Indian  Jiost  a  five  dollars  gold  piece,  and  prevailed  on  him  to  guide  us  to 
Gorgona,  which  was  about  eleven  miles  distant.  It  was  just  daybreak 
when  we  started. 

"  Our  conductor  could  not  speak  English,  and  we  could  only  manage  a 
very  few  words  in  Spanish.  Notwithstanding,  we  were  able  to  effect  a 
dear  understanding  with  him  ere  quitting  the  rancho.  He  went  on 
before  us,  naked  as  he  was  born,  with  a  pipe  in  bis  mouth,  which,  occa- 
sionally  stopping,  he  proffered  me  to  take  a  whiff  from,  never  failing, 
liowever,  to  remind  me  that  I  must  give  him  brandy  when  we  should 
reach  Gorgona.  Up  to  our  waists  we  waded  two  rivers,  crossing  another 
by  a  bridge  in  the  shape  of  a  large  tree,  which  had  been  felled  so  as  to 
cross  the  stream.  It  was  a  little  past  eight  a.m.  when  we  arrived  at  the 
place  of  destination,  our  hands  and  faces  scratched  and  bleeding,  and  our 
bodies  literally  raining  Perspiration.  Gearoch  had  not  arrived  with  the 
boat,  and,  consequently,  we  had  no  dothes  w  here  with  to  effect  a  change, 
so  Forbes  and  myself  proceeded  to  the  river  and  enjoyed  the  luxury  of  a 
bath.  We  were  careful  in  not  proceeding  far  from  the  sbore,  knowing 
that  we  were  in  the  vicinity  of  alligators,  numbers  of  which  we  had  seen. 

"  The  following  day  was  Sunday,  and  about  noon  we  were  gratified 
with  the  appearance  of  Gearoch  with  the  boat.  He  had  had  considerable 
trouble  with  his  unruly  passenger ;  and  not  having  had  a  wink  of  sleep 
throughout  the  night,  on  bis  arrival  he  was  almost  dead  beat    Here  we 


118  BOUGH  NOTES  FROM  MT  DIABY. 

agreed  to  abandon  the  boat  and  walk  to  Panama,  twenty-seven  miles 
dutant,  instead  of  going  six  miles  further  up,  to  Cruces,  Crom  which 
place  the  distance  to  Panama  is  twenty-one  miles.  Whilst  we  were  at 
Gorgona,  we  learned  that  twenty-two  of  our  fellow-passengers  in  the 
Ohio,  from  New  York,  had  been  upset  and  drowned  in  the  river  Chagres. 
Another  party  of  thirty-seven,  who  had  been  our  fellow-passengers  in  the 
same  ship,  had  also  met  with  a  similar  catastrophe.  Some  of  their  number 
were  saved,  but  their  boat  and  all  their  luggage  was  lost.  Of  those  who 
perishedf  how  long,  perhaps  never,  will  their  friends  hear  of  their  fate  ? 
On  opening  my  trunks  I  found  every  article  black,  wet,  and  moulded. 
Sabbath  as  it  was,  I  conveyed  the  whole  to  an  eddy  of  the  river  and  well 
washed  them ;  and  it  was,  I  asaure  you,  a  very  hard  afternoon's  work. 
We  stayed  three  days  in  Gorgona.  In  that  time  being  well  rested,  we 
came  on  here  to  Panama  on  mules.  It  is  the  rainy  season  at  this  place 
(June),  and  there  are  several  thousand  people  waiting  for  boats  to  take 
them  on  to  San  Francisco,  which  is  about  3600  miles  üjstant  We  expect 
to  remain  here  for  a  week  or  two,  which  you  may  be  sure  we  mnch  regret, 
as  it  is  rery  sickly. 

"  Of  those  who  have  sojouraed  here  in  this  place  for  a  month,  not 
fewer  than  one  in  eyery  eight  have  been  carried  off  by  the  Panama  fever. 
This  you  must  admit  is  fearful  slaughter  to  be  amidst.  Yesterday  I 
heard  a  most  impressive  sermon  preached  by  a  Rev.  Mr.  Brees:  it  was  on 
the  death  of  a  Mrs.  Hardy,  of  Brooklyn,  New  York,  whose  husband  and 
little  child  were  present  during  the  preaching  of  the  sermon.  It  was  a 
most  impressive  and  melanohofy  sight  to  look  around  on  the  faces  of  the 
congregation,  many  men  of  whom  had  a  few  days  or  weeks  before  suf- 
fered  similar  bereavements,  and  performed  the  last  rites  to  friends  and 
relatives,  who,  a  little  month  ago,  had  set  out  with  them  in  health,  spirits, 
and  vigour,  indulging  in  bright  dreams  of  the  future,  and  of  the  El 
Dorado  to  which  they  were  bound.  For  my  part,  I  am  certaiiityslanguid 
and  somewhat  feeble  from  the  excessive  neat  and  the  fatigue  which  I 
have  so  recently  undergooe,  but  otherwise  have  good  health,  and  am 
bappy  to  say  my  friend  Gearocb  has  the  same.  This  is  the  6th  of  July ; 
our  expected  steamer  has  not  yet  arrived,  and  is  now  not  expected  for 
two  or  three  weeks.  I  am  now  much  put  out  by  this  unwelcome  piece  of 
intelligence,  as,  instead  of  diminishing,  the  fearful  sickness  and  mortality 
seems  to  be  on  the  increase.  This  Panama  is  certainly  a  horrible  place  to 
live  in ;  there  is  no  law  or  authority  in  any  shape  that  is  respected,  save 
that  of  the  knife  and  pistol.  Yesterday  mornhig  a  man  was  found  mur- 
dered  outside  the  walls  of  the  town.  He  had  been  successful  at  gambling 
the  night  previous,  and  it  is  supposed  his  murderer  and  Jobber  had  dogged 
his  steps  from  the  hell,  and  stabbed  him  as  he  was  proceeding  home.  The 
governor  instituted  no  inquiry  into  the  matter,  and  the  bloody  corpse  was 
pitched  into  a  hole  with  no  more  ceremony  than  would  attend  the  burial 
of  a  dog.  Murders  here  are  of  frequent  occurrence,  and  are  never 
inquired  into ;  they  take  place  as  a  matter  of  course. 

u  The  excessive  heat  is  indeed  fearfully  trying.  Whenl  see  strong 
stelwart-looking  men  sick  and  dying  around  me  by  the  score,  I  am 
astonished  that  I  preserve  my  own  health  so  well,  being,  as  you  know, 
anythinj?  but  the  giant  in  my  frame.  I  refer  it  principaily  to  my 
abstatning  from  the  luscious  tropica!  fruits  here  so  abundant,  such  as 
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orange*,  pine-apples,  pears,  &c.,  keeping  out  of  the  ran,  firequent  bathing, 
and  drinking  no  water  without  Cream  of  tartar,  vinegar,  or  brandy  in  it ; 
partaking  sparingly  of  animal  food,  smoking  continually,  and  abstaining 
firom  all  mediane.  There  is  no  spring  water  here,  and  what  they  have 
appears  to  be  wholly  a  distillation  of  decayed  vegetable  matter,  very 
poisonous  when  drunk  undiluted.  Gambling  is  camed  on  in  Panama  to 
a  fearful  extent ;  every  other  house  is  used  as  a  hell,  and  all  are  crowded 
firom  about  mid-day  to  about  four  or  five  o'clock  in  the  morning.  We 
bare  slept  right  OTer  one  of  them,  and  have  been  roused  every  night  with 
gamblers'  quarreis,  and  shouts  of  murder.  This  day  the  Oregon  sailed 
for  San  Francisco.  We  saw  her  depart,  and  grieved  that  we  could  not 
go  also ;  but  we  had  no  tickets,  nor  could  they  be  procured  under  500  to 
600  dollars  each. 

"  Last  Sunday  I  again  went  to  Service,  and  heard  an  excellent  dis- 
course  given  by  a  missionary  who  was  about  to  proceed  to  California.  In 
the  afternoon  in  the  same  building  there  was  an  ezhibition  of  horseman- 
ship,  the  proprietor  of  the  equestrian  establishment  having  allowed  the 
preaoher  to  useit  without  charge.  Here  also,  on  Sunday,  there  are  cock- 
fights,  bull-fights,  nun,  balls,  and,  in  short,  everything  taking  place  but 
that  which  would  remind  one  of  the  Sabbath-day.  The  post  closes  to* 
morrow,  and  now  I  dose  this,  leaving  a  little  space  in  case  I  should  have 
aught  to  add. 

"  July  7. — Exultissimo  1  The  steamer  has  arrived,  and  we  sail  this 
week  or  next  fbr  San  Francisco.  What  do  you  think  of  this  ?  Forbes 
had  become  so  truly  horrified,  that  he  this  morning  started  on  his  journey 
back  again.  I  fancy  it  would  take  a  great  deal  more  to  induce  me  to 
roake  a  retrograde  movement  after  enduring  so  much,  and  Coming  thus 
far;  but  Forbes  is,  I  fancy,  made  of  more  yielding  stuff.  As  well  as 
Forbes,  however,  scores  have  turned  back  on  arriving  at  this  place— it 
has  been  a  Doubting  Castle  with  a  vengeance  to  many.  I  have  been 
to  see  the  burying-ground,  which  is  about  a  mile  distant  from  the  town, 
and  truly  it  presents  a  most  melancholy  sight.  It  borders  the  forest  not 
far  firom  the  native  country,  and  may  be  said  to  be  sweetly  situated  ;  but 
the  sight  of  so  much  newly  turned-up  clay,  in  a  place  where  human 
beings  were  never  interred  before,  made  me  sick ;  but  it  might,  perhaps, 
have  been  the  effluvium,  for  there  was  not  a  breath  of  air  surring;  it  was 
excessively  bot,  and  the  bodies  were  barely  concealed  beneath  the  thin 
layer  of  earth  above  them. 

a  Off  Acapulco,  July  26. — We  arrived  here  yesterday,  after  eight 
days'  steaming  from  Panama,  and  we  start  to-day  for  San  Francisco, 
which  we  expect  to  reach  about  the  lOth  or  12th  of  August.  We  are 
overcrowded  in  the  steamer,  and  the  stench  of  the  water  is  such  as  to 
compel  us  to  hold  our  nostrils  while  drinking  it.  From  thirty  to  forty 
on  board  are  seriously  ill,  quite  apart  from  sea-sickness.  One  man  died 
the  day  before  yesterday,  and  another  yesterday  morning.  They  were 
sewn  in  old  hammocks,  a  piece  of  iron  was  fastened  to  their  heeb,  and 
thus,  without  a  word  said  over  them,  were  pitched  over.  I  sat  beside 
the  first  that  died  for  several  hours  before  he  expired.  He  had  no  friend 
— no  relation  with  him ;  he  was,  indeed,  alone ;  and,  until  I  approached 
him,  there  was  not  a  soul  to  receive  his  last  requests,  or  whisper  a  Single 
word  of  consolatton.     We  expect  to  get  out  of  the  tropics  in  two  or 
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three  days,  and  to  experience  a  change  from  the  oppressive  and,  situated 
as  we  are,  the  killing  heat.  Acapulco,  from  what  we  see  of  it,  appears 
to  be  a  very  beautiful  place.  The  town  is  situated  at  the  bend  of  an 
inlet  from  the  sea,  among  the  hüls,  the  bay  or  harbour  not  uolike  that  of 
Havanna,  save  that  the  mountains  tower  nere  high  on  every  aide,  pre- 
senting  a  similar  appearance  to  some  of  our  wildest  Highland  loche.  In 
the  town  we  are  told  that  the  cholera  is  raging  fearfully,  and,  on  that 
account,  we  are  none  of  us  permitted  to  go  on  shore. 

"  Acapulco  is  distant  from  the  city  of  Mexico  about  240  miles,  and 
possesses  some  of  the  riebest  siiver  mines  in  the  country. 

u  Gearoch  and  myself  continue  to  enjoy  tolerable  health,  though  pro* 
strated  a  good  deal  by  the  climate,  and  as  much  by  the  dirtiness  and 
crowded  State  of  the  steamer.  Had  I  known  what  I  should  have  had 
to  go  through,  or  even  a  tithe  of  it,  I  would  most  assuredly  have  taken 
instead  a  passage  by  some  first-class  British  vessel  and  gone  round  Cape 
Hörn.  It  is  certainly  very  cireuitous,  and  the  passage  takes  a  very  long 
time,  but  weigh  these  objeetions  against  the  uncertain  and  dangerous 
passage  to  Panama — with  what  Panama  is  when  you  get  there — and  then 
deeide  if  Cape  Hörn  does  not  carry  it  hoilow,  with  all  its  half-imaginary 
storm-invested  terrors." 

The  reader  may,  perhaps,  feel  sufficient  interest  in  the  writer  of  the 
foregoing  to  have  no  objeetion  to  read  the  addendum, — that  the  voyagers 
in  safety  ultimately  reached  the  £1  Dorado,  where  they  are  now  flourish- 
ingly  located. 


AN  EVENING  WITH  SOME  SOCIALISTS. 
"  Semel  insanivimus  omnes." 

While  taking  a  partly  philosophic,  partly  constitutional,  walk  through 
the  west  end  of  town,  an  unexpected  shower  compelled  me  to  seek  shelter 
in  the  nearest  hostelry.  It  is  not  necessary  to  describe  the  street  in  which 
I  found  myself,  more  particularly  than  by  saying  it  was  one  of  those  which 
seem  preaestined  to  form  tlie  connecting  Hak  between  the  haunts  of 
fashionable  dissipation  and  the  abode  of  poverty.  While  standing  at  the 
bar,  and  imbibing  my  modest  pint  of  porter,  I  was,  some  what  to  my  sur- 
prise,  aecosted  by  a  German,  who,  after  apologising  for  the  interruption, 
explained  that  he  had  seen  ine  in  Baden  just  previously  to  the  taking  of 
Rastadt.  We  entered  into  conversation,  and  ne  informed  me  that  he  had 
sueeeeded,  after  some  difficulty,  in  making  his  escape,  and  was  now  fol- 
lowing  his  profession  in  London.  After  a  few  other  remarks,  he  stated 
he  was  a  member  of  a  German  club,  which  held  its  sittings  in  an  upper 
room  of  the  public  in  which  I  at  present  found  myself,  and  invited 
me  to  assist  in  the  "  seance"  which  was  to  be  held  that  evening.  Through 
a  feeling  of  curiosity,  I  was  induced  to  aeeept  his  invitation,  and  followed 
him  up-stairs.  For  a  few  moments  it  was  impossible  to  see  where  I  was, 
on  account  of  the  density  of  the  tobacco-laden  atmosphere,  but  as  soon  as 
my  eyes  became  aecustomed  to  it,  I  found  I  was  in  a  large  room,  in  which 


AN  ETENING  WITH  80ME  SOGIALI8T8.  121 

thirty  to  forty  persona  were  seated  at  long1  wooden  tables,  and  drinking  beer. 
The  walls  were  hung  with  various  republican  devices — portraits  of  Hecker, 
Louis  Blaue,  Robert  Blüm,  and  other  revolutionary  notabilities,  as  well 
as  tricolor  German  and  French  flaga.  Above  the  president's  seat  a 
transparency  was  affixed,  on  which  was  legible  the  title  of  the  club, 
"  Der  Communistisch  Sociale  Verein."  The  inmates  of  the  room  all 
wore  that  peouKarly  savage  and  scowling  appearance  which  is  generally 
to  be  fonnd  characterising  the  disoontented  Sozialist,  and  were  all  more 
or  less  sworn  enemies  to  the  tonsor.  Their  dress,  too,  was  in  itself  suffi- 
cient  to  teil  what  they  were:  blood-red  scarves  were  the  predominant 
"  mode,"  tied  in  that  particularly  careless  fashion  which  is  generally  the 
conseqnent  of  revolution. 

After  my  conduetor  had  enregistered  my  name  in  a  book  which  lay 
open  on  the  president's  table,  we  seated  ourselves  and  waited  patiently 
tili  the  secretary  announced  that  the  "  seance"  was  opened.  The  names 
of  the  risitors  were  then  read  over,  as  well  as  of  those  by  whom  they 
were  introduced,  so  that  any  possible  objeetion  might  be  brought  forward 
at  once,  after  which  the  financial  amurs  of  the  club  were  read  over,  and, 
with  some  slight  disenssion,  unanimously  passed.  Immediately  after  this 
the  president  intoned  the  French  revolutionary  chant,  "  Mourir  pour  la 
patne,"  in  which  all  joined  hannoniously. 

When  silence  had  been  restored  by  the  presidential  bell,  the  secretary 
read  the  motion  before  the  assembly,  which  bore  the  title  "  Eigenthum 
ist  Diebstahl,"  a  German  version  of  the  Proudhonic  proposition  u  La 
propriet6  c'est  le  vol ;"  and  a  gentleman  with  a  bare  and  brawny  neck, 
who,  my  conduetor  told  me,  was  a  shoemaker  by  profession,  but  by 
nature  intended  for  a  demoeratie  prime  minister,  rose  to  defend  it. 

He  appeared  to  be  intimately  acquainted  with  Eugene  Sue's  "  Le  Juif 
Errant,''  and  Louis  Blanc's  "  L'Organization  du  Travail,"  and  regaled 
ns  with  a  very  highly-flavoured  discourse,  in  which  he  attempted  to  de- 
monstrate  the  truth  of  the  Proudhonic  dictum,  and  to  a  certain  extent 
did  so— -thereby  arousing  the  voeiferous  applause  of  the  majority  of  his 
hearers — that  is  to  say,  he  patently  showed  that  were  this  to  be  established, 
the  glorious  rights  of  man  would  reassume  their  sway,  and  the  cursed 
aristos  meet  with  their  deserts  ;  only  in  such  a  state  of  things  would 
"Laberte,  Egalite,  Fraternite,"  become  fundamental  truths.  After 
moving  that  tihe  measure  be  carried,  he  sat  down  and  took  a  deep  pull  at 
his  neighbour's  tankard,  thus  furnishing  a  practical  assertion  of  the  doc- 
trines  he  developed. 

For  some  time  all  seemed  so  affected  by  the  speaker's  vebemence,  that 
no  one  rose  to  impugn  the  veracity  of  his  tenets,  tili  apparently  the  most 
respectable  person  in  the  room  got  up  and  begged  to  be  allowed  to  make 
a  few  remarks ;  but  gradually  warming  with  his  subjeet,  he  made  a 
powerful  use  of  the  argumentum  ad  crumenam,  and  dealt  some  hard 
blows  at  the  last  Speaker  and  his  partisans,  by  saying  that  it  appeared  to 
him  that  only  those  who  had  nothing  to  lose,  and  were  too  lazy  to  work, 
gare  their  adheeion  to  these  doetnnes  ;  and  that  he,  for  one,  would 
strenoously  oppose  a  measure  calculated  to  compel  him  to  divido  the 
fruits  of  his  Wiest  industry  with  the  first  ragamuffin  who  feit  better 
disposed  to  share  than  work. 

These  remarks,  however,  called  up  a  violent  storm,  and  necessitated 
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pzemdential  interference,  and  a  reprimand  to  the  last  Speaker  for  employ- 
lng  unparliamentary  language. 

Other  orators  rose  to  wie  surface,  but  soon  sunk  again  after  expressing 
their  satisfaction  with  the  measure,  which  was  then  put  to  the  vote,  and 
carried  by  an  overwhelming  majority. 

With  this  the  legitimate  business  of  the  evening  may  be  said  to  have 
terminated,  and  I  had  leisure  to  lopk  around  and  examine  my  neighbours. 
One  group  soon  attracted  my  attention,  on  acoount  of  the  extraordinary 
ferocity  evidenced  on  the  countenance  of  one  of  the  Speakers.  He  was 
a  man  of  about  six  feet  two,  of  an  herculean  frame,  and  I  soon  learned 
from  bis  conversation  that  he  was  deeply  implicated  in  the  horrible  tra- 
gedy  of  Lichnowski,  and  Auerswald's  death  at  Frankfort-on-Maine. 
The  description  he  gave  of  the  awful  scene  was  so  frightfully  exact,  even 
to  the  minutest  details,  that  I  am  persuaded  he  spoke  the  truth,  and  I 
am,  therefore,  disposed  to  repeat  it,  as  it  cannot  fail  to  interest  every 
reader.  He  stated  that  the  populär  Indignation  had  been  powerfully 
excited  in  the  St  Faul's  Kirche  by  the  arrogant  manner  in  which  the 
prince  usually  regarded  the  mob  which  crowded  the  galleries,  and  espe* 
cially  on  one  oocasion,  when  he  looked  up  and  cried, 

"  You  wish  for  liberty  !  but  you  shall  be  flogged  with  scorpions." 

All  this  had  caused  an  ineffaceable  hatred  in  the  breasts  of  the  audience ; 
and  on  the  morning  of  the  Smeute,  when  Lichnowski,  accompanied  by 
Major  Auerswald,  rode  out  on  the  road  to  Dannstadt  to  meet  the  troops 
and  shouted  to  the  mob  that  they  would  soon  pay  the  penalty  of  their 
audacity,  this  rancorous  hate  was  roused  to  fury.  One  man  swore 
that  he  shonld  die  before  he  returned,  and,  after  arming  himself  and 
four  others,  joined  the  immense  throng  which  pervaded  the  high-road« 
lichnowski,  on  seeing  the  ruthless  determiuation  imprinted  on  their 
countenances,  leaped  from  his  hone  and  took  refüge  in  a  gardener's 
house,  followed  by  Auerswald,  and  the  four  assassins  rush'ed  after  them. 
The  gardener  came  out  to  oppose  them,  and  declared  they  should  not 
enter ;  their  leader,  who  was  personally  acquainted  with  him,  warned  him 
of  the  fruitlessness  and  consequences  of  Opposition,  and  entreated  him  to 
retire ;  on  his  repeating  his  determination  not  to  do  so,  he  raised  his  gun 
and  deliberately  shot  him.  While  reloading  his  piece,  the  gardener's 
wife  rushed  out,  brandishing  an  axe,  and  swearing  she  would  feil  the 
first  man  who  attempted  to  enter ;  but,  after  some  trouble,  they  suc- 
ceeded  in  disarming  her,  and  so  got  in  without  further  Opposition.  The 
first  they  found  was  Auerswald,  and  the  leader  ordered  his  men  to  fire 
on  him ;  as  they  exhibited  some  compunction,  he  said,  with  an  oatb,  that 
he  would  shoot  the  first  man  who  refused  to  obey  his  commands. 
Through  his  menaces  they  levelled  their  pieces,  and  shot  the  unhappy 
Auenwald  on  the  spot.  They  then  dispersed  to  search  for  the  prince, 
and,  after  a  while,  found  him  concealed  in  a  cask  in  the  cellar.  They 
dragged  him  out  into  the  garden,  where  they  fired  at  him,  but  not 
wounding  him  mortally,  they  transfixed  him  with  a  bayonet  to  the 
palings,  and  aimed  at  him  with  as  much  coolness  as  if  firing  at  a  mark. 
For  nearly  an  hour  these  horrors  continued,  while  the  women  of  Sachsen- 
hausen tore  the  clothes  from  his  poor  body  and  committed  the  most 
loathsome  indignities,  tili  at  length  the  approach  of  the  troops  compelled 
them  to  take  measures  for  their  own  safety.     The  man  added,  that  he 
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knew  where  all  tbe  actual  murderers  were,  and  that  none  of  those  who 
had  been  imprisoned  in  France  had  been  at  all  implicated.  To  give  a 
perfect  idea  of  his  ferocity,  I  need  only  add  that,  on  one  of  his  hearers 
asking  him  whether  he  feit  no  compunction  at  witnessing  such  an  awful 
deed,  he  replied  with  an  oath :  "  No !  if  jou  were  to  put  a  thousand 
aristos  before  me,  I  would  serve  them  all  as  we  served  that " 

My  readers  may  easily  imagine  that  I  had  nearly  supped  füll  of  such 
horrors,  bot  stall  I  feit  a  stränge  impulse  to  stay  and  hear  more,  for  I  re- 
membered  the  dreadful  apathy  with  which  this  atrocious  deed  had  been 
regarded  in  Grermany.  1  called  to  mind,  how  men  who  bore  a  respected 
character  had  become  the  apologists  of  these  murderers,  and  expressed 
their  conviction  that  assassination  was  the  only  method  left  open  for  the 
German  nation  to  avenge  itself  on  its  tyrants.  It  was,  indeed,  terrible 
to  witnesa  the  alteration  that  had  taken  place  in  a  people  heretofore 
renowned  for  its  b&nkommie  and  gentleness;  a  fierce  satisfaction  was 
evident  on  the  countenances  of  many  on  hearing  of  these  murders,  and 
men,  who  before  would  have  shuddered  at  the  bare  thought  of  Woody 
deeds,  were  so  perverted  as  to  applaud  the  Lynch  law  of  a  brutal  and 
inforiated  mob. 

While  thinking  on  these  things,  I  hardly  listened  to  my  conductor, 
who  was  teUing  me  a  sufficiently  amusing  anecdote  relative  to  his  own 
revohitionary  experiences  in  Berlin  on  the  barricades  of  the  18th  and  19th 
March,  1848.  He  had  taken  deliberate  aim  at  a  young  officer,  who  was 
Coming  up  towards  the  barricade,  and  in  his  satisfaction  could  not  re- 
(rain  from  crying  to  his  right-hand  man,  "  See  how  VW  topple  that 
officer  over !"  To  his  great  surprise,  he  suddenly  Struck  up  his  musket, 
saying,  "  For  God's  sake  don't  shoot  him ! — he  owes  me  two  hundred 
thalers."  He  was  the  officer's  tailor ;  and  thus  we  see  that  running  into 
debt  may  now  and  then  save  a  man's  life. 

My  meditations  were  soon  interrupted  by  Mr.  President^  bell  sounding 
once  more,  and  claiming  our  indulgence  for  a  young  man  who  rose  to 
favour  us  with  a  recitation.  The  subject  he  selected  was  an  ode  of  Fer- 
dinand Freiligrath's,  the  Tyrtaeus  of  revolutiomary  Germany,  and  I  have 
ventured  to  append  a  translation  of  it,  in  which  I  have  essayed  to  retain 
the  rugged  and  irregulär  metre  of  the  original,  as  my  readers*  are  pro- 
bably  only  aoquainted  with  the  earlier  productions  of  the  poet: 

VIENNA. 

If  kneeling  still  were  possible,  we  would  now  be  on  our  knees, 

If  prayers  would  aught  avail  us,  we  would  prav  at  deeds  like  these  ! 

But  long  have  we  forgotten  what  it  is  to  kneel  and  pray ! 

That  man  is  first  among  us  who  keeps  the  foe  at  bay  I 

Those  hands  we  deem  the  dearest  which  sword  and  lance  upraise ; 

Tbose  lips  we  find  the  sweetest  that  hymn  the  warrior's  preise. 

Why  then  stand  idly  mourning  ?     No !  gird  yourselves  to  fight 

For  Vicnna's  noble  Citizens,  for  Vienna's  holy  right ! 

With  hands  no  longer  folded,  but  clutched  to  punish  guilt ; 

The  left  upon  the  scabbard,  the  right  upon  the  hilt. 

Tbe  left  band  firmly  grasping  the  tyrant  or  the  slave, 

The  other  waving  high  in  air  the  falchion  of  the  brave ! 

A  giant  insurrection— the  tricolor  unfurled  1 

And  Freedom's  sons  will  bless  you  as  the  saviours  of  the  world ! 

Yes,  Grermany,  a  struggle ! — yes,  Grermany,  a  deed ! 
Not  where  the  com  is  trampled  by  the  Croat's  fiery  steed ; 
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Not  where  th'  Imperial  artnies  pollute  the  Danube's  sbore ; 
Not  where  Sclavonic  cannon  and  Tscheckish  mortars  roar ; 
Not  where  round  Stephen's  towers  there  lurks  a  cunning  foe  ; 
Not  thi t her,  earnest  Northmen,  in  harness  must  ye  go  ; 
Not  thitherneed  ye  wander,  like  pilsrims  through  the  land! 
To  save  the  Empress  City,  the  remedy's  at  hand ! 
At  home,  I  bid  ye  seek  a  nobler,  wider  field, 
To  overthrow  Prince  Jellachich,  your  Jellachich  must  yield! 
A  sudden  movement  in  the  North  will  in  the  South  appal, — 
Once  make  your  Ollmütz  shake,  and  Ollmütz  soon  will  fall ! 

The  autumn  is  advancing,  cold  winter  will  suoceed ; 
Oh,  Germany,  one  struggle! — oh,  Germany,  one  deed  ! 
The  telegraph  is  now  at  work,  thou  hear'st  the  whistle  shiill. 
And  yet  thou  slumberest  peacefully,  and  all  around  is  still ! 
By  the  death-pangs  of  the  giantess,  thou  standest  as  of  stone, 
And  all  thou  giv  st  to  Vienna  is — a  melancholy  moan ! 

The  room  now  began  to  become  inconveniently  crowded,  and  I  recog- 
nised  many  faces  I  had  seen  before  in  Germany :  editon  of  revolutionary 
Journals,  who  had  been  forced  to  fly  from  Prussian  persecution— ex-leaders 
of  the  patriot  corps  in  Baden — men  who  had  been  "  out"  with  Hecker 
and  Struve  in  1848 — professors  and  students,  whom  the  tide  of  socialism 
had  carried  away,  and  submerged  in  its  rampant  waves.  A  decided 
change  for  the  better  now  took  place  in  the  conversation ;  and,  though 
many  theories  were  broached  that  were  untenable  to  the  last  degree,  still 
they  were  defended  with  a  talent  which  deserved  a  better  cause.  I  no- 
ticed,  too,  with  great  self-satisfaction,  that  the  men  who  had  before  argued 
so  vehemently  for  socialism  and  the  division  of  property,  seemed  put  to 
silence  by  the  mere  presence  of  these  master-spirits.  Every  possible  sub- 
ject  was  now  discussed :  communism,  the  liberty  of  the  press,  trial  by 
jury,  the  condition  of  Germany,  treated  with  a  freedom  derived  from  the 
country  in  which  they  found  a  present  shelter,  and  illuminated  with  flashes 
of  wit  which,  through  their  very  evanescence,  have  mostly  escaped  my 
memory.  Of.  the  few  remarks  I  still  remember,  what  can  be  more 
forcible  than  the  following,  which  feil  from  one  of  them  while  discussing 
the  desolate  condition  of  Germany,  and  the  behaviour  of  the  Frankfort 
parliament :  "  They  säte  there,  effecting  nothing  and  destroying  nothing, 
like  Israel  beneath  Babylon's  willows,  temporising  and  complaining  by 
the  streams  of  blood  which  have  flowed  in  vain.  Despondingly  they 
listen  to  tho  discouraging  funereal  sermons  of  German  liberty  and  its 
martyrs,  and  at  the  close  of  the  year  of  grace  1848,  celebrated  silently 
and  secretly  the  death  festival  of  the  loudly-extolled  conquests  of  the 
preceding  March." 

I  säte,  an  amused  and  interested  listener,  tili  nearly  twelve  o'clock,  and 
then  retired,  after  politely  declining  a  pressing  invitation  to  enrol  myself 
as  a  member  of  the  club ;  and,  as  I  walked  homewards,  I  thought  to  my- 
self it  would  have  done  some  anti-German  fxiends  of  mine  good  to  have 
heard  the  sensible  remarks  which  feil  from  the  last  Speakers  in  reference 
to  English  bigotry  and  adhesion  to  time-honoured  prejudices ;  and  even 
if  the  original  motion  before  the  club  might  be  suggestive  of  painful 
thoughts,  still  a  moment's  reflection  convinced  me  that  I  need  only  laugh 
at  the  trumpery  ebullitions  of  a  few  "  tctes  mofitees"  who  would  not  suffer 
the  revolutionary  caldron  in  France  to  boil  over,  without  burning  their 
fingen  in  attempting  to  raise  the  lid. 
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SHAKSPEREANA.— No.  VI. 

SHAK8FEABE  THB  LOVXB  AMD  THE  FfiXKND. 

Fob  no  chapter  of  the  autobiography  of  Shakapeare  are  the  mate- 
riab  so  abundant  aa  for  the  preaent.  We  posaess,  aa  most  persona 
acquainted  with  Elizabethan  literatuie  are  well  aware,  an  inestimable 
txeaaure  in  the  shape  of  154  Sonneta,  written  by  the  poet,  as  some 
critica  auppose,  early  in  youth,  but,  aa  we  ahould  rather  believe,  at 
various  penoda  of  hia  life  ;  some  of  them  addresaed  to  his  friends  and 


geniua  of  "Love's  Labour  Lost"  to  the  deep  passion 
The  aublimity  of  Lear,  or  the  divine  fury  of  Othello,  are  not,  and  could 
not  be  ezpected  to  be  found  in  that  narrow  plot  of  ground  which  the 
Sonnet  affords  for  the  curvetingB  of  the  "  fiery  Pegasus." 

Collected  by  a  bookseller,  some  years  before  the  poetfs  death,  from  the 
tablets  of  the  poetfa  friends,  they  still  ezist  as  they  were  at  first  printed, 
with  fittle  or  no  connezion.     Here  and  there  a   frail  link  seems   to 
bind  together  two  or  three,  which  is  again  interrupted,  not  to  be  re- 
snmed.     The  faint  harmony  of  the  distant  mnsic  breaks  off  into  uncon- 
nected  babblings.     The  little  light  that  inductive  evidence  throws  upon 
the  page  ia  a  light  like  the  marsh-fire,  burning  but  to  mislead.     One 
eommentator,   without  Warrant,   insiata  upon  conaidering  them    as    a 
poem,  complete  in  all  its  parts ;  and  each  critic,  aa  he  floundera  about  in 
a  miry  awamp  of  ridiculous  and  baseless  hypotheses,  believes  himself 
marking  out  a  path  for  his  successora.     The  slightest  perusal,  however, 
suffioes  to  ahow  that  the  first  half  of  these  beautiful  little  poems  were 
addresaed  to  a  young  friend,  apparently  of  rank,  to  induce  him  to  marry ; 
to  urge  him  to  which,  every  argument  that  judgment  could  lend  or  fancy 
deriae  ia  brought  forward;  while  in  some,  mild  rebukea  are  adminiatered  on 
the  wild  thoughtlessness  of  his  career.     It  has  sometimes  Struck  us  that 
the  "  Rape  of  Lucrece"  might  have  had  some  such  moral  end  in  view. 
One   of  the  first  of  Shaksperian  critics,  to  whose   knowledge  of   the 
Elizabethan  literature  all  must  bow,  the   other  day,  in  a  letter  ad- 
dresaed to  the  Times,  in  anawer  to  a  charge  against  the  poet  of  having 
been  the  founder  of  a  school  of  writers  who  lavished  upon  their  male 
friends  all  the  terms  of  fondneas  that  would  have  better  been  reserved  to 
their  "  lady-loves,"  says:  "  Your  reviewer  is  not,  I  fear,  the  first  writer  who 
has  ezhibited  the  Stratford  dramatist  as  the  founder  of  the  peculiar  style 
of  poetry  which  may  be  considered  as  having  culminated  in  such  works 
as  Barnneld's  *  Affectionate  Shepherd,'  printed  in  1598,  but  which  is  cer- 
tainly  only  elegantly  and  chastely  employed  in  some  of  the  ( Sonnets.'    So 
far,  however,  from  our  great  poet  having  been  in  any  sense  the  founder  of 
this  school  of  poetry,  which  your  reviewer  very  properly  considers  at 
rariance  with  our  present  sense  of  propriety,  it  will  I  think  be  found,  on 
ezamination  of  the  rarer  Elizabethan  literature,  that  he  comes  late  in  the 
day,  and  rather  followed,  in  a  süght  degree,  the  poetical  taste  of  the  age, 
purifying  and  chastening  the  inelegancies  of  his  predecessors,  than  intro- 
ducxng,  or  even  eztending,  the  subject    The  poetry  of  the  age  contains 
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much  that  would  bear  out  this  view ;  and  even  our  very  early  novels  in- 
elude  strains  of  a  similar  character.  When  Fraunce,  in  1591,  translated 
part  of  Virgil,  he  muat  needs  choose  the  ( Lamentations  of  Corydon.' 
This  was  some  time  before  Shakspeare  composed  his  i  Sonnets ;'  and  the 
inßtances  of  a  similar  kind  are  numerous." 

With  these  remarks,  founded  on  the  supposition  that  the  Sonnets 
were  unitedly  written  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  we  can  no  more  concur 
than  we  can  with  the  fbllowing  observations  of  Coleridge,  in  hiß  "  Table 
Talk,"  who  seems,  rather  hastily  and  in  ignorance  of  the  above-named 
view  of  the  subject,  to  have  thought  them  all  written  to  some  lady  of 
high  rank,  of  whom  the  wedded,  pure-minded  Shakspeare  was  enamoured : 
"I  do  not  think  that  Shakspeare,  merely  because  he  was  an  actor, 
should  have  throught  it  necessary  to  veil  his  esteem  towards  Pembroke 
under  a  disguise ;  although  he  might,  if  the  real  object  perchance  had 
been  a  Laura  or  a  Leonora.  It  seems  to  me  that  the  ( Sonnets'  could  only 
have  corae  from  a  man  deeply  in  love  with  a  woman ;  and  there  is  one 
Sonnet,  whieh,  from  its  purposed  incongruity,  I  think  to  have  been  an 
intentional  blind." 

Coleridge  has  but  missed  the  truth  altogether.     The  M  Sonnets"  are 
dividable  into  two  classes ;  the  one  written  to  a  young  friend — perhaps 
the  earl — and  the  other  to  his  mistress.     He  and  her  are  used  in  each ; 
the  one  discourses  in  the  persuasive  tone  of  a  sincere,  respectful,  and 
romantic  friendship  ;  the  other  breathes  the  language  of  love.     Two  or 
three  of  the  latter  allude  to  some  mysterious  event,  which  we  shall  never 
know,  but  apparently  not  connected  with  his  Separation  from  his  wife. 
Our  readers  who  feel  an  interest  on  the  subject  of  those  "  Sonnets/* 
which  have  been  the  bosom  friends  of  several  of  our  greatest  modern 
poets,  will  be  surprised  to  learn  that  the  only  Warrant  for  supposing  the 
Earl  of  Pembroke  at  all  connected  with  their  composition,  is,  that  the  earl 
was  a  patron  of  the  bard's,  and  addicted  to  pleasure,  and  that  they  were 
originally  collected  by  a  bookseller   named  Thorpe,  and  dedicated  to 
their  original  begetter,  Mr.  W.  H.     These  hieroglyphical  letters,  the 
Fundits,  who  at  one  time  class  "  Titus  Andronicus"  with  "  Lear,"  and 
at  another  time  place  "  Arden  of  Faversham"  beside  ,"  Macbeth,"  Inter- 
pret as  Mr.  William  Herbert,  although  the  book  was  published  in  1669, 
while  the  earl  succeeded  his  father  in  1661,  a  fact  which  renders  the  Ini- 
tials doubly  disrespectful  in  such  an  age  of  ceremony.     Their  only  begetter 
must  needs  be  the  earl,  although  it  is  impossible  that  they  were  all  written 
on  one  subject  to  one  person,  were  it  not,  indeed,  left  on  record  that  these 
same  "  sugared  sonnets"  it  was  his  practice  to  write  to  many  of  his  friends, 
and  not  to  one  only.     As  far  as  we  know,  the  authenticity  of  the  whole 
of  them  is  by  no  means  certain,  having,  probably,  never  been  revised  by 
him  who  did  not  even  share  in  the  "  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds,"  and 
would  have  allowed  his  birthright,  immortality,  atmost  to  lapse  for  want 
of  claiming.     In  an  age  of  careless,  mercenary  Compilers,  and  still  more 
reckless  printers,  who    can  say  what  mistakes  those  terrible  Initials, 
"  W.  H.,"  may  have  led  to  ?     Let  it  be  remembered  the  confusion  that 
arose  within  a  year  of  the  poet's  death,  when  his  own  fellow-comedians 
attempted  to  collect  and  classify  those  precious  Ieaves  which  he  had  scat- 
tered  over  the  world,  like  the  Sybil  her  reckless  oracles,  from  whence 
came  dire  perplexities  to  editors  and  bewilderment  to  Babel-tongued 
critics.     Let  us  however,  pursue  the  System  of  indnctive  evidence  on 
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whioh  these  chapters  are  written,  the  only  sure  and  rocky  foundation 
on  which  may  be  erected  the  Pandemonium  of  Truth,  if  it  ever  rise 
firom  the  ohaotic  abyss  of  the  past,  by  first  reviewing  the  "  Sonnets" 
up  to  fifty,  as  being  those  addressed  to  one  whom  the  poet  entreats 
to  marry,  following  up  the  argument  of  "  Venus  and  Adonis,"  which 
may  have  been  written  fbr  the  same  purpose  soon  after  the  poet's  arrival 
in  London,  although  that  poem  was  dedicated-  to  the  Earl  of  South* 
ampton.  Our  readers  must  pardon  long  extracts,  so  necessary  to  our 
purpose,  though  they  be  as  awkward  as  gold-thread  werked  on  fustian, 
and  as  misplaced  as  pieces  of  old  cloth  on  a  new  garment. 

In  nearly  all  of  them  are  to  be  found  such  allusions  as  the  following : 

How  much  more  preise  deserVd  thy  beautv's  use, 

If  tbou  couldst  answer — "  This  fair  child  of  mine 
Shall  sum  my  count,  and  make  my  old  excuse— " 
Proving  his  beauty  by  succession  thine ! 
This  were  to  be  new-made  when  thou  art  old, 
And  see  tby  blood  warm  when  tbon  feePst  it  cold. 

And  so  in  u  Venus  and  Adonis,"  passim : 

What  is  thy  body  but  a  swällowing  gra?e, 

Seeming  to  bury  that  posterity 
Which  by  the  rights  of  Urne  thou  need'st  must  have ; 
If  thou  destroy,  then  rest  in  dark  obscurity. 
If  so,  the  world  will  hold  thee  in  disdain, 
Sith,  in  thy  pride,  so  fair  a  hope  is  slain. 

If  this  purpose  Jn  the  above  poem  could  be  thoroughly  proved,  it  would 
at  once  classify  this,  the  "  first  heir  of  his  invention,"  as  he  calls  it,  with 
the  first  fifty  Sonnets  as  very  early  productions.  Many  allusions  to  his 
friend's  beauty  are  scattered  through  these  mysterious  effusions,  as — 

From  fairest  creatures  we  desire  increase, 
That,  thereby  nature's  rose  might  never  die. 

And,  in  the  26th.  he  seems  to  point  out  the  noble  still  more  clearly  : 

Lord  ofmy  love,  to  whom  in  vassalage 
Tby  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit. 

The  first  twenty  we  may  group  together,  thus : 

2nd— 

When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  brow, 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field. 

A  writer  must  be  a  youth,  and  writing  to  a  youth,  who  talks  of  the 
trenches  of  forty  winters. 
The  mother  of  the  youth  was  liying,  as  is  evident  from  the 

8rd— 

Thou  art  thy  mother's  glass,  and  she  in  thee 
Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime. 

In  both  the  2nd  and  8rd  tibe  argument  of  the  Ist  is  repeated: 

Look  in  thy  glass,  and  teil  the  free  thou  tiewest, 
Now  is  the  time  that  face  should  form  anotber. 


Andagain: 


But  if  thou  live,  remember'd  not  to  be, 
Die  Single,  and  thine  image  dies  with  thee. 
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It  iß  probable  that  all  the  Sonnets  relating  to  this  subject  forraed, 
originally,  stanzas  of  one  continued  poem,  as  many  of  them  take  up  the 
same  idea  consecutively,  and  none  of  them  show  a  more  abrupt  transi- 
tion  than  might  be  expected  from  the  warmth  and  fertility  of  a  youth- 
ful  mind.  They  show  a  tropica!  redundancy  of  weed,  flower,  and  fruit, 
springing  together  in  matted  confusion  from  a  virgin  soil. 

4th— Beminds  him  that  Nature  lends  but  does  not  give  ;  and  wams 

him  that, 

Unus'd  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee, 
Which,  used,  lives  thy  executor  to  be. 

5th — Speaks  of  the  rapid  changes  of  the  seasons :  winter  succeeding 
to  the  "  lusty  leaves"  of  spring ;  so  summer  passes,  and  is  forgotten, 
did  it  not  leave  its  perfume  in  more  lasting  distülation : 

A  liquid  prisoner  pent  In  walls  of  glass. 

6th — Teils  him  that,  as  a  father,  he  might  laugh  at  time  and  death, 
bat  would  still  live  in  his  posterity. 

7th — Compares  him  to  the  sun,  observed  by  all  when  in  the  Orient  it 
lifts  its  burning  head,  but  sinking  to  rest  forgotten  and  uncared  for : 

So  thou,  thyself  outgoing  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 

The  word  "  noon"  might  imply  a  riper  age  than  mere  adolescence. 
8th — Is  the  first  Sonnet  of  any  beauty  as  a  whole.  It  draws  its  com- 
parisons  from  music,  the  favourite  science  of  the  poet,  as  every  reader  of 
Shakspeare  knows.  The  person  addressed  would  seem  to  nave  been 
melancholy  on  hearing  music,  like  the  fair  daughter  of  the  Venetian 
Jew,  who  was  never  merry  when  she  heard  "  sweet  music."  .  As  one 
note  of  a  chord  can  make  no  harmony,  so  a  single  life  is  harsh  and 
imperfect : 

Mark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  anotber, 

Strikes  each  io  each  by  mutual  ordering ; 
Resembling  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother, 
Who,  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  siug. 

9th — He  asks  the  youth  if  it  is  the  fear  of  leaving  a  widow  that  prevents 
his  marrying?  and  bids  him  remember  that  the  world  was  his  widow, 
concluding  by  alluding  to  the  selfishness  of  a  Single  life. 

lOth— Follows  the  same  thought,  and  in  a  line  similar  to  one  in 

"  Romeo  and  Juliet :" 

• 

Sball  hate  be  fairer  lodg'd  than  gentle  love  ? 
Be,  as  thy  presence  is,  gracious  and  kind. 

A  fitting  verse  to  be  addressed  to  a  young  and  noble  patron. 

llth — The  argument  still  continues  in  some  lines  füll  of  the  mature 
rhythm  of  the  writer : 

If  all  were  mioded  so  the  times  would  cease, 
And  ihreescore  years  would  make  the  world  away. 
Nature  carv'd  thee  for  her  seal.* 

The  threescore  years  is  one  of  the  many  allusions  borzowed  from  the  Bible 
to  be  found  in  Shakspeare. 

The  12th  repeats  the  thought  of  the  6th. 

*  This  phrase  is  repeated  in  "  Measure  for  Measure." 


SHAKSPBBEANA.  129 

In  the  13th  he  uses  terms  of  more  intimate  friendship : 

Dear  my  love,  you  know 
You  had  a  fatber ;  (et  your  son  say  so. 

In  the  16th,  he  borrows  a  figure  from  an  art  he  ha*  frequently 
eulogised: 

Tou  miist  live,  drawn  by  your  own  sweet  skill. 

In  the  17th,  he  beging  the  firstof  a  series  of  alluaions  to  his  own  poem, 
which,  unless  he  refers  to  the  4<  Rape  of  Lucreoe,"  might  seem  to  have 
been  written  for  public  perosal : 

But  were  some  child  of  yotirs  alive  that  time, 
Tou  should  live  twice— in  it,  and  in  my  rhyme. 

He  calls  his  a  "  pupil  pen,"  which  proves  at  least  this  Sonnet  to  have 
been  written  in  early  life.  And  again,  in  the  19th  and  20th,  he  promises 
his  patron  an  immortality  in  his  verse,  with  noble  and  prophetic  self- 
assurance: 

Yet,  do  thy  worgt,  old  Time :  despite  thy  wrong, 
My  love  snall  in  my  verse  live  ever  young. 

The  20th  is  one  of  the  many  clear  proofs  that  it  was  to  a  man  he 
wrote,  though  it  is  the  most  ardent  of  the  series : 

A  woman's  face,  by  Nature's  own  hand  painted, 
Hast  thou,  the  mastep-mistress  of  my  passion ; 

as  again,  in  the  2  Ist,  he  says  it  was  not  with  him  as  with  those  who 
wrote  foolish  and  extravagant  hymns  to  their  "  painted  beauties." 

The  22nd  is  the  first  that  could  possibly  have  been  written  to  a  mis- 
tress,  but  could  not  have  been  addressea  to  Anne  Hathaway,  as  he 
speaks  in  it  of  himself  as  the  eider,  while  Mistress  Anne  was  older  than 
himself.  Even  these,  however,  and  the  subsequent,  may  have  formed 
part  of  the  above  series. 

The  23rd,  the  25th,  and  26th,  are  both  dedications  : 

O  let  my  books  be  then  the  eloquence 
And  dumb  presagers  of  my  speaking  breast , 

and  may  have  accompanied  bis  "  Venus  and  Adonis."    Could  he  have* 
drawn   from    his   own  recollection  the  scene  in   the   ante-chamber   of 
"  Timon  of  Athens  ?"     He  speaks  of  himself,  in  later  Sonnets,  as  one  of 
humble  rank,  whom  fortune  bars  from  public  honours  and  proud  titles. 
26th— 

Lord  of  my  love,  to  whom  in  vassalage 

Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit, 
To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage. 

The  27th  and  28th  are  both  avowals  of  a  tender  and  romantic  friend- 

ship.     The  lines, 

Which,  like  a  jewel  hung  iu  ghastly  night, 

Makes  black  night  beauteoua,  and  lier  old  face  new, 

are  found  almost  literally  transplanted  in  "  Romeo  aud  Juliet." 

The  29th  and  30th  are  of  a  very  different  class,  and  quite  unconnected 
with  the  preceding.  They  are  soliloquies  on  the  cares  of  life,  and  bear 
evidences  in  metre,  style,  and  wording,  of  having  been  written  at  a 
rauch  later  age  of  life.     They  breathe  the  despair  of  Hamlet — a  weari- 
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ness  of  life,  and  the  disoontent  and  restlessness  of  a  mind  too  great  for 
its  petty  sphere.     The  line, 

And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since  cancell'd  woe, 

proves  at  once  that  no  new  love  engaged  him,  and  may,  perhaps,  allude 
to  his  Separation  from  his  wife. 

The  32nd  appears,  again,  to  be  one  of  his  earlier  efforts.  He  speaks  in 
it  of  his  u  rüde,  poor  lines."  He  writes  as  one  ambitiouß  and  young  might 
write  to  a  striphng : 

If  thou  survire  my  well-contented  day, 

When  that  churl,  Death,  my  boues  with  dust  shall  cover, 

■  ••••• 

0  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought ! 

"  Had  my  friend's  muse  grown  with  his  growing  age, 
A  dearer  birth  than  this  nis  love  had  brought." 

In  the  5öth,  he  says,  proudly  : 

Not  marble  or  the  gilded  monuments 

Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme ; 

a  paraphrase  by  the  young  scholar  of  Horaoe's  hackneyed  "  monumentum 
aare  perennius. 

It  is  not  impossible,  from  this,  that  they  may  even  have  preceded  the 
"  Venus  and  Adonis," 

The  33rd  and  34th  are  the  first  of  a  new  elass  of  Sonnets,  which 
convey  mysterious  allusions  to  some  misfortune  which  had  befallen  him, 
apparently  through  the  instrumentality  of  an  unworthy  friend : 

Mysun  one  early  morn  did  shine 

With  all  triumphatit  splendour  on  my  brow ; 

But,  ah !  alas !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine, 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  from  me  now. 

Yet  him,  for  this,  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth  ; 

Suns  of  the  wor.ld  may  stain,  when  Heaven*s  sun  staineth. 

This  may  refer  merely  to  some  wild  licentiousness  of  life ;  but  the 
succeeding  conveys  darker  allusions,  which  some  groundlessly  attribute 
to  the  seduction  of  his  wife  by  the  young  Earl  of  rembroke  ; — a  crime 
never  to  be  spoken  of  thus : 

No  more  be  grievd  at  that  which  thou  hast  done, 

The  3oth  and  36th  follow  up  the  same  thought. 

In  the  33rd  there  is  an  image  resembling  a  line  of  "  Richard  II.f' 

Thus  dimly,  through  the  impenetrable  twilight  of  past  ages,  loom 
phantoms,  and  glimmer  faint  outlines  of  the  poet's  inner  life.  Like  feces 
in  a  dream,  they  glare  at  us,  and  when  we  would  see  them  nearer, 
they  "  make  to  themselves  air,  into  which  they  vanish."  "  Who  will 
lead.us  into  the  streng  city  ?  Who  will  lead  us  into  Edom  ?  Who  will 
end  our  doubts  ?" 

The  36th  is  of  Imagination  all  akin.     It  speaks  of  Separation  : 

Let  me  confess  that  we  two  must  be  twain, 

•  .  •  .  • 
In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect, 
Though  in  our  lires  a  separable  act. 

•  •  •  .  • 

1  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee, 

Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame; 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honour  me, 
Unless  thou  take  that  honour  from  thy  name. 
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Could  a  proud  father  have  dissolved  the  friendship  of  the  wild  young 
gallant  with  the  unknown  player — or  did  his  adoption  of  the  title  dissolve 
the  tie  ?     He  still  speaks  of  his  "  beauty,  birth,  and  wealth,  and  wit." 

In  the  38th  he  speaks  depreciatingly  of  himself  and  his  slight  muse : 

O  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  nie 
Worthy  perusal  stand  against  thy  sight. 

He  speaks  again  of  their  Separation : 

Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one  : 

So  shall  this  blot  that  doth  with  me  remain, 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 

Again,  in  the  39th : 

Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live, 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  Single  one, 
That  by  this  Separation  I  may  give 

That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv'st  alone. 
O  absence,  what  a  torment  wouldst  thou  prove, 

Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love 

(Which  time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  do  deceive). 

Some,  however,  think  these  Sonnets  were  written  to  his  wife  on  his 
lcaving  StratfordL 

The  42nd  returns  to  the  event  already  alluded  to,  as  causing  the  Se- 
paration, in  the  36th.  He  appears  to  lament  the  seduction  of  a  mistress 
(not  a  wife,  of  whom  he  could  not  have  written  so  coldly)  by  his  friend, 
for  which  treachery  he  forgives  him  : 

That  thou  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief, 

And  yec  it  may  be  said  I  lov'd  her  dearly ; 
That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief, 

A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  hearly. 

The  46th  is  füll  of  legal  imagery,  but  no  more  proves  Shakspeare  ever 
to  have  been  a  scrivener,  as  some  suppose,  than  Byron's  beautiful  lines 
onGreece, 

He  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  the  dead, 

prove  their  writer  to  have  been  an  undertaker. 

The  48th,  although  fall  of  tenderness,  wonld  serve  for  a  male  patron. 

The  49th  expresses  his  fear  of  his  Mend's  alienation,  and  was,  per- 
haps,  written  at  an  earlier  date,  before  the  Separation,  which  is  again 
alluded  to  in  the  8 Ißt  to  the  92nd  : 

Say  thou  didtt  foraake  me  for  some  fault. 
And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence. 

He  promises  to  avoid  his  walks ;  and  prays  him,  if  he  will  desert  him, 
to  desert  him  amid  his  present  misfortunes. 
In  the  1  lOth,  he  laments  his  inconatancies  to  one  whose 

Worst  essays  had  proved  the  best  of  love. 

The  112th,  as  well  as  many  other  Sonnets,  contains  piteoos  allusions 
to  his  profesaion  of  an  aotor,  and  the  brand 

Which  vulgär  scandal  stamg'd  upon  my  brow — 

perhaps  as  a  thie^  a  deer-stealer,  and  a  runaway. 
The  129Ü1  and  following  stanzas  allude  to  a  reconciliation : 
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For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindness  akaken, 
As  I  by  yours,  youVe  passed  a  hell  of  time ; 

And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  suffered  in  your  crime. 

The  123rd,  124th,  and  125th  contain  vows  of  renewed  constancy  to 
the  " lovely  boy"  of  the  126th. 

The  I32nd,  133rd,  and  134th,  contain  renewed  allusions  to  the  paat 

quarrel — the  love  of  two  friends  fixed  on  a  woman : 

Is't  not  enough,  to  torture  ine  alone, 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweetest  friend  must  be  ? 
•  ■•«•• 

Of  him,  myself,  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken. 

In  the  137th,  and  other  Sonnets,  he  speaks  of  his  love  as  fixed  un- 
worthily,  and  now  speaks  of  his  days  aspast  the  best,  a  fall  proof  of  the 
various  dates  of  these  minor  poeras. 

In  the  142nd,  he  speaks  of  his  false  love  as  if  she  were  bat  a  bona- 
roba  of  the  time : 

Those  Ups  of  thine, 
That  have  profaned  their  scarlet  Ornaments, 
And  sealed  false  bonds  of  love  as  oft  as  mine. 

In  the  144th,  he  again  classes  together  his  false  love  and  falser 
friend: 

My  better  angel  is  a  man  right  fair, 
The  worser  spirit  a  woman  colour'd  ill, 
To  win  my  soul  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempteth  my  better  angel  from  my  side, 
And  would  corrupt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil. 
And  whether  that  my  angel  be  turned  fiend, 
Sutpect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  telL 

In  the  147th  he  returns  again  to  the  mistress  whom  he  despises  but 
cannot  choose  but  love.  The  terms  of  contumely  in  this  Sonnet  seem 
rather  affected  than  sincere,  and  to  raean  scarce  more  than  the  vows  of 
a  lover  who  prates  of  flames  and  bleeding  hearts. 

In  the  150th  he  speaks  of  "  the  very  refuse  of  her  deeds." 
The  15Öth  leads  us  in  deeper  darkness  than  before,  throwing  such  a 
transitory  light  upon  his  life  as  a  flake  of  lightning  casts  upon  a  stormy[sky. 
In  these  remarkable  words  conclude  the  Sonnets  of  Shakspeare  : 
In  loving  thee,  thou  knouftt  I  amforencorn, 

But  thou  art  twice  foresworn  to  me,  love  swearing. 
In  act  thy  bcd-vow  broke,  and  new  faitli  torn, 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearing. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breach  do  I  accuse  thee, 
When  I  break  twenty  ?    I  am  perjured  most. 

Several  Sonnets,  which  we  have  not  yet  raentioned,  are  of  a  miscel- 
laneous  character.  Such  is  the  77th,  evidently  sent  with  a  present  of  a 
"  tables,"*  or  memorandum-book,  referred  to  again  in  the  122nd. 

In  the  78th  he  speaks  of  plagiarists : 

And  every  alien  pen  bath  got  my  use. 

In  the  80th,  85th,  and  86th,  of  rival  poets,  who  may  be  more  learned 
than  hiraself,  he  owns,  but  not  more  free  of  heart. 

In  the  86th  he  alludes  to  some  great  poet  of  the  day,  whose  works, 
addressed  to  his  young  patron,  have  Struck  him  dead : 

*  Hamlet— TMe*  of  my  brain. 
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Was  it  his  spirit,  by  spirits  taught  to  write 
Above  a  mortal  pitch  ? 

Quart  Spenser? 

In  the  107th,  the  words  "  prophetic  soul,"  used  in  "  Hamlet,"  are 
(band ;  and  in  a  previous  one,  a  line  again  inserted  in  the  "  Merchant  of 
Venice." 

A  few  only  of  these  later  "  Sonnets"  can  clearly  be  assigned  to  the 
early  days  of  the  poet's  wooings.  Amongst  these  are  the  127th,  praising 
the  raven-black  eyes  of  his  mistress,  alluded  to  again  in  the  13 Ist  and 
132nd. 

The  128th  is  a  good  conoeited  thing,  written  on  seeing  Anne  playing 
on  the  harpsichord,  a  fashionable  instrament  of  that  musical  age,  and 
patronised  by  Elizabeth  herseif.     He  says,  qnaintly : 

— — Those  dancing  chips, 
O'er  whom  tby  fingere  walk  witb  gentle  gait, 
Making  dead  wood  more  bless*d  than  living  lips. 
Since  saucy  Jacks  so  liappy  are  in  this, 
Give  them  tby  fingen,  rae  thy  lips  to  kiss. 

The  130th  oontains  a  mock  assertion  of  her  beauty.  Some  dared, 
bowever,  to  think  his  mistress  not  beautiful,  for  he  says : 

Yet,  in  good  faith,  some  say  that  thee  behold, 
Thy  face  hath  not  tbe  power  to  make  love  groan. 

A  third  class  of  Sonnets,  far  more  interesting  than  either  of  the  two 
we  have  mentioned,  contains  open  allusions  to  his  actor's  life,  and  his 
personal  thoughts  on  the  "  sere  and  yellow  leaf n  of  life.  Such  are  the 
UOth  and  lllth,  already  quoted  by  us  in  the  chapter  on  "  Shakspeare 
the  Actor."  He  laments  in  these  that  fortune  should  have  driven  him 
to  make  himself  u  a  motley  to  the  view"  (could  he  have  acted  one  of  his 
own  fools  ?),  and  deplores  the  deep  brand  upon  his  name.  What  striv- 
ings  of  the  soul  are  tbere  in  the  agonising  words — 

And  almost  thence  roy  nature  is  subdued 

To  what  it  works  in,  Iike  the  dyer's  hand. 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

Pity  me,  theo,  dear  friend. 

And  again,  in  the  146th : 

Buy  terms  divine  in  teümg  hours  of  droit. 

And  in  the  122nd : 

Your  love  and  pity  fill.    Doth  the  Impression  fill 
Wh  ich  vulgär  scandal  stamp'd  upon  my  brow. 

So,  in  the  146th  : 

Pity  me,  dear  friend,  and  I  assure  you, 
Even  that  pity  will  suffice  to  eure  me. 

He  proeeeds: 

In  so  profonnd  an  abyss  I  tbrow  all  care 
Of  others'  voiees,  that  my  adder's*  sense 
To  critics  and  to  flatteren  stopped  are. 

Those  of  our  readers  who  are  unaequainted  with  this  least  known,  bat 
not  least  beautiful  part  of  Shakspeare's  works»  may  be  glad  to  have  their 
attention  drawn  to  the  most  poetical  and  highly-finished  of  the 
"  Sonnets."  They  are  the  102nd,  the  73rd,  the  30tfa,  and  the  29th, 
in  which  is  to  be  found  the  germ  of  the  exquisite  song  in  "  Cymbeline." 

9  u  Deaf  adder."— Prnhu. 
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PARMA. 

AN  HI8TORICAL  ROMJlNCE. 

Chapteb  XL. 

The  f&te  of  the  Assumption,  the  15th  of  August,  arrived  at  last.  Vain 
had  been  the  entreaties  of  Father  Eustace  that  Margaret  would  imitate 
the  example  of  so  many  of  all  ranks,  in  preparing  themaelves  for,  and 
awaiting  this  epoch  within  the  walls  of  a  convent  She  had  been  firm  in 
her  refusal ;  but  he  and  her  mother's  confessor  had  contrived  that  she 
should  figure  in  the  procession  as  one  of  the  taper-bearers,  such  being, 
they  thought,  the  best  means  to  clear  herseif  in  the  eyes  of  the  multitude 
of  the  many  suspicions  naturally  attaching  to  the  niece  of  a  Protestant, 
and  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  victims  of  the  Inquisition :  it  would  be 
tantamonnt  to  an  open  declaration  of  her  principles,  and  a  formal  accepta- 
tion  of  them  on  the  part  of  the  priesthood.  It  was  long  since  so  much 
activity  had  reigned  in  the  house  of  the  Van  Meerens ;  but,  alas !  unlike 
days  of  yore,  it  was  mingled  with  no  feeling  of  joy. 

Chievosa  appeared  to  take  but  little  or  no  interest  in  these  proceedings. 
It  had  more  than  once  Struck  Margaret  how  lax  was  this  Singular  indi- 
vidual  in  matters  of  religion.  The  lute  was  more  frequently  in  his  hand 
than  the  rosary,  and  she  never  knew  him  perform  any  of  the  multifarious 
duties  imposed  by  the  Catholic  faith.  She  had  seen  him  frequent  no 
church,  kneel  at  no  altar ;  and  all  days  were  alike  to  him,  so  far  as  his 
diet  and  his  amusements  were  concerned.  It  is  true  he  pleaded  having 
obtained  indulgences  to  this  effect,  and  Margaret  well  knew  that  a  regulär 
trafnc  of  that  sort  existed,  and  that  many  of  the  aged  and  sick  availed 
themselves  of  it ;  but  she  could  not  understand  how  one  in  the  flower  and 
vigour  of  his  age  should  wish  to  recur  to  such  means.  She  had,  also, 
often  observed  the  smile,  or  rather  the  sneer,  which  the  sight  of  the  cross 
called  to  his  lips :  she  then  remembered  the  often-repeated  assertions  of 
Father  Eustace,  that  Chievosa  professed  no  faith,  and  the  thought  filled 
her  with  additional  dread.  But  busied  with  the  preparations  for  the  part 
she  was  going  to  take  upon  herseif  in  the  approaching  pageantry,  she  had 
now  no  time  to  indulge  in  reflections  of  this  nature. 

The  day  was  beautiful.  Not  a  cloud  sullied  the  face  of  the  heavena. 
The  summer  heat  was  tempered  by  the  sea  breeze,  that  was  distinctly  feit 
even  at  that  distance  inland,  and  the  whole  population  of  Antwerp  was 
on  foot  at  an  early  hour.  All  the  bells  of  the  town  were  filling  the  air 
with  their  glad  peals,  and  guns  occasionally  booming  over  the  water 
saluted  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  and  announced  the  progress  of  the  cere- 
mony.  From  every  town,  from  every  pinnacle,  and  from  every  mast, 
streamed  banners,  which  made  the  very  air  gay  with  their  varied  colours. 
The  streets  were  strewed  with  flowers,  and  from  the  Windows  of  all  public, 
and  numerons  private  buildings,  hung  samples  of  the  riebest  velvets  and 
looms  which  Italy  and  Flanders  could  produce.  The  fronte  of  these 
edifices  were  decorated  with  süperb  altars,  where  purple  velvets  and  silver, 
waxen  images  and  brocade  tissues,  lighted  tapers,  false  and  real  flowers, 
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gilt  ptper  and  lace,  were  all  aldlfnUy  interwoven  to  form  those  brilliant 
toys  which  scarcely  please  less  the  eye  of  grown  man,  than  such  combi- 
nations  astonish  and  dazsle  that  of  childhood. 

Althongfa  to  the  cold,  calculating  eye  of  reason,  Catholic  pomps  must 
ever  appear  puerile,  and  leave  no  trace  in  a  heart  whioh  a  sterner,  simpler 
mode  of  worship  may  touch,  yet  for  the  imaginative  and  the  romantic  tney 
are  fraught  with  a  mysterlous  charm.  The  town  thus  decorated  was  an 
imposiiig  sight ;  but  an  observant  eye  might  have  traced  the  signs  of  the 
times  in  the  many  closed  and  abandoned  houses  that  stood  cold  and  ailent, 
everywhere  interspersed  among  those  still  occupied,  and  whose  ownera 
were  anxious  by  every  means  in  their  power  to  display  their  sympathy 
with  the  festivities  of  the  day«  Prudence  no  less  than  devotion  might 
have  inspired  this  great  zeal,  although  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  that  as 
discussion  inflames  opinions,  so  religious  dissensions,  by  fostering  the  spirit 
of  Opposition  so  natural  to  mau,  make  each  individual  eager  to  display  his 
tenets,  with  the  ostentatious  defiance  of  party  spirit.  There  were  some 
dwellings,  indeed,  that  even  more  amply  testified  to  this  truth,  of  which 
every  iasue  was  hermetically  closed — where  every  member  of  the  house- 
hold  was  mourning  in  sackcloth  and  ashes,  as  they  pleased  to  terra  it,  the 
mummery  and  idolatry  that  was  going  on  without  These  were  awful 
signs,  and  precursors  of  the  evils  that  were  soon  to  come  so  abundantly 
over  theland. 

The  procession  at  last  moved  forward.  The  choristers  tossing  their 
censors — the  priests  in  their  long,  rieh  habiliments — the  magistrates  and 
patricians  headed  by  the  Prince  of  Orange,  over  whose  head  a  richly 
broidered  canopy  was  borne,  Walking  singly  with  lighted  and  armoriated 
tapers  in  their  hands — the  long  train  of  lovely  females  in  the  very  blossom 
of  youth,  whose  snowy  Flemish  complexions  rivalled  the  hue  of  their 
veüs  and  garments,  advancing  slowly  two  by  two,  contracting  with  the 
dark-clad  matrons  who  followed  in  their  rear — the  interminable  files  of 
the  various  religious  Orders,  male  and  female,  stationed  in  Aotwerp,  whose 
pkturesque  oostumes  produced  a  striking  effect — the  numbers  of  all  ranks 
and  ages,  that  joined  the  procession — the  solemn  chant  that  rose  in  air» 
interrupted  every  now  and  then  by  the  low  and  silvery  tingling  of  the 
choristers9  bell — the  mysterious  pause  that  ensued  upon  this  mystic  sign 
— all  contributed  to  give  the  pageant  an  air  of  importance  and  grandeur 
which  no  rüde,  unmannerly  clamours  that  here  and  there  broke  firom  the 
mob,  could  mar  or  diminish. 

liiere  was,  indeed,  an  obvious  want  of  sympatliy  in  tlie  bystanders 
with  the  scene  they  witnessed— a  want  of  reverence  most  unusual  on 
such  occasions.  An  air  of  sneering  indifference  was  boldly  exhibited  by 
the  mass,  whilst  defiance  and  menace  sat  on  many  a  darkened  brow. 
Many  a  sturdy  fellow  stood  by  with  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  still  covered 
with  the  symbols  of  mourning  for  some  victim  of  the  Church,  watching 
with  lowering,  sullen  looks,  the  pageant  as  it  passed  along.  But  few 
were  the  marks  of  respect  elicited  even  by  the  appearance  of  the  tiny 
tmage  of  the  Virgin  hersel£  in  its  stiff,  rieh  brocade  robe,  wrought  though 
it  was  by  the  fürest  patrician  hands ;  and  meaning  looks  were  ezchanged 
among  the  most  daring  and  reckless  of  the  crowd,  as  their  eyes  rested 
on  the  crown  of  pure  gold,  glittering  with  rare  gems,  that  encircled  its 
head. 
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But  when  the  Virgin  and  her  dais,  with  her  long  retinae  of  priests,  had 
swept  by,  and  their  eyes  feil  on  the  firm  calm  countenance  of  the  Prinoe 
of  Orange,  these  Symptoms  gave  way  to  a  general  appearance  of  re- 
spectrol  awe.  As  the  yonng  girls  advanced,  oneof  the  nrst,  bearing  the 
long,  white,  silken  banner  of  the  Virgin,  seemed  to  excite  universal 
sympathy  :  it  was  the  daughter  of  Van  Meeren,  whoee  nnmerited  mis- 
fortunes  had  inspired  so  much  indignation.  Sorrow  and  the  emotion  of 
that  day  had  blanched  her  cheek  to  the  colour  of  the  white  rose ;  her 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  her  rieh  voiee  faltered,  as  she  heard  the  com- 
passionate  remarks  aroand  her. 

The  more  respectable  Protestants,  faithful  to  the  promises  given  by 
Paul  on  their  behalf,  kept  themselves  confined  to  their  houses  ;  and  ex- 
cepting  thepartial  instanees  of  ill-will  we  have  mentioned,  the  prooession 
raade  its  halts  before  the  numerous  altars  everywhere  erected,  and  passed 
through  without  the  slightest  hindrance. 

The  day  gave  way  to  a  soft  balmy  evening,  and  the  population 
thronged  the  streets  until  a  late  hour.  The  twilight  had  reached  that 
point  where  minor  objecto  begin  to  grow  indistinet,  and  uniform  tints 
of  deep  shadow  give  grandeur  to  masses  the  irregularity  of  whose  sur- 
face  and  outline*  become  blended  in  one  general  harmony.  It  was  that 
hour  whose  witching  stillness  poets  love  to  dwell  upon  ;  which  cause*  the 
young  to  dream,  and  even  the  most  every-day  beings  to  lower  their 
voiees  as  if  in  unison  with  the  sinkiug  day. 

A  man  closely  muffled  in  bis  cloak,  for  which  the  mildness  of  the 
evening  afforded  no  excuse,  threaded  carefully  his  way  through  the  many 
group8  whose  voiees  were  heard,  though  their  forms  were  indistinet  He 
passed  the  gayer  and  better- filled  Squares,  that  of  the  Stadt  Huys,  the 
Exchange,  and  the  Mint,  and  proeeeded  to  a  still  more  crowded  quarter 
until  he  reaehed  the  Beerhooft,  the  gate  leading  to  the  river. 

When  he  emerged  from  the  deep  shade  of  the  arch  doorway  on  to  the 
quay,  he  changed  his  quick  step  for  a  lounging  gait,  and  sauntered 
towards  the  fish-market,  at  that  nour  crowded  with  people  of  the  lower 
order.  From  beneath  his  sombrero  he  cast  investigatmg  glances  aronnd 
as  he  glided  through  the  diverse  knots,  the  purport  of  whose  loud,  ener- 
getic  discussions,  it  required  no  keen  ear  to  catch.  Stopping  at  last, 
and  leaning  against  a  post  to  which  a  boat  was  tied,  he  gazed  intently 
on  the  water.  Near  enough  for  speech,  had  such  been  intended,  stood  a 
group  to  which  we  must  devote  some  attention. 

The  prineipal  figure  was  a  tau,  athletic  youth,  in  the  loose  costume  of 
a  fisherman,  the  tones  of  whose  voiee,  though  deep  and  strong,  war- 
ranted  the  belief  that  he  had  not  long  reached  manhood.  On  one  hand 
of  him  stood  two  boys,  whose  sharp,  shrill,  broken  ejaculations  announoed 
that,  in  spite  of  the  premature  vigour  which  hard  work  and  robust 
health  had  given  to  their  frames,  they  but  verged  upon  that  period  of 
life  ;  and  on  the  other  stood  an  aged  female,  whose  habiliments,  ragged 
even  on  this  day  of  festivity,  showed  her  to  be  among  the  poorest  of  the 
class  to  which  she  belonged.  An  old  fisherman,  and  a  slight,  delicate 
young  female,  closed  the  circle,  a  few  male  figure«,  seen  indistinctly  in 
the  increasing  darkness,  hovering  around. 

"  Are  you  looking  out  for  Van  Kuypt's  boat,  my  fair  master  T9  said 
one  of  the  lads,  addressing  the  stranger  the  moment  he  became  aware  of 
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his  vicinity .  "  This  is  just  the  light  to  look  out  for  it ;  then  one  knows 
why  one  can't  see  it." 

"  Why  gpeak  you  of  that  boat  to  me  ?"  answered  a  voice  so  melodious 
that  it  must  instantly  have  betrayed  Lopez  Chievosa  had  he  been  known 
in  these  parts.     M  Do  you  know  my  interest  in  it  ?" 

"  No,"  said  the  lad,  "  and  I  don't  care ;  but  you  must  not  remain  so 
near,  as  though  you  were  one  of  us." 

u  Nay,  I  don't  intrude  upon  you." 

''Nevertheless,  you  must  tramp,"  said  the  eider  boy,  coming  to  the 
assistance  of  him  who  had  begun  the  eolloquy. 

"Nay,  my  lad«,  you  can  scarcely  expect  me  to  go  at  your  bidding,'' 
said  Lopez. 

"  That's  a  good  one,"  exclaimed  one  of  his  youthful  interlocutors — 
"  we'll  make  you,  if  that's  all." 

"  You  had  better  try,"  was  the  answer,  in  the  same  calm  tone. 

"What  is  all  that  noise?"  demanded  the  stalwart  young  mariner, 
Coming  forward.     w  What  are  you  about,  you  Ne'er-do-wells  ? 

"  Why,  you  see,  Jan  van  Kuyp,  here's  a  stranger  oddly  muffled,  who 
has  been  hanging  about  us  to  see  what  we  are  after." 

"  Let  him  alone,  lads,  he  is  quite  welcome/' 

And  he  bid  the  boys  back  to  the  circle,  without  even  in  his  disdain 
throwing  a  look  at  the  intruder. 

"  Methinks,"  said  Chievosa,  adyancing  softly  towards  him  who  had  last 
spoken,  u  I  have,  but  now,  heard  you  called  by  the  name  of  Van  Kuyp  ?" 

"  What  of  that?'9  replied  the  youth,  gruffly.  "  Have  you  any  busmess 
with  me  ?" 

"  Why,  if  you  are  a  relation  of  him  whose  boat  is  lost,  or  said  to  be 
lost " 

"  I  am  that  Van  Kuyp's  son — have  you  any  news  of  him  ?" 

"  If  so,  youll  find  here  plenty  of  Van  Kuyps  to  hear  them,"  exclaimed 
the  shrill  voices  of  the  boys  in  chorus. 

Ci  Ay,  ay,  stranger — I  am  his  wife,"  said  the  old  woman. 

li  Hold  your  tongues,  can't  you,"  said  the  eider  Van  Kuyp,  surlily ; 
"  if  you  all  talk  at  once,  how  can  the  man  teil  us  what  he  wants  ?" 

"  I  did  not  come  to  give  news,  but  to  ask  some,"  said  Lopez ;  "  for  I, 
too,  had  a  friend  in  that  boat" 

"  It's  the  friend  of  Master  van  Meeren,"  shouted  the  lads. 

"  Then  we  owe  you  no  great  thanks,"  said  Van  Kuyp,  throwing  him- 
self  into  an  almost  threatening  attitude ;  "  it's  entirely  through  him  that 
my  father  and  brothers,  and  the  best  fishing-boat  of  the  wharf,  are  gone 
to  the  devil." 

"And  that  we  are  reduced  to  misery  and  want,"  whimpered  the 
female. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  muttered  the  old  fishermen,  who  had  hitherto  remained 
süent ;  **it  was  a  bad  bargain — I  told  him  it  would  turn  up  so,  but  he 
wouldn't  believe  me." 

"  Had  I  been  at  hand,"  said  young  Kuyp,  "  Master  van  Diest  might 
have  promised  as  much  money  as  he  pleased,  it  should  not  have  tempted 
me,  and  I  would  have  prevented  father  from  getting  into  such  a  cursed 
Wunder,  but  I  was  out  with  Haggedorn's  boat" 

VOL.  XXI.  '    N 
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"  Ay — had  we  but  been  there  !"  again  shouted  the  boys  in  chorus. 

"  Will  you  talk  again  ?"  growled  tbe  eider  brother,  in  a  tone  that 
eventually  silenced  them. 

"  No ! — we  owe  no  thanks  to  Haster  van  Diest,"  screamed  the  female 
at  the  top  of  her  lungs,  "  fair  spoken  as  he  is,  to  have  brougbt  ray  good 
man  to  such  a  pass !" 

"  He  did  not  do  it  intentionaUy,"  said  Chievosa ;  "  who  could  have 
foretold  that  oppression  would  go  so  far  as  to  punish  a  poor  fisherman  for 
having  taken  a  person  on  board  of  whom  he  probably  knew  no  härm. 
That  Cornelius  van  Meeren  should  be  taken,  even  his  friends  cannot 
wonder  at ;  but  why  Master  van  Kuyp  should  not  be  left  free  to  go  his 
ways,  is  a  thing  not  to  be  understood,  aud  a  crying  injustice." 

"  That's  what  I  have  said  over  and  over  again,"  said  the  old  woman  : 
"  and  my  best  gold  chain  and  earrings  were  in  a  box  in  the  boat.  I  «hall 
never  see  them  again,  nor  my  good  man,  nor  my  brave  sons ;"  and  she 
raised  her  apron  to  her  eyes. 

"  A  father  is  a  hard  loss,"  said  young  Kuyp,  "  but  to  poor  devils  like 
us  to  lose  a  stauncb,  firm,  well-rigged  boat,  is  well-nigh  as  bad.  How 
are  we  now  to  gain  our  bread?  My  father  lately  bought  that  boat  with 
the  best  of  his  savings." 

*  Oh !  we're  miserable  orphans !"  said  the  boys,  with  one  breath, 
nudging  each  other  to  keep  süence. 

"  Nay,  it  is  not  that  I  am  without  natural  feeling,"  added  the  eider, 
"  but  the  poor  mußt  think  of  eating  before  they  mourn  their  dead— if 
dead  there  be  in  the  case." 

"  Alas  1  there  can  be  but  little  doubt  of  that  1"  said  Chievosa,  with  a 
deep-drawn  sigh. 

The  sound  of  female  weeping  was  now  heard. 

"  Be  quiet,  Katty,"  said  the  old  fisherman ;  "  the  marriage  with  young 
Van  Kuyp  must  be  off  for  a  time,  but  you  need  not  break  your  heart 
about  it.  Your  mother*s  father  would  not  give  her  to  me  until  I  had  a 
boat  of  my  own,  and  I  worked  füll  ten  years  before  I  had  either,  but  you 
see  I  got  both  in  the  long  run." 

"  But  there's  no  time  to  wait,"  exclaimed  the  young  girl,  u  as  you  well 
know !" 

"  Ay — and  I  may  work  my  fingers  down  to  the  knucklea,"  said  Jan, 
impatiently,  "before  I  get  such  a  tight  craft  as  the  Young  Fraw. 
Blast  those  who  came  across  her,  say  1,  and  our  unjust  task-masters,  and 
those  foul,  meddling  priests,  who — but  never  mind — we'll  pay  them  off 
one  of  these  days " 

"  But,"  interrupted  Chievosa,  "  you  must  not  depart  from  the  Chris- 
tian meekness  and  forbearance  which  you  have  this  day  exhibited.  How 
much  more  praiseworthy  is  your  conduct  than  that  of  the  men  of  Am- 
sterdam and  Ipres.  Better  straggle  with  your  poverty — nay,  even  perish 
in  it— than  despoil  the  churches  and  break  down  the  bleased  images  of 
the  saints,  as  those  wretched  sinners  have  done.  It  is  an  awful  thing  to 
think  that  they  have  perpetrated  so  great  an  evil  with  impunity.,, 

"  I  see  no  härm  in  breaking  the  wooden  puppets,"  said  one  of  the 
boys. 

"  The  crown  on  the  Virgin's  head,n  observed  the  other,  "  I  dare  say 
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14  worth  more  than  mother's  gold  chain  that  she  makes  so  mach  fuss 
about." 

"  Mach  good  does  it  do  us,"  returned  the  other,  "  that  the  priests 
and  the  saints  go  about  in  gold  and  silver  robes  whilst  wo  are  starving." 
"  Hush,  boys !"  exclaimed  the  motber,  angrily ;  "  yoa'll  talk  your- 
selves  up  to  the  gallows."  * 

"  And  what/lo  we  care,"  muttered  the  eider  son,  "  wbether  we  die  by 
the  gallows  or  by  starvation?  it's  all  one." 

"  Nay,  I  hope  yoa  will  remain  quiet,"  said  Chievosa,  "  and  that,  what- 
ever  may  be  your  own  misfortunes,  you  will  respect  the  peace  of  others ; 
such  conduct  will  do  you  great  credit." 

"  And  i£  I  were  to  täte  matten  so  quletly,"  answered  young  Van 
Kam  gloomily,  "  and  tuffer  them  to  sink  iny  boat  and  drown  my  father 
and  brothers  aa  if  tfaey  were  blind  puppies,  and  had  no  one  to  ask  afiter 
them,  what  oomfort  U  there  left  for  us  ?  No,  no,  master,  I  shan't  yet 
dance  to  that  tone,  J  promise  von." 

M  A4  for  your  boat,"  said  Chievosa,  "  it  was  not  sank,  you  may  be 
iure.  They  will  rathex  haye  confiscated  it  for  the  benefit  of  the  Church, 
etpeoially  at  the  near  approaeh  of  a  festivity  like  this.  Besides,  every 
windfall  now  must  be  applied  to  the  replenisning  of  the  ruined  churches. 
It  is  a  holy  purpose,  you  know,  and  one  for  which  you  ought  not  to  be- 
grudge  your  worldly  goods," 

"  Corse  the  purpose  and  its  holiness  into  the  bargain !"  exclaimed  Jan. 
"  If  you  came  here  to  presch,  straogar,  I  warn  you,  you  have  come  to 
the  wrong  market." 

"  But»  surely  you  do  not  mean  to  sack  the  churches  as  those  in  the 
north  haye  done  ?"  said  Lopez,  severely. 

"  The  story  is  then  true  that's  spread  about?"  demanded  one  of  the 
eager  listeners  firom  behind,  now  pressing  forward. 

"  Ay !  let's  hear  what  he  has  to  say,"  cried  another,  elbowing  his  way 
up  to  tue  place  where  Chievosa  stood. 

"  It  is  but  too  true,  my  friends.  But  I  trust  honest  n&hermen  like 
you  will  not  think  of  imitating  the  example  of  a  set  of  vagabonds  and 
proatitotes.  It  would  be  the  more  shameful  if  you  attempted  to  disturb 
the  town  on  the  very  day  that  our  goodPrince  of  Orange  is  leaviug  us — 
but  I  am  persuaded  you  are  true  men." 

'«  Who  told  you  we  were  about  to  do  such  things  ?"  replied  young 
Van  Kuyp,  fiercely. 

**  And  if  we  meant  to  do  it,"  said  one  of  the  lade,  thrusting  the  crown 
of  his  hat  ander  Chievosa's  chin,  in  the  vain  attempt  at  confronting  him 
nose  to  nose,  u  it  is  not  yoa,  nor  the  like  of  you,  that  would  pre- 
vent  us." 

"  That's  not  a  true  man  at  any  rate  !"  obseryed  the  quondam  bride  of 
the  young  Van  Kuyp.  £ 

"  I'd  like  to  see  his  face,"  said  her  lover ;  "  we  suffer  no  traitors  nor^ 
monklings  among  us."  He  darted  forward  as  he  spoke,  so  did  the  boys, 
even  more  eagerly  than  himself ;  they  fancied  the  objeot  of  their  suspi- 
cion  was  in  their  grasp,  bat,  favoured  by  the  darkness  that  had  greatly 
inoreased,  and  by  the  number  of  people  who  now  began  to  crowd  the 
quay  on  their  issuing  forth  from,  tor  taking  their  way  to,  the  nomerous 
public-houses  on  the  wharf,  he  had  disappeared  and  was  nowhere  to  be 

w  2 
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found.  Nor  was  he  long  or  carefully  sought  affcer,  for  his  artful  insinua- 
tions  had  roused  the  worst  passions  of  his  listenere — revenge  and  cupidity; 
and  the  group  around  them  grew  more  numerous  and  noisy  as  their  half- 
d  ranken  friends  and  aoquaintances  came  to  refresh  themselves  from  the 
fumesof  the  beerpot  in  the  cool  breezes  of  the  evening. 

The  first  day  of  the  fite  of  the  Virgin,  however,  closed  in  peace  and 
quiet ;  nor  was  the  rest  of  night  disturbed  by  aught  mort>  alarming  than 
the  baying  of  sorae  houseless  dog,  or  the  regulär  and  responsive  cries  of 
the  watchman. 


Chapteb  XLI. 

The  succeeding  day  closed  without  any  decidedly  hostile  demonstra- 
tion,  although  some  passing  Symptoms  appear  to  have  strack  the  magis- 
trates  in  no  favourabie  Hght,  from  the  somewhat  timid  measures  taken  on 
the  third  day ;  the  ceremonies,  especially  the  procession  of  the  Virgin, 
having  been  prohibited,  without  any  adequate  reason  being  publicly 
assigned,  though  it  was  generally  supposed  that  this  precaution  was 
owing  to  the  departure  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who,  yielding  at  length 
to  the  solicitations  of  the  regent,  departed  for  Brüssels  on  the  previous 
eve. 

Vespers  had  tolled,  and  were  over  at  every  church  and  monastery  in 
Antwerp.  The  cathedral,  although  now  deserted,  except  by  a  few  old 
beggar-women,  who  lingered  on  the  Steps,  and  some  ragamumns  loitering 
about  the  doors,  still  remained  open.  Disengaging  themselves  from 
their  companions,  two  boys,  whose  costume,  even  for  their  condition,  was 
of  the  most  wretched  description,  entered  the  body  of  the  church,  and 
advanced  with  lazy  Steps  towards  the  choir.  On  their  way  thither  they 
stopped  more  than  once ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  their  low,  rumanly 
countenances,  the  long  investigating  glances  they  cast  at  every  step,  might 
have  been  attributed  to  unbounded  admiration,  which  the  interior  of  the 
cathedral  was  well  calculated  to  excite,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  most 
uncultivated.  The  loftiness  of  the  edifice — the  gigantic  proportions  of 
architecture,  which  never  fail  to  impress  the  minds  even  of  the  sternest 
with  a  feeling  of  awe,  combined  with  the  displav  of  pomp  and  inagni- 
ficence  to  take  the  eye  and  the  fancy,  as  it  were,  by  storm. 

Well  did  the  ministers  of  the  Catholic  faith  understand  how  to  use  all 
the  tneans  within  their  reach  to  captivate  and  enslave  the  imagination. 
The  long  aisles  that  lost  themselves  in  vistas — the  half-obscurity  preserved 
within  the  numerous  chapels — the  flickering  lamp  which  burned  here  and 
therc  before  some  dark  picture,  or  the  wax  tapers  lighted  befbre  the  black 
velvet  pall  of  some  yet  unclosed  coffin — the  deep  süence  interrupted  only 
by  an  occasional  and  almost  noiseless  footfall — the  tingling  of  the  priests' 
^bell,  or  the  sigh  of  some  mourner — these  associations  have  in  them 
something  of  the  mysterious,  that  touches  a  chord  responsive  in  every 
imaginative  being. 

Wealth  was  gorgeously  displayed  in  the  gold  and  silver  Ornaments,  the 
rieh  vases,  the  velvets  and  tissues,  and  the  crosses  that  decorated  each  and 
every  aRar,  the  fronts  of  which,  in  many  instances,  were  of  pure  silver, 
until  the  whole  lost  itself  in  a  blaze  of  splendour  at  the  high  altar,  which 
the  eye  was  dazaded  to  meet     The  host,  the  reliquary  boxee,  the  votive 
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offerings  on  many  a  shiine,  the  Ornaments  with  which  the  saints  were 
bedecked,  the  mlssals,  the  censors,  the  diesses  of  the  priests,  glittered 
with  gold,  silver,  and  jewels,  outof  which  monarchs  need  not  have  blushed 
to  have  made  themselves  crowns.  Not  only  were  the  pride  of  art  and 
the  power  of  wealth  blended,  but  that  every  feeling  might  be  soothed, 
every  sympathy  claimed,  the  pomp  of  heraldry  was  likewise  everywhere 
displayed.  The  hatchments  of  the  rieh  and  noble  hung  on  every  column, 
decorated  every  tomb.  Armorial  bearings  and  coronets  received,  and 
threw  within  from  the  stained  windows  in  raellow  tints,  the  light  of  day 
— they  lay  carved  in  the  stone  that  the  foot  carelessly  pressed,  and  could 
be  traoed  in  the  manifold  Symbols  delicately  wrought  in  wood,  which 
supported  and  decorated  the  pulpit»  and  in  the  intricate  carving  of  the 
stalts.  4 

But  if  these  were,  and  still  are,  the  general  characteristics  of  Catholic 
churches,  who  shall  portray  the  atteactions  of  the  Cathedra!  of  Antwerp, 
even  at  that  period  unrivalled  for  its  magnificence  ?  Who  shall  attempt 
to  describe  the  hundred  and  forty  altars,  each  rivalling  the  other  in 
gplendour,  and  yet  differing  in  its  arrangement — the  beautiful  confes- 
sionals,  with  their  carved  wreaths  of  alternate  flowers,  fruits,  and  cherubs 
— the  gigantic  organ,  with  its  long  polished  tubes  and  carved  choir  of 
angels — the  colossal  chandeliers  of  massive  silver,  which  rose  like  columns 
by  the  grand  altar — the  lamps,  the  statues,  the  railings ;  every  detail,  in 
snort,  in  itself  a  masterpiece  of  art?  And  scrutinising  enough  were 
the  looks  that  the  two  boys  cast  on  every  objeet  as  they  advanced,  until 
they  reached  the  principe!  nave. 

Here  they  commenced,  in  a  subdued  tone,  laughing  and  talking 
together,  and  sideliug  along,  they  took  their  way  towards  the  dais  under 
which  the  image  of  ine  Virgin,  stripped  of  some  of  its  holiday  finery,  was 
deposited.  Here  they  performed  sundry  grimaces,  playing  all  sorts  of 
antics,  and  demanding  if  little  Mary  were  afraid,  that  she  dared  not  show 
her  face  that  day  in  the  streets ;  and  finally  vented  upon  the  image  some 
low  abuse,  which  sufficiently  betrayed  the  premature  viciousness  of  the 
little  rascals.  Then  one  of  the  young  Van  Kuyp — for  the  boys  were  no 
other  than  the  junior  members  of  that  respektable  family — apparently 
fatigued  of  this  species  of  amusement,  mounted  into  the  pulpit,  and  in  a 
mocking  tone  repeated  some  scurrility,  whilst  he  exerted  himself  to  the 
uttermost  to  adopt  the  manner  of  a  priest  in  the  act  of  preaching. 

The  church  now  began  to  fill  with  persons  of  very  equivocal  appear- 
ance,  who  dropped  in  singly,  and  as  it  would  seem  by  chance.  The  eider 
Van  Kuyp  ana  the  old  mariner,  whose  promising  daughter  was  the  young 
man's  quasi  bride,  and  some  of  the  men  and  boys  who  had  hovered  round 
their  party  on  the  eve,  were  foremost  among  the  rest,  and  rivalled  each 
other  in  loading  the  Virgin  with  invectives,  and  frequently  squabbled,  in 
appearance  at  least,  among  themselves. 

It  was  not  long  before  a  sturdy  young  sailor  descried  the  youth  offici- 
ating  after  bis  own  manner  in  the  pulpit.  Quick  as  thought  he  mounted 
the  steps,  and  seizing  the  young  culprit  by  the  collar  with  no  gentle 
grasp,  accompanying  his  action  with  many  an  expression  of  well-feigned 
indiguatioi),  hurled  him  from  his  post  The  fall  was  no  slight  one ;  and 
the  eider  Van  Kuyp,  fired  at  the  sight,  in  his  turn  mounted  to  the  pulpit 
and  began  to  maltreat  the  offender.     The  riot  augmented  with  every 
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second,  and  many  spectators,  attracted  by  the  noise,  now  crowded  the 
cathedral. 

Behind  one  of  the  pfllars  an  ttnbeeded  observer,  who  had  glided  in 
witb  the  rest,  stood  viewing  their  movement«  with  the  keenest  attention. 
His  person  being  no  longer  muffled,  as  when  they  had  last  seen  him,  and 
his  voice  no  longer  heard,  the  sundry  members  of  the  family  and  society 
of  Van  Kuyp  there  assembled,  even  had  they  noticed  the  preeence  of 
Chievosa,  could  scarcely  have  recognised  him.  He  perceived  with  satis- 
faction  that  his  scheme  was  in  fall  training,  and  that  his  insidioos  counsel 
would  in  all  probability  bear  füll  fruits. 

In  truth,  matters  did  not  rest  there.  Day  after  day,  and  stränge  to 
say  unohecked,  and  eren  unnoticed  by  the  magistrates,  similar  scenes 
were  enacted  at  Our  Lady 's»  On  the  morning  of  the  2  Ist,  indeed,  these 
proceedings  met  with  a  feeble  obstacle  in  the  measures  adopted  by  John 
of  Immerseel,  the  burgomeister,  who  endeavonred  to  stay  the  tide  of 
outrage  by  closing  the  church  doors ;  but  this  too  tardüy-adopted  pre- 
caution  was  attended  with  but  partial  success.  Many  of  the  rioters  had 
even  been  shut  in,  not  unperceived,  but  whom  it  was  föund  itnpossible  to 
eject.  These  grew  more  and  more  noisy  as  the  darkness  increased ;  and 
it  was  rumoured  by  some  without,  that  frora  the  peculiar  nature  of  the 
sounds,  they  must  be  at  their  work  of  demolition. 

The  more  wealthy  burghers  and  artisans,  instead  of  interfering  to 
prevent  a  calamity  they  anticipated,  retired  shrinking  into  their  own 
dwellings ;  and  gradually  as  the  evening  stole  on  only  the  worst  part  of 
the  population  were  visible  in  the  streets — men  whose  tattered  habihments 
denoted  a  State  of  utter  destitution,  and  whose  language  betrayed  their 
rakish  habits,  and  women  who  seemed  to  have  retained  no  link  with 
respectability ;  and  these  thronged  about  the  door  of  the  cathedral  as  if 
willing  to  force  an  entrance.  That  they  had  not  come  to  the  scene  of 
action  unprepared  was  evident,  for  every  man  had  provided  hirnseif  either 
with  a  hammer,  ladder,  ropes,  or  axes ;  but  few  among  them  had  fire- 
arms,  or  means  of  eflfectual  defence,  had  such  been  necessary.  It  was 
now  dark,  and  after  many  vain  endeavours  to  that  effect,  they  at  last 
gained  admittance  by  a  lateral  door,  and  rushed  in  simultaneously, 
shouldering  each  other  forward,  striving  which  should  be  the  foremost. 

When  the  place  before  the  principal  entrance  was  cleared  of  the  rabble, 
two  persons  of  a  very  dtfferent  description  remained  stationary,  and  might 
even  have  attracted  each  other's  notice  had  not  their  whole  attention 
been  engrossed  by  the  huge  pile  before  them,  and  the  scenes  which,  in 
all  probability,  were  at  that  very  moment  being-  enacted  within  it.  They 
remained  for  a  considerable  time  passive  and  apparently  unmoved  ob- 
servers,  or  rather  listeners,  when  one  of  the  two,  detaching  himself  from 
the  wall  which  had  hitherto  shielded  him  from  view,  began  to  move 
slowly  towards  the  cathedral.  Having  arrived  at  the  threshold  he 
seemed  irresolute,  paused,  looked  cautiously  round,  again  moved  forward, 
and  proceeded  to  walk  round  the  walk,  as  if  to  examine  whether  there 
were  no  means  of  scaling  them ;  but  the  heavy  buttresseä  by  which  he 
sought  more  than  once  to  elevate  himself  towards  the  Windows,  afforded 
no  suffieient  pomt  of  support  for  a  flgure  somewhat  of  the  heaviest.  He 
returned  to  the  west  front  and  halted  in  great  perplexity,  rubbed  his 
forehead,  and,  apparently  at  a  loss  how  to  attain  his  object,  reluctantly 
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turned  his  back  on  the  church.  He  had  not,  however,  waiked  many 
yards  when  he  retracted  hiß  steps  and  again  ascended  to  the  door.  This 
manceuvre  was  repeated  several  times,  when  at  last  he  fairly  made  for 
the  ade  door,  through  which  he  had  seen  the  mob  enter,  and  pushing  it 
gently  open,  disappeared  within  its  poreh.  The  other  individual  had  no 
sooner  obserred  this  Operation  than  with  a  rapid  step  he,  too,  hurried 
towards,  and  entered  by  the  same  door. 

That  the  first  intruder  was  Van  Diest  who  could  doubt  that  knew  that 
honest  burgher's  temperament,  and  had  viewed  his  movements  on  tiris 
oecasion.  Certainly  he  was  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  hare  counte- 
nanced,  or  interfered  with,  prooeedings  of  this  nature ;  and  equally  far 
from  his  thoughts  was  the  intention  of  noting  the  guilty  for  the  purpose 
of  nltimately  delivering  them  up  to  justice.  The  insatiate  thirst  to  wit- 
ness  what,  being  perfectly  new,  he  had  no  idea  of — his  unhappy  curiosity 
had  alone  drawn  him  into  a  place  where  his  presence  was  so  little  to  be 
looked  for.  In  order  to  avoid  discovery  so  far  as  in  him  lay,  he  skulked 
behind  such  projections  as  were  likely  to  screen  him  from  Observation 
without  interfering  with  his  own  line  of  vision ;  and  it  required  no  little 
nerve  to  stand  his  ground  in  view  of  what  was  enacting  around  him. 

The  tapers,  lighted  before  consecrated  shrines.  had  been  torn  from 
their  places  by  the  wotnen,  who  now  made  them  supply  the  place  of 
torches  to  light  the  men  in  their  work  of  devastation.  The  latter,  with 
unparalleled  ruthlessness,  had  even  violated  the  sanctuary  of  the  dead,  and 
had  cast  away  the  fragments  of  their  marble  monuments,  with  the  muti- 
lated  statues  they  had  torn  from  their  niches;  and  the  beautiftd  pictures 
which  formed  one  of  the  principal  riches  of  the  church,  lay  scattered 
about,  rent,  and  trodden  under  foot.  It  was  stränge  in  that  glimmering 
light  to  see  half-clad  men — for  most  of  them  had  flung  away  their 
doublets  for  more  freedom  of  action — hovering  in  mid-air,  as  it  were,  as 
they  scaled  the  gallery  encircling  the  large,  magni6cent  organ,  whose 
solemn  peals  were  never  more  to  resound  through  the  lofty  dorne  of  Our 
Lady.  It  was,  too,  a  stränge  sound  which  now  filled  the  church,  as  the 
hammer  feil  upon  the  polished  tubes,  and  caused  them  to  fly  in  broken, 
glittering  fragments  through  the  air,  occasionally  accompanied  by  a  long, 
mournful  note,  which  echoed  along  the  aisles  of  the  church  like  the 
lament  of  unseen  spirits  that  watched  over  it,  and  that  night  watched  in 
vain. 

As  Van  Diest  contemplated  the  deeds  of  these  actire,  fearless  beings, 
and  saw  them,  with  the  rapidity  of  thought  and  unexampled  vigour, 
dimb  up  the  lofty  columns  and  the  high  walls,  where  no  footing  seemed 
afforded  them,  and  the  unceasing  blows  of  their  hammers  Struck  upon  his 
ear  as  if  they  were  winged  by  magic,  erery  one  that  feil  flinging  into 
space  some  rare  piece  of  art  or  antiquity, — as  he  marked  them  gliding 
like  visions  of  darkness  through  the  dim  chapels,  in^ent  on  the  same  work 
of  destruction,  or  with  blind  fury  breaking  the  carved  confessionals  into 
shapeless  planks,  and  attacking  with  insane  yells  of  delight  the  conse* 
crated-refiquaries  or  the  shrine  of  the  Host,  and  observed  the  prompt, 
incredible  success  that  attended  their  movements, — when  he  saw  large 
fragments  of  stone  flyiug  about  them  like  a  shower  of  hau,  without 
harming  or  even  touching  any,  as  though  the  reckless  perpetrators  of 
this  sacrilege  bore  charmed  lives, — as  these  dark  forms  vented  their  fury 
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thus  unopposed  upon  what  thousands  of  good  men  considered  holy,  the 
thought  might  involuntarily  have  suggested  itself  to  his  mind  that  they 
were  rather  some  emissaries  from  the  realmi  of  darkness,  whoee  blaok  wings 
might  from  one  moment  to  the  other  be  unfolded,  than  living,  breathing 
mortals.  But  when  his  eye  lighted  upon  some,  hurrying  to  and  fro 
laden  with  booty,  consisting  of  all  the  consecrated  vases,  Grosses,  and 
priests'  garments,  which  they  were  carrying  ont  of  the  church  as  fast 
as  they  could,  his  mind  was  but  too  well  reassured  as  to  their  earthly 
origin. 

Over  the  choir,  since  1555,  in  which  year  Philip  had  held  a  grand 
chapter  of  Knights  of  the  Golden  Fleece  within  the  walls  of  this  church, 
hung  all  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  knights  who  had  then  assisted. 
There,  also,  stood  a  gigantic  tigure  of  our  Saviour  on  the  cross,  with  the 
crucified  thieves  on  either  hand,  whose  summits  touched  the  part  from 
which  the  shields  depended.  These  figures,  beautifully  gilt,  were  not 
likely  to  escape  the  notice  of  the  destroyers  who  now  poured  on  like  a 
torrent  towards  this  portion  of  the  edifice.  They  beat  down  the  cross  into 
fragments ;  but  whether  they  found  this  a  labour  that  taxed  their  patience 
too  much,  or  whether  they  considered  the  efhgies  of  the  thieves  as  worthy 
representatives  of  their  own  party,  they  certainly  spared  them.  In 
demolishing  the  crucifix,  however,  in  which,  as  an  object  of  art,  there  was 
but  little  to  regret,  they  caused  many  of  the  escutcbeons  to  fall  to  the 
ground  ;  among  which  were  those  ot  the  Prince  of  Orange,  the  Counts 
of  Egmont  and  Hörn,  and  many  others  of  the  noblest  the  land  boasted. 
At  the  sight  of  this  accident,  which  the  superstition  of  the  time  would 
naturally  turn  into  an  omen,  Van  Diest  unguardedly  uttered  a  deep 
groan.     In  a  moment  a  man  was  at  his  side,  and  a  hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  Whom  have  we  here  ?"  he  exclaimed,  in  no  gentle  tone.  "  By 
St.  Anthony  it's  Master  van  Diest — who  would  have  thought  it?" 

"  You,  Jan  van  Kuyp !  I  am  glad  to  meet  you — I  have  been  seeking 
you  all  over  the  fish-market." 

"  Indeed !"  said  Van  Kuyp,  darkly,  and  without  relinquishing  his  hold, 
"  then  you  have  found  me — what  have  you  to  say  ?  Is  father  and  the 
boat  returned  ?" 

"No,"  stammered  Van  Diest,  "not  yet." 

"  And  never  will,"  cried  Van  Kuyp,  bitterly.  "  It  is  all  your  fault, 
Master  van  Diest,  that  our  father  got  into  such  a  scrape.  Now  teil  tne, 
what  should  hinder  me  from  paying  myself  off  upon  you,  as  I  am  doing 
upon  others,  for  the  evil  that  has  been  done  us  ?  I  wot  there  are  not 
many  here  to  befriend  you.  Answer  me  that,  I  say,  since  you  can  answer 
nothing  eise." 

"  But,  my  good  friend,"  said  Van  Diest,  a  little  perplexed,  and  more 
than  half  frightened,  (<  it  is  not  my  fault  if  matters  have  turned  out  so 
badly ;  I  meant  no  härm  to  your  father  or  to  any  one  eise.  For  the  love 
of  the  Virgin  let  me  go." 

"  Do  not  speak  of  the  Virgin  to  me,"  said  the  young  Van  Kuyp, 
laughing  bitterly ;  "  you  see  we  are  somewhat  roughly  handling  her  to- 
night.  But  say/'  he  conti nued,  shaking  Van  Diest  slightly,  "  why  should 
I  not  wreak  my  vengeance  on  you  as  well  as  on  others  who  have  come 
acrossme?" 

By  this  time,  attracted  by  the  voice  of  their  companion,  several  uf  the 
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friends  of  Van  Kuyp,  and  among  the  rest  bis  mischievous  brothers,  sur- 
rounded  Van  Diest. 

"  Yes,"  cried  the  latter,  eager  for  strife  and  outrage,  for  which  their 
evening's  prowess  had  given  them  new  zest,  ll  down  with  him  !  Demolish 
him  as  we  have  the  wooden  images  1"  And,  adding  action  to  words,  they 
tore  the  cloak  from  his  Shoulders,  and  knocked  the  harret  off  his  head. 

Vau  Diest,  altliough  enervated  by  the  extreme  quietude  of  his  habits, 
was  by  no  means  constitutionally  a  coward ;  but,  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  iuvolved  in  such  a  scene  of  not,  he  scarcely  knew  in  his  bewilderraent 
whether  to  fly,  or  try  to  soothe  by  fair  words,  or  to  intimidate  by  threats. 
Luckily  for  him,  instinct  taught  him  to  reject  the  6rst  plan,  and  reflec- 
tion  tnade  him  abandon  the  last ;  a  middle  course  only  remained,  and  this 
he  attempted  to  follow. 

u  My  friends — my  good  friends,"  he  repeated,  "  what  do  you  want 
with  me  ?     I  am  not  your  enemy." 

"  Ay,  but  you  are,  shouted  several  voices  at  a  timc ;  "  for  how  came 
you  here — you  who  are  none  of  us  ?  And  what  brought  you  ?  You  are  a 
spy — you  want  to  note  our  names  and  faces,  that  you  may  remember 
them  at  a  good  time  to  get  us  into  trouble !  But  we'U  soon  inake  you 
forget  all  that :  we  know  a  way  that'll  do  it." 

The  dark  forms  of  the  xnen  crowded  more  closely  round  the  unfortu- 
nate  burgher,  whilst  the  women  stood  aloof  at  a  short  distance  with 
torches  in  their  hands,  passively  gazing  upon  what  was  passing  before 
them.  The  flickering  light  thus  thrown  faintly  ou  near  and  low  objecto, 
and  lost  in  the  ascendiug  gloom  of  the  lofty  arches,  added  to  the  wild 
effect  of  the  scene,  and  tended  not  a  little  to  disorder  the  nerves  of  their 
intended  victim. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  my  good  friends,"  he  repeated,  anxiously ;  "  I  am 
not  come  to  spy  you,  quite  the  contrarr,  I  assure  you." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  come  to  help  us,  said  Van  Kuyp,  angrily.  "  No, 
no,  niaster,  that  won't  pass,  and  you  know  too  many  of  us." 

44  Bah  !  let  him  peach  if  he  dare !"  exclaimed  another  wild-looking 
youth.  "  I  say  let  us  put  him  in  a  way  to  see  more  of  what  passes. 
Hoist  him  to  the  very  top  of  the  church — I  know  of  a  niche  that  will 
exactly  fit  him." 

"  Oh,  what  capital  fun  l'9  shrieked  the  boys  Van  Kuyp  at  the  top  of 
their  cracked  voices. 

"  Yes,  up  with  him — up  with  him  !"  shouted  many  voices,  accompanied 
with  peals  of  laughter.  "  From  that  place  he  can  weil  observe  what  is 
done  beneath." 

"  But  this  will  be  wilful  murder,"  expostulated  poor  Van  Diest,  in  the 
greatest  agitation.  "  My  head  will  grow  dizzy  at  such  a  height — I  can 
never  stand  it — 1  shall  fall  upon  the  pavcmeut  and  be  dashed  to  pieccs 
on  the  spot.'' 

44  Nay,  nay,  you'li  stick  fast  enough,  Fll  Warrant  you,"  said  one  of  the 
men,  moving  forward  as  if  about  to  seize  him. 

44  Stay  a  moment,  for  God's  sake  ! — let  me  compromise  matters  with 
you ;  I  am  a  rieh  man ;  I  can  afford  to  buy  myself  off  this — this  horrid  fate !" 

"  But  it  is  a  mere  joke,"  observed  the  man  who  had  just  spoken,  a  tiler 
by  trade,  and  who  did  not  understand  the  horror  with  wliich  this  proposal 
mied  the  miiid  of  the  burgher. 
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"  Joke  or  earnest,"  resumed  Van  Diest,  "  I  am  quite  ready  to  buy  my- 
self  off.     Name  your  price,  and  if  not  too  extravagant " 

"  Pay  us  the  price  of  the  boat  that's  lost  by  your  fault,"  whispered 
Van  Kuyp  in  his  ear,  "  and  1*11  get  you  off." 

"  I  will,  I  will/'  was  the  unhesitating  reply. 

"  Do  you  promise  ?" 

"  I  do,  by  our  Lady  !" 

"  Enough.     Have  you  any  money  about  you  ?" 

11  By  the  merest  chance  a  few  gofd  pieces." 

"  Give  them  to  me.  Well,"  said  Van  Kuyp  in  a  louder  tone,  for  the 
preceding  colloquy  had  passed  almost  in  whispers — "  I  do  not  think  this 
man  is  as  black  as  he  appears.  Here,  Steenwyck,  Peters,  Martin,  here's 
gold  the  honest  master  oestows  on  us — real  golden  florins.  We  cannot 
after  that  in  fairness  play  him  any  trick.  Besides,  I  know  him  well — he 
is  like  all  our  fair  masters  of  the  town,  good  enough  in  his  way,  but  not 
over  wise." 

"  A  few  gold  pieces  won't  do  it,"  said  one  of  the  men,  shaking  his 
head.  " Each  of  us  must  be  promised  a  gold  piece  for  himself  and  one 
for  his  lass.  We  are  not  above  thirty  here,  for  the  others  are  all  at  work, 
so  that  won't  ruin  you,  Master  What's-your-name." 

"  Yes,"  said  Van  Diest,  a  I  will  give  the  money  to  each  separately, 
or  to  all  collectively,  as  you  may  choose  to  call  upon  me  for  it." 

"  But  who  is  to  believe  you  ?"  asked  another. 

"  TU  vouch  for  him,"  shouted  Van  Kuyp,  "  and  those  who  won't  take 
my  word  shall  take  something  eise,  that's  all." 

Now  as  Jan  and  his  brothers,  as  well  as  his  absent  father,  had  always 
enjoved  the  reputation  of  being  the  most  raffish  and  quarrelsome  of  the 
whole  quarter  in  which  they  dwelt,  this  last  threat  silenced  all  remaining 
doubts. 

At  that  instant,  those  who  had  been  most  eager  in  demolishing  at  the 
top  of  the  church,  and  who  had  hitherto  accempanied  the  noise  of  their 
hammers  and  pulleys  with  the  psalms  of  David,  chanted  with  a  nasel 
twang  to  the  cheering  and  sustaining  of  their  spirits,  succeeded  in  com« 
pletely  destroying  the  high  altar,  and  shouted  in  triumph  as  the  crash- 
ing  timbers  feil,  "  Vive  les  Gueux ! — Vive  les  Gueux !"  and  the  cry  re- 
verberated  tbrough  the  building,  and  was  repeated  like  a  war-whoop  by 
unseen  savages  from  the  dark  aisles,  the  chapels  of  which  they  were 
destroying.  The  men  who  surrounded  Van  Diest  paused  for  a  moment, 
and  then  exclaimed  as  with  one  voice  : 

"  He  shall  shout '  Vive  les  Gueux !'  with  us,  or  we  will  hoist  him  up ; 
and  we  will  give  one  living  saint  to  the  church  for  the  hundred  stone  ones 
we  have  broken." 

They  were  now  joined  by  a  couple  of  men  carrying  the  consecrated 
cup  fiiled  with  wine  set  apart  for  the  holy  communion. 

"  He  shall  drink  too,"  they  shouted,  seizing  the  cup  and  holding  it  to 
Van  Diest 's  lips.     "  Drink — drink." 

u  Drink,"  whispered  Jan,  "  or  you  are  lost !" 

Van  Diest 's  trembling  lips  touched  the  silver  goblet,  though  not  the 
Hquor,  and  his  quaking  voice  was  heard  uttering  feebly  the  cry  of  "Vive 
les  Gueux !"  which  was  then  fiercely  re-echoed  around  him. 

"  Now,  my  men,"  said  Jan,  who  seemed  possessed  of  one  of  those  bold, 
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quick  temperaments  that  always  take  the  lead,  "we  bad  better  put  bim 
ander  guard  of  a  couple  of  us,  that  he  may  not  get  away  and  alarm 
the  archers,  and  then  to  work  ourselves,  orwe  shall  lose  oor  share  of  the 
booty.» 

The  latter  argument  was  conclusive.  Jan  forced  his  young  brothers 
away  with  him,  for  they  were  more  tban  half  inclined  to  stay  behind  and 
torment  the  burgher.  In  a  few  minutes  Van  Diest  found  himself  under 
the  reetraint  of  two  very  impatient  youths,  and  it  required  no  great  per- 
spicacity  to  conclude  that  they  would  soon  leave  him  to  his  fate.  Here  all 
might  have  ended  well  for  Van  Diest ;  but  he  had  not  long  stood  in  that 
Situation,  when  somebody,  whose  person,  now  that  dl  the  torches  had  been 
withdrawn  from  that  Spot,  conld  not  be  descried,  glided  rapidly  up  to  the 
.  aide  of  one  of  his  sentinels. 

"  If  von  remain  here  you  lose  all  your  cbances,"  said  a  voice  which 
Van  Diest  thought  he  remembered.  "  Lock  him  up  somewhere  safe,  and 
go  to  work." 

The  sentinel  turned  to  the  spot  from  whence  tjie  voice  of  his  monitor 
proceeded,  but  he  had  withdrawn  as  swiftly  and  as  noiselesslv  as  he  had 
approached  ;  his  counsel,  however,  appeared,  after  the  expiration  of  a 
few  minutes,  irresistible  ;  and  the  men  in  very  few  words  agreed  with 
each  other  to  fbllow  it  to  the  letter.  They  dragged  Van  Diest  into  one 
of  the  dismantled  chapels  encumbered  with  the  wrecks  of  its  splendour, 
and  where  yet  lay  confusedly  around,  the  hammers,  chisels,  and  axes, 
with  which  the  nun  had  been  wrought,  and  thrusting  him  hastily  over 
a  heap  of  stones,  they  closed  the  door  with  a  loud  clang,  and  hurried 


Van  Diest  was  not  without  hope  that,  as  they  had  not  locked  him  in, 
he  might  easily  effect  his  escape  ;  but  in  this  he  was  mistaken :  the  door 
was  fastened  by  a  spring  lock,  and  yielded  to  none  of  his  efforts.  His 
Situation  was  truly  deplorable.  Tnere  he  stood,  without  his  saye  or 
doublet,  which,  together  with  his  bonnet,  the  mischierous  boys  had  taken 
care  not  to  return  ;  how,  in  this  miserable  plight,  did  he  repent  his  ill- 
starred  curiosity !  He  had  now  seen  how  Iconoclasts  in  a  very  few  hours 
could  rifle  a  church,  but  what  pleasure  or  profit  had  this  knowledge 
brought  him?  How  much  better,  he  thought,  would  have  been  bis 
condition  in  his  comfortable  warm  bed  than  shivering  in  a  damp  chapel, 
in  which  the  only  resting-place  he  could  find  was  the  edge  of  an 
open  grave.  He  groped  about  to  see  if  he  could  discover  some  for- 
gotten  ladder  or  rope  by  means  of  which  he  might  endeavour  to  scale 
the  wall,  which  did  not  communicate  with  the  roof  of  the  cathedral ;  but 
tliese  were  nowhere  to  be  found.  He  then  tried  an  appeal  to  the  pity  of 
those  who  occasionally  hurried  past  his  prison ;  but  jeers  and  laughter 
were  the  only  answers  he  obtained  to  his  moving  entreaties.  One  or  two 
of  the  girls,  more  charitable  than  the  men,  attempted  to  open  the  door ; 
but  it  was  found  as  fast  from  without  as  from  within. 

By  degrees,  as  the  men  and  women  laden  with  booty  departed  from 
the  church  to  return  no  more,  the  din  began  to  decrease ;  and  the  rest 
gathering  up  their  Instruments,  soon  marched  off  in  a  bodv,  as  they 
loudly  prodaimed,  with  the  intention  of  throwing  themselves  mto  other 
churches  and  the  monasteries.  Van  Diest  saw  Van  Kuyp  hurryin^  past 
him  with  a  ladder  on  his  back ;  but  he  was  too  much  preoccupied  to 
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attend  to  the  poor  burgher's  cries  for  help :  and  as  midnight  gounded 
from  all  the  churches  in  Antwerp,  that  of  Our  Lady,  with  its  solitary 
occupant,  was  left  to  silence  and  darkness.  Of  all  the  splendours  of  the 
cathedral  nothing  remained  but  the  shell.  Its  riches  were  in  the  hands 
of  the  spoilers — its  works  of  art  lay  scattered  in  shapeless  ruins  upon  the 
ground — its  pomps — its  vanities — its  records  of  holiness  and  worldly 
grandeur — its  traditions  of  past  ages — all  was  dost  and  crumbling  frag- 
ments;  and  where  the  pious  knelt  but  a  few  hours  before,  yawning 
vaulto  were  ready  to  receive  the  heedless  intruder. 

The  chill  of  night  caused  poor  Van  Diest  many  a  shudder.  Had  he 
been  among  the  imaginative  and  susceptible  of  this  world,  a  long,  tedious 
night,  whose  silence  was  only  broken  by  the  striking  of  the  clock  as  hour 
after  hour  stole  by — a  sound  which  seemed  to  his  acute  senses  more  than 
ordinarily  clear  as  it  vibrated  through  empty  space — a  night  spent  in  a 
freshly  desecrated  church  amidst  violated  tombs,  might  have  brought 
many  a  fanciful  and  hideous  vision  to  assail  his  mind  in  his  weary  watches ; 
nor  will  we  say  that  Van  Diest  was  quite  free  from  the  superstitioiis  fears 
of  his  day:  his  rosary,  fortunately,  had  escaped  the  hands  of  his  tor- 
mentors,  and  this  was  his  comfort  through  the  livelong  night — for 
whither  could  he  turn  his  thoughts  but  those  thoughts  must  of  necessity 
be  painful  ?  We  will  not  remain  with  him  to  listen  to  the  creaking 
beams,  and  occasionally  falling  stones,  the  only  sounds  that  now  replaced 
the  tumult  which  had  so  lately  reigned  within  those  walls ;  nor  will  we 
watch  with  him  for  the  firat  dim  streak  of  light  which  he  fondly  hoped 
would  announce  with  coming  day,  Coming  succour — we  will  rather  leave 
him  in  the  unpleasant  predicament  in  which  his  own  folly  had  placed  him. 

That  night  was  one  of  terror  to  the  inhabitants  of  Antwerp.  The 
patricians,  the  merchants,  every  respectable  member  of  the  Community, 
in  short,  remained  during  many  hours  armed  to  the  teeth  behind  their 
bolted  and  barred  doors,  trerabling  lest  the  partial  outrages  of  a  limited 
number  of  thieves  and  vagabonds,  which  they  mistook  for  an  outbreak  of 
populär  fury,  should  extend  even  unto  their  own  quiet  dwellings. 

It  is  difficult  to  account  for  the  conduct  of  so  great  a  number  of  armed 
men,  certainly  not  deficient  in  courage,  in  remain  in  g  thus  awe-stricken 
behind  their  walls,  when  the  merest  effort  must  have  taught  them  to 
appreciate  their  encmies'  weakness  by  their  own  strength,  otherwise  than 
by  attributing  it  to  the  general  pauic  which,  as  so  many  striking  illus- 
trations  in  history  clearly  prove,  any  sudden  commotion  will  produce. 
Had  but  a  hundred  resolute  men  sallied  forth  that  night — nay,  had  the 
magistrates  but  shown  the  slightest  degree  of  resistance — the  sacrilegious 
outrage  had  not  taken  place.  It  might  be  that  the  Catholics  mistrusted 
the  Protestants,  and  that  the  latter  dreaded  on  their  side  some  new  snare 
of  their  adversaries ;  be  that  as  it  may,  no  one  stirred  from  their  doors. 

The  affrighted  nuns,  when  they  became  aware  that  their  houses  were 
on  the  point  of  being  assaüed,  dreading  personal  violence,  fled  in  disorder 
through  the  streets,  seeking  temporary  refuge  within  the  houses  of  their 
friends  and  relations ;  and  the  monks  themselves,  though  strong  in  num- 
bers,  suffered  their  magnificent  churches  to  be  sacked  before  their  very 
eyes.  Thus  the  night  passed  away  in  alarm,  and  many  were  the  aleep- 
less  eyes  besides  those  of  our  friend  Van  Diest,  that  peered  anxiously 
through  the  obscurity  for  the  first  tokens  of  approaching  day. 
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"  One  evening  in  January  of  the  present  year  she  sat  alone.  A  book  was  in 
her  hand,  a  poem  on  its  open  page,  and  a  name,  at  the  aight  of  which  her  tears 
feil  thick  and  fast — the  heart  was  busy  within;  and  while  the  leaf  was  yet  blis- 
tered  with  her  weeping,  ehe  sought  relief  in  song." 

Mine  eyes  o'erbrimming, 

Through  tear-drops  swimming, 
The  fatal  vision  would  seek  to  eflface  ; 

But  vain  the  endeavour, 

Revived  now  for  ever, 
Memory.  O  where  is  thy  resting-place ! 

As  dews  but  render 

A  new-bom  splendour 
To  leaves  whose  lustre  might  eise  decay, 

So  with  these  tears  startiog, 

Otir  meeting — our  parting, 
Life-like  return,  too  vividfy  stay ! 

His  sad  sweet  numbers 

From  Lethe  slumbers 
Have  stirred  the  spell-bound  waves  of  the  past, 

Which  laden  with  treasures, 

Our  day-dreams,  our  pleasures. 
Rock  broken  before  me  the  fragments  cast. 

A  wealthy  coffer 

He  might  not  proffer, 
But  oh !  to  woman  how  more  tiian  gold ! 

A  true  heart's  devotion, 

Whose  every  emotion 
No  power  of  earth  but  in  ine  own  control'd. 

Yet  unrequited, 
His  love  I  slighted. 
Nor  blush'd  at  faults  I  must  now  deplore  ; 
Though  his  look  was  gentle. 
Our  foe  was  the  rcntal, 

And  love  resigned  for  the  shining  ore ! 

• 

And  when  he  dcparted, 

Tlie  noble-hearted ! 
His  grief  too  deep  for  reproach  I  knew  : 

How  could  he  love  me, 

In  worth  so  above  me ! 
Howcan  he  suffer.  and  I  not  nie! 
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A  TALS  OP  HIGH  LIFE. 

As  we  were  taking  our  accustomed  stroll  up  Regent-street  late  one 
afternoon,  we  happened  to  meet  Bill  Johnson.  Reader,  do  von  know  Bill  ? 
We  dare  say  you  do — by  sight,  at  least  He  is,  during  tne  morning,  an 
"  outsider"  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  not  the  least  cunning  of  the 
many,  both  Jew  and  Gentile,  who  congregate  there.  In  the  afternoon  he 
plays  the  distinguished  role  of  a  fine  old  English  gentleman,  by  appear- 
mg  at  the  West  End  in  a  blue  coat  and  bufF  trousers,  and  amuses  himself 
by  "  looking  at  the  gab,"  as  he  terms  it 

"  Well,  Fred,  my  boy,  'ow  are  yer  ?"  was  the  first  greeting  from  our 
worthy  friend. 

Of  course  we  replied  in  a  satisfaotory  manner,  and,  after  a  desultory 
conversation  on  the  weather  and  other  betet  noires  of  English  colloquy, 
were  about  taking  leave,  when  he  added, 

"  By-the-by,  Fred,  what  do  yer  say  to  Coming  down  to  our  shop  on 
Monday  ?     Mrs.  William  Johnson  is  going  to  give  a  cafiy-dinner-tory.w 

<(  Caf6-dinner — how  much  ?"  we  naturally  inquired,  erectis  auribus  at 
the  cabalistic  word  "  dinner,"  a  repast  which,  we  knew,  was  not  to  be 
sneezed  at,  when  given  by  Bill  Johnson. 

"  Oh,  you  must  know  what  I  mean!  One  of  them  half-dinner  half- 
breakfasts,  such  as  the  Marchioness  of  Derrydown  gives.,v 

"Ah!  a  cafe-dinatoire.  Certainly — we  accept  the  invitation  with 
pleasure." 

"  Very  well,  then — at  half-past  twelve  on  Monday,  at  Hipperpotymus 
Lodge." 

"  Hippopotamua  Lodge!  What,  have  you  left  Woodbines?" — the 
name  of  BüTs  former  box  in  the  country,  be  it  remarked. 

"  Oh,  Woodbines,  or  Hipperpotymus ;  it's  all  the  same.  Mrs.  William, 
you  must  know,  went  to  see  the  (fear  interesting  crittur,  as  she  calls  him, 
when  he  first  went  to  hang  out  at  the  Zoo ;  and  so  nothing  would  satisfy 
her  but  to  call  our  place  after  him/' 

Had  we  been  of  a  vulgär  turn  of  mind,  we  should  have  expressed  our 
readiness  by  saying  "  Were  game."  As  it  was,  thanks  to  our  foreign 
education,  we  replied,  "  Nous  sommes  gibier,"  and  left  Bill  Johnson,  who 
Widerstands  French,  but  don't  speak  i^  in  a  painful  State  of  perplexity 
how  to  reconcile  our  present  appearance  with  that  of  the  gibier  fume  in 
which  he  was  wont  to  indulge  at  the  Trois  Freres,  when  on  his  visit  to 
Paris. 

Before  going  any  further,  it  may  be  as  well  to  rurnish  our  readers  with 
a  carte  du  pays,  by  introducing  them  to  Bill  and  Mrs.  William  Johnson 
formally. 

Ehre  den  Frauen  t    Sie  pflechten  und  weben 
Himmlische  Hosen  in*s  irdische  Leben ! 

So  let  the  lady  have  precedence. 

Mrs.  William  Johnson  afforded  a  perfect  exemplification  of  the  truth 
of  the  old  adage,  u  Set  a  beggar  on  horseback,"  &c.  When  Bill  used  to 
keep  the  oil-shop  in  Blackburn-buildings,  Cow-cross,  never  was  there  a 
more  cheerful  and  motherly  woman  than  all  accounts  represented  her  to 
be ;  indeed,  during  that  period  of  her  life,  she  might  have  worthily  für- 
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nished  a  prototype  to  the  immortal  bard,  who  electrified  tbe  world  by  his 
vivid  description  of  Mrs.  Bubb,  who  was  "  &ir  and  free,  gay,  fat,  and 
forty-three," — for  such  was  Dolly  Johnson  in  her  cbrysalis  State.  Un- 
luckily  for  herseif,  though  perhaps  fortunately  for  her  friends,  who  under- 
stand  what  good  dinners  are,  the  grub  became  a  butterfly  when  Bill 
invested  his  savings  in  railway-sbares,  and  was  brought  into  notice  by  the 
"  pryar  ßaaiX*vs"  who  found  in  him  a  congenial  spirit.  Bill  soon  got  on 
in  the  world,  and,  to  use  his  own  words,  " sunk  the  shop ;"  while,  too 
clever  to  tempt  the  bubble  reputation  in  the  railway-market,  he  left 
Capel-court  in  time,  and  contented  himself  with  the  slower,  though 
surer,  progress  of  the  Stock  Exchange.  His  own  graphic  narration  of 
his  reasons  for  migration  must  not  be  allowed  to  pass  unnoticed,  "  I  feit 
aa  'ow  this  'ere  was  too  good  to  last,"  he  once  said  to  us,  while  giving  a 
detailed  account  of  his  nse  and  progress  over  his  ninth  glass  of  gin-and- 
water  at  the  DeafWs  Head ;  "  and  though  I  was  well  in  with  Josh,"  as 
he  will  ever  persist  in  calling  his  Iron  Majesty,  through  some  confugion 
of  ideas  between  him  and  a  celebrated  prize-fighter  of  the  same  uame, 
u  still  I  thought  I'd  better  hook  it,  for  little  fish  is  sweet,  and  no 
mistake." 

Still,  to  do  Bill  justice,  he  never  forgot  his  old  friends,  and  when  Mrs. 
William  retires  from  Hippopotamus  Lodge  to  benefit  her  health  by  a 
change  of  air,  as  she  frequently  does  when  the  London  world  goes  out  of 
town,  nothing  afförds  him  greater  pleasure  than  to  summon  his  contem- 
poraries  of  Blackburn-buildings  round  his  well-covered  board,  among 
whom  we  roay  reckon  the  butoher  and  the  publican  round  the  corner, 
when  they  spend  their  time  in  expatiating  on  Mrs.  William's  objects  of 
c<  bigotry  and  virtue,M  or,  when  the  enemy  cannot  otherwise  be  slaughtered, 
get  up  a  Scratch  match  on  the  lawn  between  Mr.  Aitchbone  s  black-and- 
tan  terrier  Fan,  and  BüTs  celebrated  bulldog  Spot,  on  which  many  heavy 
hets  of  "  glasses  round"  usually  depend. 

However,  when  Mrs.  William  Johnson — nee  Gripps,  of  Johnsonstown, 
County  Cork,  as  she  calls  herseif  on  her  cards — is  at  horae,  nothing  of 
the  8ort  takes  place.  Mrs.  William  feels  she  was  born  to  "  briller"  in 
genteel  society;  and,  indeed,  her  education  has  peculiarly  adapted  her 
for  it,  as  she  was  apprenticed  to  Mrs.  Falderal,  the  great  court  milliner, 
and  thus  had  many  opportunities  of  entering  the  first  circles  when  she 
carried  home  the  banaboxes.  At  the  same  time,  she  is  cursed  with  the 
demon  of  taste,  and  we  may  imagine  the  sort  of  life  Bill  leads  among  the 
abortions  after  the  antique  which  fill  up  every  corner  of  his  hospitable 
abode.  She  is  also  a  Fuseyite,  and  addicted  to  Frotectionist  principles, 
and  has  brought  Bill  to  the  same  way  of  thinking,  though  malicious 
rnmour  states  he  was  once  a  violent  Radical,  and  took  in  the  Weekly 
Flyblow ;  but  he  rightly  says  -that,  as  a  landed  proprietor — t.  e.y  possessor 
of  a  lawn  and  a  paddock — he  has  a  stake  in  the  country.  But  the  truth 
is,  Mrs.  Johnson  has  noticed  that  the  Frotectionists  number  in  their 
ranks  all  the  high-born  and  noblest  in  the  land,  while  none  but  vulgär 
cotton-spinners,  &c,  belong  to  the  Free-trade  party ;  and,  of  course,  she 
cannot  bear  anything  low.  This,  too,  accounts  for  Bill's  present  after- 
noon  oostume. 

The  way  we  formed  the  acquaintance  of  the  Johnsons  was  both  curious 
and  instructive.  It  took  place  at  Aix-la-Chapelle,  where  we  rescued 
Bill  from  the  clutches  of  the  Fhilistines,  in  the  shape  of  Douäniers,  who 
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had  laid  their  unhallowed  hands  on  a  four-and-a-half  cask  of  gin,  which 
he  had  brought  with  him  for  his  own  private  delectation,  "  because,"  as 
he  afterwards  confessed  to  us,  "  hock  never  agreed  with  him."  Now,  as 
Bill  never  knew  what  hock  was  tili  about  a  year  before,  when  his  great- 
ness  feil  upon  him,  we  thought  he  had  hardly  given  the  wine  a  fair  trial. 
After  saving  the  gin,  we  travelled  together  up  the  Rhine,  and  together 
visited  Heidelberg  and  its  Schloss,  which  elicited  even  BüTs  admiration, 
though  it  was,  as  usual,  limited  to  an  utilitarian  "  point  de  vue,"  for  he 
remarked,  "  What  a  stunnin'  thing  it  ud  be,  to  have  these  *ere  ruins  on 
Primrose  Hill,  done  up  as  a  nobby  public-ouse ;  a  fellow  might  make  his 
fortin  in  a  couple  of  fine  Sundays."  During  the  three  weeks  of  his 
compulsory  stay  at  Baden  (for  of  course  his  first  lesson  at  rouge-et-noir 
forced  him  to  await  remittances  from  England)  he  formed  an  acquaint- 
ance  with  the  potent  kirschwasser,  for  the  gin  was  Jong  before  consumed, 
and  was  obliged  to  allow  it  was  no  contemptible  Substitute  for  whisky. 
We  also  made  an  excursion  to  Strasburg,  where  Bill  expressed  his  un- 
qualified  disgust  at  the  red  trousers  of  the  soldiers  of  the  line,  and 
flattered  himself  he  could  lick  any  three  of  the  "  skimpy"  Frenchmen 
single-handed.  Nor  could  any  persuasion  on  our  part  mduce  him  to 
ascend  the  steeple  of  the  cathedra!,  for  he  had  received  a  lesson  which 
he  would  remember  to  his  dring  day,  when  performing  his  dutv  as  a 
good  Citizen,  by  climbing  the  Monument,  and  had  discovered  that  tnough 
mounting  might  be  bad,  Coming  down  again  was  incomparably  worse. 
At  length  he  went  on  his  way,  and  "  we  saw  him  no  more,"  as  that  old 
and  worthy  friend  of  our  youth,  John  Bunyan,  says,  tili  our  return  to 
England,  when  our  intimacy  was  renewed,  and  will  probably  endure 
during  our  lifetime.  In  fact,  Bill  is  rather  proud  of  us,  and,  in  moments 
of  ginny  confidence,  we  have  been  made  the  depositary  of  all  his  sorrows. 
We  are,  on  the  other  hand,  but  coldly  treated  by  Mrs.  William,  who  is, 
we  fancy,  somewhat  afraid  of  us,  and  thinks  we  know  too  much  of  her 
former  life  and  sudden  elevation.  To  complete  the  picture,  we  must  add 
that  Bill  has  one  son,  a  very  nice  and  sensible  fellow,  who  keeps  the 
oily  days  in  sight ;  and  two  daughters,  "  who  are  being  eddicated,"  as 
Bill  says,  "  at  a  wnst  expense." 

The  eventful  Monday,  big  with  the  fate  of  Mrs.  Johnson's  cafe- 
dinatoire,  soon  arrived,  and  at  an  early  hour  we  went  into  a  profound 
examination  of  the  one  pair  of  "  shiny  leathers,"  the  "  reliquiae"  of  a 
graceful  row,  which  had  hung  pendant  in  our  bedroom  siuce  our  last  visit 
to  Paris — but,  alas  !  all  that's  bright  must  fade,  and  nothing  so  soon  as  pa- 
tent leather  boots.  We  also  selected  the  gaudiest  of  our  waistcoats,  for  we 
knew  that  Mrs.  William  Johnson  liked  to  see  her  friends  well  dressed 
around  her,  and  none  could  be  so  in  her  opinion  who  did  not  defy  the 
rainbow  by  the  gorgeous  hues  of  their  gilets  and  scarves.  For  her 
gratification  we  also  drew  on  a  light  blue  "  frac  Anglais,"  which  made 
us  look  like  a  some-time  denizen  of  Leicester-square,  and  then  sallied  out 
in  seärch  of  a  Brixton  'bus,  fully  determined  to  assume  the  character  of  a 
distinguished  foreigner — "for  this  occasion  only." 

The  driver,  it  is  true,  eyed  us  for  a  time  suspiciously,  and  muttered 
something  terminating  with  "  scaly  mounseer,"  but  we  soon  became  great 
friends  when  he  found  we  were  going  to  Bill's,  whom  he  seemed  to  know 
intimately,  and  he  thereupon  treated  us  to  a  long  and  edifying  disserta- 
tion  on  various  "  fancy"  dogs  and  men ;  among  others,  a  distinguished 
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merober  of  the  P.R.,  who  kept  an  inn  at  Streatham,  and  whose  friend- 
ship  would  be  an  honour  to  any  man.  Thus  was  conversation  maintained 
tili  Hippopotamus  Lodge  loomed  in  sight,  which,  in  spite  of  the  alteration 
of  name,  we  had  no  difficulty  in  recognising  from  two  large  plaster  fac- 
timües  of  that  graceful  animal  which  ornamented  the  posts  of  the  entrance- 
gate.  We  found  Bill  awaiting  us  on  the  steps  of  the  mansion,  who 
immediately  on  seeing  us  winked,  and.  with  many  mysterious  signs,  led 
us  into  bis  sanctum.  After  locking  the  door,  he  threw  a  cupboard  open, 
and  dkplayed  to  us  a  goodly  row  of  Guiness's  stout,  and  several  bottles  of 
gin.  He  then  said :  "  I  teil  yer  what  it  is,  old  feller!  I  don't  care  for 
them  foreign  wines  and  dodges,  and  so  mean  to  stick  by  the  native  pro- 
ductions.  Mrs.  William  may  do  as  she  likes  as  long  as  she  don't  inter- 
fere  with  my  cupboard.  So  whenever  you  want  a  drop  of  the  right  sort, 
you'U  know  where  to  ^nd  it.  We  thänked  Bill,  as  in  duty  bound,  and 
then  proposed  to  pay  our  devoirs  to  Mrs.  William,  whom  we  fbund  alone 
in  the  back  drawing-room,  rehearsing  before  a  looking-glass  the  last  new 
bow  she  had  witnessed  en  societe.  However,  on  our  arrival,  as  an  atni 
de  la  maison,  she  laid  aside  her  dignity,  and  affably  led  us  through  the 
suite  of  rooms  which  had  been  prepared  for  the  festive  occasion.  The 
conservatory  had  been  very  tastefully  fitted  up,  and  a  cold  collation,  as 
the  newspapers  call  it,  comprising  all  the  delicacies  of  the  season — to  carry 
on  our  quotation  from  the  same  valuable  source — laid  out  Now  we 
happen  to  have  a  decided  averaion  to  these  cold  feeds,  which  always  irre- 
sistibly  remind  us  of  the  funeral  baked  meats,  and  so  looked  round  to 
Bill,  who  was  lying  close  in  our  wake,  for  support  and  countenance  in  the 
protest  we  immediately  intended  to  lay  before  the  august  dame. 

"  It's  all  arranged,  my  boy,"  he  said ;  "  there'll  be  a  beefsteak  for  us 
at  four  o'clock  in  my  room.     I've  made  it  all  right  with  cook." 

A  piece  of  news  which  evidently  greatly  annoyed  the  lady  of  the 
house,  for  we  heard  her  murmuring  a  few  remarks  about  "low-lived 
habits — think9  he's  back  at  the  shop,"  and  so  on. 

The  Company  soon  began  to  arrive,  which  caused  the  rising  storm  to 
blow  over  without  discharging  its  bürden,  and  Mrs.  Johnson  was  too  happy 
to  find  tirae  for  anger.  After  breakfast,  dancing  was  commenced  on  the 
lawn  with  great  vigour.  We  were  in  the  seventh  heaven  at  meeting  our 
darling,  dear,  delicious  Anna  Maria  for  the  third  time  this  season,  and 
were  diligently  striving  to  reconnect  the  links  of  an  incipient  flirtation 
which  had  been  interrupted  on  a  former  occasion  by  "  mamma,"  when 
we  heard  a  violent  disturbance,  and  Bill's  yoice  high  in  dispute.  As 
his  tutelary  angel  we  were  forced  to  fly  hom  our  dear  darling,  &c,  and 
offer  our  Services  in  reconciliation ;  and  on  arriving  at  the  scene  of  action 
we  found  our  host  surrounded  by  four  jolly-looking  fellows,  and  as  many 
▼annint  dogs,  all  in  a  State  of  high  glee.  Bill  had  just  terminated  a  very 
flowery  oration  he  had  been  addressing  to  one  of  his  tau  footmen  who 
had  objected  to  hold  the  horse  in  the  taxed  cart  in  which  his  friends  had 
arrired ;  and  when  we  drew  nearer,  we  were  also  enabled  to  hear  the 
following  conversation : 

"  Why,  old  man,  we  saw  in  the  Flyblow  that  Mrs.  Bill  was  gorging  a 
party  of  the  pampered  arrystocrycy  at  Brighton,  so  we  thought  we  would 
gire  you  a  look  up.  Jack  Stevens  has  a  new  dog  he  wants  to  try  against 
your  Spot." 

"Oh!  it's  all  right,"  said  Bill,  who,  to  our  sorrow,  had  been  applying 
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too  diligently  to  the  gin  bottle.  "  We  can  enjoy  ourselves,  I  dare  say, 
though  Mrs.  William  is  at  hörne." 

"  Oh  no  I  we'll  be  off  !" 

"  Ohl  that  be  blowed!     Mrs.  William's  got  her  friends  to  amuse  her, 

and  why  the "  here  the  reader  may  insert  any  expletive  that  most 

easily  occurs  to  him — "  ahouldn't  I  have  mine  too  ? 

"  Well !  if  you  think  the  old  woman — (oh,  ye  gods !  Mrs.  William 
Johnson  called  an  old  woman !) — won't  mind,  well  stop  and  have  a  drain." 

"  Come  along,  then — we'll  go  and  look  her  up — she' 11  be  rery  glad  to 
see  you«"    Very  glad,  indeed,  we  thought. 

We  were  not  long  left  in  the  dark  as  to  who  the  unexpected  visitors 
were,  for  we  soon  learaed  they  were  BüTs  old  acquaintances  of  Blackburn* 
buildings — the  aforesaid  butcher,  the  publican  round  the  oorner,  and  two 
other  tenants  of  the  "  good  parlour,"  which  was  brought  into  conspicuous 
notice  on  the  door-post  of  that  hostelry,  one  of  them  being  the  Jack 
Stevens,  retired  Jockey  and  owner  ofthe  oefore-mentioned  dog,  the  other, 

Sart  proprietor  of  a  highly  respectable  eating-house,  where  a  devilish  good 
inner  might  be  had  for  threepence  three-fartbings. 

When  they  arrived  on  the  lawn,  we  cunningly  held  aloofj  and  tried  to 
look  as  if  we  knew  nothing  about  them,  in  which  we  need  not  say  we  sig- 
nally  failed,  for  the  whole  party  turned  round  and  called  in  our  Services 
as  "  Cicerone."  They  evidently  created  a  great  Sensation  in  the  fashionable 
world  of  Mrs.  Johnson's  ca/6-dinatoire,  for  we  heard  several  whispered 
inquiries  of,  Who  are  they?  Poor  Mrs.  Johnson,  on  seeing  them,  was  in  a 
most  pitiable  case ;  she  blushed  and  grew  pale  by  turns,  and  at  one 
moment  we  feared  she  would  ignominiously  beat  a  retreat  and  quit  the 
scene  of  her  glory.  However,  she  at  length  appeared  to  decide  on  the 
proper  course  of  action,  and  having  with  great  difficulty  managed  to  as** 
sume  a  decent  smile,  she  advanced  to  the  greeting  of  her  new  guests. 
With  outstretched  hand  she  walked  towards  the  publican,  and  said,  loudly 
enough  for  all  to  hear, 

"Ah,  Mr.  Wilkins!  I'm  quite  cfelighted  to  see  you;  what  a  very  un- 
expected  pleasure !" 

"  Werry,  indeed,  marm^-the  feelin,s  mutual.  We  saw  you  was  out 
of  town,  and  thought  we  should  have  found  Bill  alone." 

"  Oh  I  don't  mention  it,  I  beg;  I  am  always  very  glad  to  see  you." 

"  I  dessay  it's  all  right,  ma'am,  but,  hallo !  Bill,  why  don't  yer  let  us 
taste  the  tap." 

The  lady  replied  for  her  husband:  u0h!  Mr.  Johnson,  I  have  no 
doubt,  will  conduct  you  to  bis  study ;''  and  this  was  accompanied  by  an 
imperious  sign  from  her  "anibrosial  evebrows,"  which  showed  she  ex- 
pected  her  commands  to  be  peremptorily  fulfilled. 

When  the  party  were  out  of  hearing,  Mrs.  William  turned  to  the 
nearest  gentleman  and  said, 

"  They  are  Americans,  who  have  come  over  to  the  great  Exposition— 
the  one  in  the  white  neckcloth  is  the  Rev.  Ichabod  Wilkins,  some  time 
missionary  in  the  Coromantine  Islands." 

Now  the  person  in  question  was  the  publican,  who  certainly  looked 
something  like  a  clergyman,  though  much  run  to  seed,  for  he  fbllowed  the 
rashion  set  by  the  illustrious  Tom  Spring,  and  generally  appeared  in  a 
füll  suit  of  sables  with  a  white  choker.  Still,  if  he  were  a  missionary,  the 
rubicund  hues  of  his  countenance  evidenced  that  there  must  be  excellent 
feeding  among  the  savages  of  the  Coromantine  Islands. 
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We  greatlv  applauded  Mrs.  Johnson's  dexterity  in  explaining  away 
any  eccentricities  ofoonduot  which  might  be  visible  in  the  fourgentlemen 
by  the  fact  of  their  being  Americans,  to  whom  some  latitude  might  be 
oonceded  in  conieqnenoe  of  their  want  of  acquaintanoe  with  the  "  bien- 
seances"  obtsining  in  the  fashionable  ciicles  of  the  mother  conntry,  and 
were  awaiting  with  some  anxiety  a  further  demoni tration  on  their  part, 
when  a  footman  appeared  at  our  elbow,  and  infbrmed  us  that  Mr.  Johnion 
was  expecting  us  to  dinner  in  his  study. 

By  the  way,  it  has  often  Struck  us  as  a  curioui  coincidence,  that  we 
generaily  find  the  idlest  xnen  in  poesession  of  a  study,  which,  we  presume, 
on  the  "lucus  anon  lucendo"  principle,  defives  its  namefrom  the  absenoe 
of  all  studious  appUcation  on  the  part  of  the  owner. 

After  many  mental  straggles  whether  we  should  obey  the  summons  or 
seek  our  dear  Anna  Mark)  Baochus  and  Ceres  gained  the  victory  over 
Venus,  as  it  was  only'right  they  should,  being  two  to  one,  though  we 
must  allow  we  were  materially  biassed  in  our  decision  by  the  fact  that  we 
saw  our  charmer  enclasped  in  the  vigorous  arms  of  a  heavy  officer,  who 
seemed  anything  rather  than  disagreeable  to  her ;  and,  as  we  were  per* 
fectly  oonversant  with  the  exouses  generaily  in  usaaee  on  such  oceasions, 
as,  rar  instance,  "  8he  couldn't  bear  the  man— but  then  she  couldn't  re- 
fuse  htm— it  would  have  seemed  so  odd,"  and  so  on,  though  all  the  whüe 
eartain  the  little  animal  was  only  too  glad  to  danoe  with  the  moustaohed 
hero,  we  retired  in  dudgeon,  cursing,  rar  at  least  the  thousand  and  Beoond 
time,  the  fickleness  of  woman. 

Never  since  the  days  of  the  first  despairing  lover,  was  a  stranger 
method  of  expelling  the  master-passion  essayed  than  the  one  we  now 
selected»  Let  the  reader  picture  to  himself  a  room,  never,  at  the  most 
faTourable  season,  inconreniently  large,  but  now  filled  with  dogs  and 
men,  the  former  wrangling — the  natural  result  of  their  gameness — the 
latter  proroking  an  appetite,  some  with  raw  gin,  others  by  "  blowing 
their  Ikicco»"  Bill,  we  round,  had  retired  with  a  bottle  of  gin  to  propitiate 
the  cook,  and  induce  her  to  abstract  some  cold  fowls  and  ham  for  the  use 
of  his  honoured  guests,  and  we  easily  foresaw  what  the  result  would  be — 
that  he  would  grow  more  and  more  intoxicated,  as  he  had  not  hitherto 
spared  the  bottle,  and  eventually  become  ripe  for  any  mischief,  or,  as  the 
publican  elegantly  expressed  himself,  "  game  for  anything,  from  pitch  and 
tose  to  manslaughter.  Bill  and  the  dinner  soon  arrived,  and  were  greeted 
with  loud  cheers,  probably  oocasioned  bv  the  advent  of  the  latter,  and  no 
time  was  lost  in  ducussing  the  dainty  rare.  Mr.  Stevens,  we  are  happy 
to  state,  expressed  his  satisfaction  with  the  beefsteak,  though  he  saemed 
somewhat  put  out  by  the  absenoe  of  the  proper  concomitant,  "  fried 
inionsyM  which  he  asserted,  and  was  borne  out  m  his  opinion  by  all  pre- 
sent,  were  eminently  necessary  for  the  purposes  of  digestion :  as  a  Substi- 
tute, the  universal  panacea  was  called  in.  After  dinner,  pipes  and  cold 
gin-and-water  formed  the  dessert,  and  a  varied  conversation  ensued,  the 
publican  indulging  us  with  several  reminiscences  of  his  youthful  days ; 
among  others,  now  he  and  a  "  pal*'  of  his  once  entered  into  a  speculation, 
and  its  result  It  appeared  that  being  out  of  employment,  he  naturally 
wished  to  make  his  crown  a  pound,  but,  instead  of  going  to  sea  as  Jamie 
did,  he  took  advantage  of  the  approach  of  Fairlop  Fair,  and,  with  the  aid 
of  a  friend,  invested  the  largest  part  of  his  savings  in  the  purchase  of  a 
cask  of  "  Jackey,'*  to  be  retailed  on  the  sly,  and  at  eonsiderable  profit,  at 

o2 
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that  resort  of  the  Whitechapel  fashion.  In  piirsuance  of  the  severest 
economy,  they  determined  on  making  a  pedestrian  tour,  aud  so  set  out  in 
high  spirits  at  an  early  hour,  beanng  the  cask  lovingly  between  them. 
But — the  day  was  hot,  and  ere  long  Mr.  Wilkins's  friend  waxed  thirsty, 
and  expressed  a  desire  to  test  the  merits  of  the  liquid.  To  this,  Mr.  Wü- 
kins  demurred,  for  he  considered  such  a  course  •'  would  take  the  gilt  off 
the  gingerbread,"  but  offered  to  seil  him  a  quartern.  To  this  bis  pal 
assented,  and  paid  threepence  for  a  "  drain.  Before  they  had  gone 
rauch  further,  it  was  Mr.  Wilkins's  turn  to  grow  thirsty,  and  he,  there- 
fore,  also  purchased  a  quartern,  for  which  he  duly  paid.  Thus  they  went 
on  tili  they  arrived  within  the  confines  of  the  Forest,  when  they  were 
greatly  surprised  at  finding  the  cask  nearly  empty,  and,  when  the  accounts 
were  balanced,  only  threepence  to  be  divided.  In  their  ebrious  State, 
each  accused  the  other  of  cheating,  and  fi-om  words  they  soon  came  to 
blows;  thus  a  black  eye  and  a  headache  were  the  only  palpable  results 
of  Mr.  Wilkins's  great  speculation. 

The  sounds  of  the  music  on  the  lawn,  which  might  be  fitfully  heard 
during  the  lull  of  the  conversation,  or  eise  the  inspiration  of  the  Evil  One, 
soon  suggested  to  the  eating-house  keeper  the  propriety  of  having  a 
"  hop"  as  a  fitting  finale  to  the  day 's  festavity ;  and  as  Bül  was  too  far 
gone  to  offer  any  decided  Opposition,  it  became  our  duty,  in  remembrance 
of  the  many  good  dinners  we  had  already  eaten,  and  still  hoped  to  eat, 
to  turn  him  from  this  awful  design.     But 

Incidit  in  Scyllaro,  qui  vult  vitare  Charybdin, 

and  we  Utile  knew  what  a  snare  we  were  laying  for  our  own  feet  when 
we  began  to  speak  of  the  dog  they  wished  to  back  against  Spot  The 
proposal  was  received  with  avidity,  and  all  were  roused  to  present  action, 
Bill's  back  being  set  up  by  the  preposterous  odds  offered  on  the  stranger 
animal.  Chairs  and  tables  were  cleared  away,  and  the  contest  was  car- 
ried  on  with  great  animosity ;  for  a  time  all  went  on  smoothly,  and  we 
flattered  ourselves  we  had  averted  the  danger,  when,  to  our  horror,  Bill, 
whose  dog  was  getting  the  worst  of  it,  suddenly  shouted  out, 

"  I*m  d d  if  its  fair — and  I  won't  'ave  it — they  raust  fight  in  the 

open,  or  no  where  at  all." 

AU  were  disinclined  to  leave  the  battle  undecided,  so  they  drew  their 
dogs  off,  and  rushed  with  them  in  their  arms  into  the  thickest  throng  of 
tlie  dancers,  Mr.  Wilkins  shouting,  "  Make  a  ring  there,  carnt  yer  ?" 
while  the  ex-jockey's  grile  falsetto  voice  was  heard  at  inteirals  exclaim- 
ing,  "  Now,  if  any  gent  is  sweet  on  the  spotted  dog,  I  don't  mind  taking 
him,  if  he'li  lay  brandies  to  gins." 

The  scene  was  absurdly  ludicrous — the  ladies  screaming  and  jumping 
upon  chairs  and  forms  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  the  infuriated  animals — 
the  gentlemen  rolling  with  laughter,  while  Mrs.  William,  afiter  shrieking 
out,  u  Oh,  the  wretches !  they  think  they're  at  Joe  Rowe's,  or  some  of 
them  sportin'  houses,"  fairly  fainted  away  from  mingled  feelings  of  terror 
and  vexation. 

Let  us  drop  the  curtain  over  all  that  occurred  after  this  stränge  denout- 
ment.  When  the  recoUections  of  the  scene  have  faded  away,  we  may 
find  courage  to  give  our  readers  a  further  account  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam Johnson's  progress. 

P.S. — We  forgot  to  State  that  Bill's  dog  won,  after  a  gallant  and  pro- 
tracted  contest  of  forty-seven  minutes  and  a  half. 
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A     BIOGRAPH  T. 

Chaptbb  VIIL 

My  children,  Angelina  and  Orazio,  grew  apaoe  during  these  sterile 
years.  I  watched  them,  and  all  that  they  did,  with  devoted  eyes.  The 
sounds  of  their  voice  sank  into  my  heart ;  their  sayings  entwined  them- 
selvee  about  my  memory  like  sweet-scented  clematis.  Angelina  was  in- 
quisitive,  and  füll  of  purpoee :  Orazio,  though  not  wanting  in  activity, 
was  more  thoughtful  and  holy. 

"  Papa,"  said  he,  one  day,  as  he  sat  himself  athwart  my  knee,  "  God 
is  ererywhere,  is  He  not  ?" 

"  He  is  so,  dear  child,"  was  my  reply. 

"  Can  He  see  us  all  ?" 

"  He  can." 

"  Can  he  see  us  as  we  sit  with  our  backs  to  the  window,  and  our  faces 
away?" 

"  He  can,  for  he  is  here  as  well  as  there." 

uIs  He  not  in  the  sky  T 

"  He  is." 

"  In  the  sky  of  that  beautiful  picture  ?" 

What  a  question  to  ask !  What  artist  would  not  tremble  at  the  inno- 
eent  criticism  of  such  a  child  ? 

"  Why  cannot  we  see  God  ?" 

"  He  is  not  like  us." 

"  What  is  He  like  ?— has  He  a  ßkin  ?" 

"  He  is  like  our  thoughts." 

"  Can  he  see  Himself?" 

Before  I  had  time  to  frame  an  answer  to  his  most  thrilling  questions  he 
would  rush  away  in  the  track  of  a  more  earthly  thought,  and  play  like  a 
child ;  when  weary,  returning  to  reason  on  things  above  him.  In  this 
merry  mood  he  would  seize  me  by  the  hand,  and  drag  nie  across  the  room 
to  assist  him  in  executing  some  little  scheme.  For  ezample,  he  would 
exdaim,  "  Give  me  a  stick,  papa.  Now  I  will  shoot  you :  it  is  a  gun !' ' 
And,  when  fatigued  with  these  imaginary  games,  he,  with  sad  looks, 
would  return,  again  asking  to  sit  upon  my  knee,  for  his  shoes  were  so 
tired !     And  there  seated,  he  would  pursue  his  wondrous  questions. 

And  the  dialogues  we  held  together  tended  to  purify  my  selfish  me- 
lancholy,  to  improve  the  foundations  of  my  spirit.  In  my  fittle  children 
I  appeared  sometimes  to  be  born  again.  Lovely  babes,  how  wonderful 
was  their  joy  !  The  cascades  moved  as  if  to  give  them  pleasure ;  the  sun 
— oldest  emblem  of  nature — was  to  them  so  new  that  his  setting  and 
rising  was  a  surprise. 

All  was  to  them  new — the  birthday  and  its  brief  festival,  whether  of 
old  or  young ;  all  was  beautiful,  whether  the  face  of  age  or  childhood. 

Angelina's  birthday  was  at  hand.  The  day  was  to  be  giveu  up  to 
pleasure. 

"  Papa,"  said  Orazio,  "  is  your  birthday  gone  away  ?" 

"  Yes,  long  ago,"  was  the  answer. 

"Whereisitgoneto?" 

"  Into  all  the  yesterdays !" 

"  Will  it  come  again  r 
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"  Perhaps." 

"  When  is  my  next  birthday  ?" 

"  Next  year,  my  child." 

"  And  the  next  to  that  ?" 

" The  year  after." 

"  When  is  the  last?" 

"  The  year  before  you  die." 

"  And  are  there  no  birthdaye  after  I  am  dead  ?* 

Then  the  look  of  despair  wnieh  for  a  moment  movei  the  eyee  of  inno- 
cent  ones  would  be  gone  as  soon  as  seen,  and  he  would  ruah  with  some- 
thing  like  impovtant  newf  to  hie  aifter. 

"  Angelina,  I  know  what  birthdays  are  :  do  you?" 

"  What  are  they  ?" 

"  Little  boys  and  girls." 

Orazio,  when  thus  young,  was  a  healthy  boy,  though  of  delieate  frame, 
and  subjeot  to  oooasional  attaoks  of  illness.  When  eeiced  with  one  of 
these,  how  wretched  did  I  feel  on  his  account.  Then,  as  if  by  enchant- 
ment,  my  own  troubles  disappeared.  Once,  I  remember,  he  lay  upon  the 
couch  in  a  feverish  sleep,  wrapped  by  Adora  in  a  many-coloured  shawl, 
which  glittered  as  with  the  plumage  of  the  rainbow.  He  looked  too 
beautiful  to  move  again.  Heedlessly  I  stretohed  the  lovely  fabric  about 
his  ehest  and  arros,  to  guard  him  frorn  chill,  when  I  pereeived  its  folds 
had  dropped  into  the  shape  of  wings,  and  given  his  body  an  angel's  form. 
Impelled  by  the  instinet  of  the  moment,  I  played  gentfe  musio  to  him,  as 
over  a  departing  child,  that  his  slumbers  might  be  lightened,  and  that  he 
might  dream  of  God,  while  I  made  his  mother  stand  over  him,  that, 
should  his  eyes  again  open,  he  might  look  on  his  guardian  angel. 

Such  was  my  miserable  apprehension — such  my  insorutable  love ;  but 
it  was  to  the  profit  of  my  own  redemption,  for  I  thus  lived  again  in  the 
innocent.  Sometimes  also  did  I  feel  what  a  childhood  ought  to  be ;  and 
it  was  new  to  me  as  were  the  cascades  to  the  little  ones,  and  the  Coming 
and  going  of  the  sun. 

Chaptee  IX. 

On  my  recovery  from  the  apathetic  existence  I  have  described,  my 
principe!  resort  was  the  sepulchres  belonging  to  the  Etruscan  dead,  whien 
I  had  formerly  discovered  beneath  my  castle :  there  with  lamp  and  book 
I  reposed  for  hours  every  day  in  some  curule  chair,  the  ancestral  rest- 
ing-place,  its  stillness  more  soothing  to  me  than  the  childish  prattle 
which  I  so  loved,  but  was  unable  to  bear.  There  settled,  my  eye  would 
rove  from  the  volume  in  my  hand  to  the  no  less  speaking  walls,  to  spell 
illegible  inscriptiona,  and  was  sure  to  be  at  last  fixed  on  a  particular 
monument — that  of  the  beautiful  Aula  Velthinas.  It  was  thus  that  the 
fact  of  my  being  in  the  presence  of  my  kindred,  whose  name  lingered 
with  my  house  on  earth,  dawned  upon  me.  I  saw  the  youthful  %ure, 
and  the  inscription,  but  the  name  was  all  that  I  could  deeipher.  There 
were  other  words  besides,  and  my  eye  wandered  continually  over  them,  so 
often  that  I  could  see  them  at  last  as  plainly  with  my  eyes  closed  as  open ; 
they  had  stamped  their  curious  forma  on  memory — the  mind's  perspective. 
It  was  some  time  before  I  tried  to  penetrate  thelr  meaning,  and  when  I 
did  so  it  was  without  success,  though  now  and  then  glimpses  of  the  hidden 
sense  were  aecorded — its  dead  letters  scintillating  as  with  the  phospho- 
rescence  of  age,  between  me  and  the  tomb,  on  which  was  the  Inscription 


VELTHINAB;  OB,  THE  OHDEAL  OF  BACBIFICB.  159 

and  its  hero.  Was  it  that  I  thought  the  lines  addressed  me  ?    They  had 

been  incised  and  fet  up  by  my  own  people  two  thousand  years  before,  and 

been  nnseen  in  tbe  interval,  wben  suddenly,  in  the  fulness  of  time,  I  sat 

fronting  them,  and  speit  the  fbrgotten  words.     Had  not  tbe  circumstance 

a  significant  bearing  on  myself,  almost  on  my  fate?     Had  I  been  a 

common  man,  it  would  have  been  otberwise ;  but  with  my  Spiritual  clear- 

ness,  reflecting  as  it  did  all  occult  sensibilities,  and  giving  a  presence  to 

things  remote,  was  tbe  meaning  of  men's  thoughts  thus  placed  on  record, 

thus  glimmeiing  through  a  night  of  twenty  handred  years,  to  be  lighted 

up  at  the  latest  hour,  and  be  set  down  as  nought,  as  addressed  to  none  ? 

Mi  ni  ay  pitri  mi  clen  Aulesil  Atresthe 
Nursia  ki  sontero,  ethe  Nursia  pontem  Afakid. 

Such  were  the  words ;  how  was  I  to  strike  on  their  mysterious  sense  ? 
Was  I  not  unworthy  of  the  name  I  bore  to  be  thus  spoken  to  in  the 
langnage  of  my  fathers,  while  I  stood  unenlightened  and  amazed  ?  Pos- 
sessed of  the  words  in  my  mind's  eye  I  discontinued  my  visits  for  a  time 
to  the  sepulchre,  for  the  place  troubled  my  thoughts ;  but  in  harmony 
with  my  former  fate  I  could  not  avoid  the  tomb ;  it  followed  me ;  my 
room  up-stairs  took  its  shape,  my  shelves  bore  its  um  and  lamps ;  its 
Bhields  and  speara  had  ascended,  surrounding  the  monument  and  its 
inscription  stilL  I  was  thus  doomed  to  gase  at  and  spell  the  worda — to 
look  into  their  face  until  they  seemed  alive,  though  still  unmeaning,  like 
idiots  of  the  highest  order,  those  insane  ones,  who  in  their  day  have  been 
great  actors  in  the  scene.  There  was  a  name,  howerer,  in  that  sentence 
— Atresthe,  whose  meaning  was  Retribution ;  what  meant  the  rest  ? 

I  wrote  the  words  on  paper,  and  asked  their  meaning  of  those  whom  I 
met ;  asked  it  even  of  the  peasant,  whom  I  knew  to  have  never  learned 
to  read.  What  signified  reading — bad  I  not  deciphered,  and  read,  and 
learned  by  heart  in  vain  ? 

I  took  horse  and  quitted  Aula :  not  now  to  eseape  the  sepulchres,  for  I 
knew  they  must  every  where  enclose  me,  but  to  gather  firom  the  learned 
the  sense  of  the  dark  words  in  which  a  destiny  Tay  concealed.  Florence 
and  its  mountains  moved  behind  me,  its  academy  unable  to  penetrate  the 
written  characters«  Siena  next  surrounded  me,  but  none  there  could 
translate  the  words,  so  its  waUs  too  moved  backwards,  until  Rome  came 
within  sight.  In  the  Eternal  City  I  paused  awhile,  and  sought  out  the 
wise,  all  of  whom  looked  at  my  inscription  in  stupid  wonder.  I  shouted 
the  words  in  the  ears  of  priests :  some  smiled  and  passed,  some  stopped 
and  took  oompassion ;  but  none  could  assist  me— the  tongue  which  spoke 
in  those  sentences  was  lost 

I  had  gone  to  the  house  wherein  formerly  I  lodged  with  the  sculntor — 
the  same  whom  I  saw  again  when  at  Milan.  I  was  welcomed  by  the 
new  owner,  and  the  rooms  I  had  oecupied  so  long  ago  were  mine  onoe 
more.  Strange  to  teU,  Pulei,  ere  many  days  had  passed,  was  there  with 
me,  and  thus  the  old  time  and  the  new  seemed  as  one — the  philosophy  of 
Musonio  come  into  play  in  this  present  period.  But  all  was  not  the 
same;  the  sculptor  and  his  tools  was  replaced  by  a  soholar  with  bis 
books,  while  the  artist's  Madonna-like  wife  and  children,  whom  I  missed, 
were  shortly  to  be  succeeded  by  a  boly  family  of  my  own. 

I  placed  my  troubled  sentence  before  the  Scholar. 

"  There  is  but  one  man  in  Rome  who  can  construe  that,  and  he  is  a 
foreigner,"  obserred  the  learned  man. 
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"  To  what  country  does  he  belong?"  I  asked. 

"  I  know  not,"  replied  the  scholar ;  "  he  has  lately  been  in  Iceland,  and 
has  brought  with  him  copies  of  Runic  inscriptions,  which  he  discovered 
there ;  in  tbese  he  finds  a  key  to  the  Etruscan." 

"  What  knowledge  can  the  Icelander  possess  of  these  thiogs  T9  inquired 
I,  incredulously. 

"  There  is  the  marvel,"  said  the  scholar.  "  But  the  man  I  speak  of 
having  studied  Etruscan  in  Italy,  and  Runic  in  a  remote  land,  returns  to 
this  country  enabled  by  bis  labours  to  decipher  our  ancient  inscriptions — 
to  read  the  language  of  our  long-forgotten  tombs.  I  will  escort  you  to 
hiß  house ;  come  with  me." 

The  scholar  led  the  way. 

Chaftxb  X. 

We  toiled  up  the  hill,  and  reached  the  height  where  Stands  the  church 
of  St  Peter  in  Montorio,  which  edifice  contained  the  great  pictnre  of  the 
Transfignration.  At  the  door  of  a  house  near  this  spot  the  scholar 
stopped,  and  said  that  we  had  reached  the  dwelling  of  his  friend.  lt 
was  a  smali  house  two  stories  in  height,  abutting  on  a  spacious  court, 
enclosed  by  high  walls,  and  connected  with  a  oonsiderable  building  which 
lay  adjacent.  On  applying  at  the  door  a  servant  bade  us  enter,  and 
ushered  us  into  an  apartment  on  the  ground-floor,  overlooking  the  walled 
court  and  building  above  described.  The  scholar  was  presently  invited 
up-stairs :  he  took  the  inscription  with  him,  while  I  remained  below. 

Standing  at  the  window  and  observing  more  closely  the  building  oppo- 
site,  with  its  cupola,  I  asked  myself  what  place  could  that  be  on  which  I 
looked  ?  At  the  distant  end  of  the  court  I  espied  a  group  of  objectless 
women,  some  Walking  about  hurriedly,  sonne  Standing  still  under  a  win- 
dow with  gratings  outside  it — a  peculiarity  which  Struck  me  in  a  mo- 
ment,  and  led  me  to  direct  my  eye  to  the  other  windows,  all  of  which  I 
saw  were  similarly  guarded  with  iron  bars.  A  dread  then  came  over  me ; 
at  the  same  momeot,  one  of  the  women  shading  her  eyes  against  the  sun's 
rays  with  her  arm,  appearing  to  observe  me,  made  her  approach ;  she 
was  soon  under  the  window  at  which  I  stood,  whence  she  surveyed  me 
with  n  leer,  the  idiot  marked  upon  her  mouth  and  expressive  eye.  Her 
hair  was  cropped  short,  her  habiliments  were  mean  and  patched ;  she 
looked  up,  she  looked  down ;  the  human  face  and  earth  at  which  she  thus 
ga*ed  altern ately,  seemed  to  have  a  like  effect  upon  her  mind;  at  both 
she  leere«)  alike  ;  then  leering  at  the  horizon,  moved  away. 

Shurtly  there  came  a  second  female,  who  solicited  me  earnestly  to 
procure  her  release,  then  walked  on  without  awaiting  my  reply,  lost  in 
new  reflections. 

A  third  followed  the  example  of  the  other  two  ;  she  had  a  merry  face, 
and  an  eye  that  laughed,  though  crazily :  she  sang  a  hymn  to  me  with  as 
much  cheerful  expression  as  if  it  had  been  a  bacchanal  song ;  she  then 
danced  out  of  my  sight  backwards. 

A  fourth,  of  noble  stature  and  almost  warlike  bearing,  strode  towards 
me  with  unfeminine  march,  then  stood  and  confronted  me.  With  nie- 
nacing  gestures  she  uttered  the  language  of  offended  pride.  Every  out- 
ward object  had  an  aspect  in  her  mind  of  unbounded  presumption,  and 
gave  corresponding  offence  to  a  dignity  at  least  regal.  She  tossed  her 
bare  head  as  if  she  had  shaken  a  diadem,  and  departed  in  her  turn. 

A  fifth  drew  nigh,  and  stood  before  me  like  a  harper  inspired.     Her 
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bloe  eyes  were  raised,  her  delicate  white  fingers  handled  invisible  chords, 
over  which  they  now  ran  rapidly,  and  now,  as  the  face  expressed,  seemed 
to  draw  out  sounda  deep  and  solemn.  But  what  she  had  began  in  earnest, 
she  ended  with  a  flourish  of  the  hand  over  the  head,  and  a  few  dissonances 
from  the  Ups ;  and  with  laugh  she  too-  walked  away. 

And  there  was  a  sixth  who  came ;  she  at  first  made  signs  of  defiance, 
then  changing  her  tone  put  out  her  hand  as  if  to  beg,  and  smiled  harshly. 
While  in  this  attitude  her  eyelids  became  convulsed;  a  squint  set  in ;  she 
feil  on  the  ground  and  struggled.  Withdrawing  my  affiicted  eyes  from 
this  object,  I  observed  a  beautiful  female  figure  bending  over,  and  ready 
to  adtninister — I  knew  the  angel  before  me ;  our  looks  met.  Meantime 
the  scholar  had  entered ;  he  thrust  a  paper  into  my  hand,  the  translation 
of  my  m ysterious  sentence,  but  I  hurried  from  his  presence  to  the  doors 
of  the  adjacent  asylum.  The  sound  of  the  loud  bell  brought  the  porter 
to  his  post:  I  asked  to  see  Giuditta.  He  hesitated;  but  I  paid  him 
largely  and  walked  in.  The  being  I  sought  had  just  ascended  the  step  ; 
in  a  moment  I  should  be  in  her  presence.  As  1  looked  out,  I  saw  Angus 
at  the  window  opposite,  in  the  court ;  he  was  in  the  room  I  had  quitted 
a  few  minutes  before.  His  fine  eye  watched  Giuditta,  whom  he  had 
loved,  whose  mind  was  now  the  tenant  of  a  twilight  world.  lt  was  he 
who  had  made  my  translation ;  and  he  stood  before  me  not  knowing 
that  I  was  so  near. 

Giuditta  entered,  and  was  neither  conscious  of  my  distress,  nor  surprised 
at  seeing  me  there.  I  feit  petrified  at  the  sight  of  her  cold  looks — petri- 
fied  in  body  as  she  was  in  mind.  She  took  my  hand,  and  led  me  into  a 
room.  "  It  has  long  been  my  wish  to  see  you,"  she  said,  wjjbhout  any 
sign  of  emotion,  "  for  you  have  gone  through  many  trials ;  the  worst  is, 
however,  past."  Alter  a  pause,  she  resumed :  u  You  are  married  now  to 
the  sweet  Adora  Abarbanel,  who  lived  with  us  for  some  time  in  the  Con- 
vent  of  Santa  Maria  Novella,  and  was  to  have  been  of  the  sisterhood, 
but  for  her  happier  lot."  After  a  further  pause,  the  expression  of  her  face 
by  degrees  thawed ;  it  then  began  to  glow,  and  at  length  reached  the  tone 
which  none  can  see  without  wonder,  and  none  can  witness  in  accompani- 
ment  to  words  without  feeling  that  a  Sybil  speaks.  "  Her  fate,"  she  said, 
in  this  altered  tone,  "  is  mixed  up  inextricably  with  mine.  She  must  die 
first ;  and  not  until  the  time  of  her  departure  hence  am  I  to  see  you  again. 
Despair  not.  Arm  yourself  with  faith;  it  has  power  to  create  heroes, 
though  the  united  plaudits  of  a  world  should  have  failed.  You  will  have 
need  of  faith :  without  it  you  would  fail  to  accomplish  the  high  destiny 
which  in  the  end  awaits  you.  Bear  your  troubles  meekly,  and  believe  that 
whatever  bappens  is  for  your  good.  There  is  an  ebb  to  every  tide ;  and 
for  a  wise  end  is  retribution  to  roll  back  upon  your  soul,  that  what  others 
have  suffered  through  your  acta  you  may  in  turn  suffer.  By  this  means 
only  can  you  be  led  to  feel  remorse,  to  experience  true  repentance,  and  to 
estimate  the  mercy  of  the  pure  and  holy  God.  Despair  not.  In  consi- 
deration  of  your  mnocent  childhood,  faith  will  be  permitted  to  mingle 
with  and  direct  the  high  aspirings  of  your  soul.  Peace  will  reward  your 
teils." 

With  these  words  she  became  mute,  and  the  light  of  her  eye  subsided. 
The  paroxysm  of  inspiration  was  over.  She  moved  towards  the  door,  but 
I  arrested  her  step  by  askiug  her  when  we  were  to  meet  again.  The 
question  ouly  bewüdered  her ;  she  shook  her  head  with  a  look  of  abstrac- 
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tion  and  a  smile  of  melancholy.  8he  then  presented  her  beloved  oheek 
to  min«,  and  left  the  room. 

We  had  met  there  j  ob !  there. 

The  wordi  of  some  are  no  sooner  uttered  than  they  are  forgotten ; 
those  of  others  drop  with  a  force  that  strikea  inwardly,  and,  like  the  blow 
of  fate-directed  shafts,  if  their  impression  be  obliterated  at  one  time,  it 
starte  up  afresh  at  another,  like  the  blood  of  the  murdered.  So  were 
Giuditta'8  words  to  rise  up  in  judgment  against  me. 

The  inscription  was  still  in  my  hand ;  I  looked  at  it  almost  accidentally, 
and  saw  written  beneath  it  thia  Interpretation : 

I  am  not  Grandfather :  nor  Father.     I  am  Adrastus,  eldest  son  of  Aula. 
Fate  who  made  me  guilty,  also  made  me  an  atonement  for  guilt 

It  was  in  the  handwriting  of  Angus :  thus  he  and  Giuditta,  who  were 
the  first  I  had  injured,  were  made  co-interpreters  of  my  doom. 

The  room  on  which  I  lay  that  night  was  under  the  cupola,  a  room 
deyoted  to  the  aooommodation  of  strangers,  and  the  view  from  it  com- 
manded  a  great  part  of  the  city.  I  had  remained  in  the  asylum  beyond 
the  hours  of  evening ;  the  apartment,  therefore,  was  prepared  for  me  to 
pass  the  night  in.  I  threw  myself  on  the  bed ;  but  I  was  sleepless,  for 
the  word  Retribution  still  dinned  on  my  ear.  The  idea  of  such  a  result 
had  never  entered  into  my  mind ;  and  such  was  its  vastness,  that  I  long 
failed  to  realise  it.  That  the  active  days  of  my  existence  were  passed,  I 
was  able  readily  to  conceive ;  but  the  passive  ones,  recipients  of  a  recoil- 
ing  doom,  had  they  not  begun  ?  Prosperity  had,  indeed,  been  my  lot  in 
the  midst  of  wickedness;  but  conscience  has  its  remedies,  and  I  had 
thought  myself  punished  in  my  bitter  hours — hours  so  many  in  number 
as  to  make  days  and  years. 

It  was  to  be,  and  ought  to  be :  who  more  than  I  deserved  to  suffer 
retribution  ?  Justice  is  firm  of  purpose,  and  is  not  to  be  weakened  by  a 
sense  of  pity :  let  eompassion  be  for  those  who  have  tuffered  their  due, 
and  have  none  to  open  their  prison  door,  and  release  them  from  penaltiee 
unlimited  and  prolonged ;  not  for  those  who  are  about  to  suffer.  I  had 
begun  the  world  with  mlse  impressions  of  the  human  destiny  and  race ; 
my  opinions  were  puerile,  my  principles  unfranchised,  though  füll  of 
innerent  power.  I  knew  not  thus  early  that  the  faculty  which  worships 
man,  and  the  prayer  which  asks  for  human  glory,  might  have  been  directed 
by  holy  culture  to  the  throne  and  dictatorship  of  heaven,  whence  alone 
come  true  rewards.  But  instead  of  an  infancy  thus  trained  to  peace  and 
virtue,  my  fate  was  left  to  its  selfish  career,  which  bore  within  it  an  age 
fraught  with  sorrow. 

All  things  muat  be  borne ;  and  let  not  the  man  who  in  his  youth  could 
inÜict  sufferings  on  others  for  objects  which  he  deemed  exalted,  shrink  as 
he  advances  in  his  course  from  the  mildly-levied  chastisements  of  Heaven. 
Let  him  be  rather  thankful  if  he  receive  the  grace  of  resignation — let 
him  hail  a  purgatory  here  below. 

On  that  night  1  imbibed  a  faith  which  expelled  the  alternations  of 
hone  and  fear  from  my  breast  The  place,  the  earth,  and  the  heavens, 
in  harmony  with  such  faith,  conspired  to  elevate  me — to  place  me  above 
the  ciroumstances  of  ephemeral  being.  I  witnessed  on  that  night  the 
World*«  Transfiguration,  such  as  no  mortal  could  represent  to  man; 
pictures  of  that  rough  divinity  Nature,  glorified  and  spiritualised. 

The  moon  was  at  the  füll,  and  the  night  clothed  by  it  with  a  beauty 
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not  unknown  to  ereate  Impulses  in  the  heart,  such  as  the  wenden  of  day 
feil  to  awaken.  The  intensity  of  the  light  seemed  ready  at  every  instant 
to  bunt  into  fiame,  producing  an  Impression  that  the  Divinity  Himself 
was  in  the  midat,  viridly  omnipresent,  and  imparting  rapture  to  all 
around.  From  my  Windows  I  saw  miles  of  Space  and  ruin  tnus  tenanted 
— the  Colosseum  afar  had  a  look  whioh  did  not  appear  at  other  times,  as 
if  deluged  with  the  spirit  of  peace.  The  arenes,  as  if  expeotant  of 
heroes,  stood  loftily  out,  erect  and  broad  as  of  old,  the  assooiations  of  a 
trinmph  with  them  ever;  their  passage  still  the  way  of  imperial  warriors, 
whose  life,  not  whose  death,  they  reoord. 

The  water-sheet  of  Tiber  glistened,  and  was  under  the  same  spell ; 
Kke  a  track  of  wayworn  light  left  behind  by  some  holy  messenger,  it 
shaped  its  windings  from  the  Island  to  the  palaoes,  and  from  them  to  the 
Castle  with  its  angel,  and  thence  again  to  the  hüls. 

Grand  and  indefinite  ideas,  too,  as  well  as  things,  sncceeded  eaeh  other 
as  I  looked— of  columns  and  their  entablatures  falling  not,  that  they 
might  still  express  man's  fall ;  of  Christian  temples  springing  up  in  the 
midst  of  the  ruins,  to  express  man's  seeond  rise :  the  sepulchre— the 
place  of  resurrection. 

The  city  looked  deserted  by  man,  but  preserved  by  the  presence,  and 
illuminated  by  the  glory  of  the  Eternal.  It  was  as  a  vast  museum 
walled  in  and  overarched  by  the  azure,  encircling  the  gigantio  remains  of 
empire,  whieh,  though  useless,  were  arranged  as  they  stood  formerly, 
wonderful  as  ever  to  behold.  Time  was  their  keeper,  and  he  loitered  up 
and  down  in  his  sleep  among  the  bulky  memorials ;  his  easy  labour  to 
dnst  them  in  his  dreams — to  sweep  them  until  grown  thinner  and  fewer, 
the  last  crumb  of  the  Colosseum  itself  drops  away.     • 

And  thus  is  the  city  no  sooner  leveüed  and  blotted  out,  than  like 
summer  lightning  it  flashes  back  upon  our  eyes — still  the  Eternal  City. 


THE     MAIDEN'S     R  E  T  R  E  A  T. 

BT  TBS  BEV.  P.  P.  PECKEB,  M.A. 

I. 

Mks.  Mahtha  Oall  was  one  of  the  first  ladies  I  became  acquainted 
with  on  my  appointment  to  the  chaplaincy  of  "  The  Retreat"  8he  was 
an  aged  lady,  of  acrimonious  aspect,  and  uninviting  manners ;  her  voice 
was  the  intonation  of  severity,  her  conversation  the  concentrated  essence 
of  bitters.  I  was  young  and  verdant,  used  to  the  amiable  intercourse  of 
two  maiden  aunts,  who  were  constant  visitors  at  "the  old  house  at 
home ;"  my  opinion  of  spinsters  advanced  in  years  was  of  the  most  fevour- 
able  descnption.  My  appointment  to  the  Retreat,  therefore,  coincided 
with  my  most  cordiai  wishes.  Boys  I  could  never  manage ;  parochial 
duties  would  haye  given  me  more  labour  than  my  rather  delicate  Consti- 
tution could  haye  endured ;  but  a  snug  house,  with  dear,  kind  personifi- 
cations  of  grandmamma  around  me,  light  work,  and  good  pay,  promised 
to  realise  my  feirest  visions  of  pastoral  bliss. 

Cheered  Dy  the  bright  prospect  before  me,  I  lost  not  a  moment  in 
paying  my  initiatory  Visits  to  tne  &ir  inmates.  Mrs.  ^iartha  Gall  occu- 
pied  a  geographica!  position  nearestmy  own  domicile ;  with  Mrs.  Martha 
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Gall,  therefore,  my  calls  commenced.     I  was  let  in  by  a  serrant  "  after 
the  antique,"  of  prim  bearing  and  unezoeptionable  behaviour. 

"  Humph ! — new  chaplain,  I  suppose,"  greeted  me,  as  the  stera  lady  of 
the  ante-chamber  ushered  me  into  the  presence  of  her  sovereign.  The  re- 
mark  was  hardly  addressed  to  me,  but  I  seized  it  as  a  good  introduction. 

"  I  have  that  pleasure,  madam,  and  look  forward  to  a  career  of  happi- 
ness  in  this  delightful  place." 

"  No  Puseyite,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Madam,  it  will  ever  be  my  endeavour  to  steer  clear  of  all  extremes, 
and  to  discharge  the  duties  of  spiritual  director " 

"  Adviser,"  suggested  Mrs.  Martha. 

"  Exactly,  madam, — to  discharge  the  duties  of  a  ghostly  adviser,  with 
zeal  and  moderation.     With  regard  to  opinion,  I  confess " 

"  Confess !  Mr.  Fecker.     You  won't  have  many  to  shriye  here." 

"  You  misunderstand  me,  Mrs.  Gall :  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  confess 
my  principles  are  in  strictest  accordance  with  übe  articles,  but  in  matters 
of  controversy,  I  do  not  stake " 

"  Stake  !  Mr.  Pecker :  I  should  hope  not"  And  she  shuddered,  but 
not  with  cold. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  interrupt  you,  madam,  but  I  was  going  to  say 
that  I  never  stake  party  opinions  in  polemical  topics.  I  purpose  having 
daily  service— f' 

"  Daily  service!"  repeated  Mrs.  Martha,  with  upturned  orbs ;  "then  I 
hope  you  11  find  your  own  congregations,  Mr.  Pecker !" 

I  saw  that  I  had  entered  on  an  unfortunate  theme ;  no  doubt  Mrs« 
Gall  held  some  peculiar  yiews  :  on  other  points  she  might  be  lamb-like 
and  benign. 

"  I  am  going  to  call  upon  your  next-door  neighbour,  Mrs.  Gall,"  I  re- 
commenced  after  a  slight  pause ;  (i  can  you  teil  me  her  name  ?" 

"  Don't  know  her." 

"  Oh,  then  she  is  like  myself,  a  new  comer  ?" 

<(  I  don't  know  anythiug  about  her.  Mrs.  Finchley  is  visited  by  uone 
of  the  ladies." 

M  Indeed  !w 

"  She  is  a  very  odious  woman,  Mr.  Pecker  !n  and  Mrs.  Marthas  con- 
versatioual  powers  seemed  on  the  verge  of  breaking  forth,  as  she  drew 
her  chair  nearer  to  me  with  a  view  to  a  little  confidential  discourse.  But 
my  time  did  not  permit  of  a  longer  visit,  and  with  hat  in  hand  I  sallied 
forth  to  acquaiot  myself  with  another  of  mysheep. 

"  Mrs.  Finchley  an  odious  woman !"  quoth  I  to  myself  as  I  left  Mrs.  G. 
The  thought  of  encountering  another  lady  with  peculiar  views  rather 
appalled  me,  and  with  due  regard  to  No.  1,  I  determined  to  skip  No.  10 
for  the  present,  and  was  rather  glad  to  interpose  a  whole  house  between 
myself  and  Mrs.  Martha.  Asickly  and  emaciated  girl  opened  the  door 
of  No.  11.  "Kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,'1  thought  I,  as  I  perceived 
two  old  ladies,  instead  of  one,  seated  on  the  sofa. 

"  How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  Pecker ;  very  glad  to  see  you,  sir.  Mrs.  Dealer 
— Mr.  Pecker,"  and  she  waved  her  hand  towards  her  friend,  who  imme- 
diately  commenced, 

"  Mrs.  Pinchem  was  just  remarking  to  me,  Mr.  Pecker,  that  she  was 
expecting  to  see  you." 

"  You  see,  sir,"  took  up  Mrs.  Pinchem,  "  I  entered  the  Retreat  before 
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Mrs.  Gall,  and  I  had  hoped  to  have  received  a  viflit  from  you  the  first  of 
the  two ;  bat  of  course  you  know  best,  sir." 

Mrs.  Dealer  remarked  that  Mrs.  Gall  was  a  very  unfair  woman :  only 
two  nichts  ago  she  counted  two  by  honours  when  ehe  had  held  only  tbe 
two  of  trumps.  "  But  I  was  just  going  to  ask  you,  my  dear,  sbe 
continued,     "when  our  worthy    chaplain  entered,  how  your  servant 


comes  on." 

"  Dreadful  bad,  Mrs.  Dealer." 

«c 


I  thought  she  looked  very  ill,"  I  ventored  to  say,  seeing  a  loop- 
hole  in  the  discoune  for  a  passing  remark. 

"  111 !  Mr.  Pecker;  that  worthless  girl,  sir,  can  gad  about  quick  enough 
when  her  own  pleasure  is  concerned.  111 1  you  should  see  how  she  eats ! 
You  reoollect  the  neck  of  mutton  I  had  last  Tuesday  ?"  she  continued, 
turning  to  her  friend. 

"  Perfectly,  my  dear." 

"  Well,  there  were  only  three  of  us,  you  know,  and  a  large  piece  went 
down :  if  youll  believe  rae,  there  weren't  more  than  two  bones  left  this 
morning." 

"  And  you  had  nothing  more  off  it  ?" 

"  Only  my  dinner  on  Wednesday,  you  know ;  Mrs.  Dealer  and  I  have 
such  a  small  appetite." 

"  So  you  have,  my  dear.  Ah,  Mr.  Pecker !  I  hone  you  will  be  so  kind 
as  to  presch  a  sermon  on  purloining  next  Sunday :  it  really  is  dreadful !" 

I  assured  them  that  I  should  do  my  best  to  ensure  the  welfare  of  the 
establishment ;  unfortunately  my  Sunday  text  was  already  chosen.  Mrs. 
Pinchem  hoped  I  should  give  them  a  sound  discoune.  I  hoped  so  too, 
and,  on  the  plea  of  going  to  unpack  in  my  new  abode,  took  my  leave  of 
the  charming  duet.  My  ardour  for  calling  was  alightly  damped,  so  I  de- 
termined  to  adjourn  further  proceedings  tili  I  should  be  thoroughly  set- 
tled  in  the  chaplain  s  house.  On  returning  there  I  was  much  flattered  to 
find  that  great  interest  had  been  evinced  in  my  Coming,  and  that  the 
arrival  of  my  furniture  had  called  many  a  head  to  the  neighbouring  Win- 
dows. Two  ladies  had  gone  so  far  as  to  walk  in  and  inspect  the  cere- 
mony  of  putting  down  the  carpets.  No  doubt,  they  thought  a  young 
man  likely  to  be  inexperienced  in  arranging  bis  house,  and  were  ready  to 
proffer  their  assistance.  Ah  !  the  same  kind  feeling  that  pervaded  every 
act  of  my  late  aunts.     I  liked  them  all  the  better  for  it. 

IL 

Wh£5  I  had  ßufficiently  recruited  my  strength  after  my  first  campaign, 
with  hopes  once  more  sanguine,  though  not  without  some  engineering,  I 
threw  myself  into  the  Castle  of  Miss  Diana  Daphne,  the  door  of  which 
was  opeoed  to  me  with  the  chain  up  by  a  strong-minded  young  woman 
of  about  forty-three,  who,  upon  receiving  my  card  in  answer  to  her  chal- 
lenge,  left  the  door  still  secured  white  she  apprised  her  mistress  of  the 
arrival.  Miss  Diana  received  me  with  the  most  correct  curtsey,  and  took 
her  seat  at  a  very  respectful  distance,  at  the  same  time  that  her  trusty 
janitor  occupied  a  position  in  the  locality  (to  avoid  scandal),  like  the  dra- 
gon  guarding  the  apples  of  the  Hesperides. 

There  was  sometning  so  chilling  m  the  atmosphere  of  this  closely-forti- 
fied  citadel  that,  not  wishing  to  be  the  occasion  of  a  metamorphose,  I  bid 
fmrewell  to  Daphne  the  earliest  opportunity,  and  with  joy  reached  the  out- 
works  again.  After  such  a  reception  I  was  not  sorry  to  take  a  run  round 
the  houses  to  sümulate  circulation,  and  had  called  on  every  lady  but  one 
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by  the  time  the  dock  Struck  three.  That  one  was  Mn.  Finchley.  I  am 
constrained  to  admit,  that  not  a  single  inmate  of  the  Retreat  had  yet 
oome  up  to  my  ideal-spinster,  while  the  occupant  of  No.  10,  after  the 
unanimous  evil  report  I  had  heard  concerning  her)  did  not  promise  to  raise 
the  character  of  the  estabüshment 

Ab  I  had  hitherto  made  tolerably  shrewd  guesses  at  the  main  features 
of  the  mistresses  by  the  tout  ensemble  of  the  servants,  I  will  sav  that  I 
was  agreeably  surprised  by  the  appearance  of  Mrs.  Finchley's  Abigail. 
She  was  young  and  rather  pretty  ;  her  face  was  adomed  witn  the  colour 
of  health,  and  her  dress  simple  and  neat  in  the  extreme.  Mrs.  Finchley, 
herseif,  wore  a  quiet,  but  far  from  morose  aspect,  and  was  occupied  with 
some  piain  work  when  I  entered ;  her  greeting  was  cordial  and  ladylike» 
so  that,  despite  my  fooliah  prejudices,  I  began  to  hope  again  that  a  copy 
of  my  good  aunts  was  yet  to  be  found  in  the  Institution.  I  was  not  mis* 
taken;  the  more  I  knew  of  her  the  more  did  her  true  worth  manifest  itself. 
I  found,  not  through  herseif,  and  most  certainly  not  from  any  of  her 
sisterhood,  that  her  time  was  almost  wholly  occupied  on  behalf  of  the 
poor ;  and,  now  I  think  of  it,  the  piece  of  linen  which  lay  before  her  at 
my  first  introduction  was  uncommonly  like  an  infantine  robe.  She  was 
the  Doroas  of  the  neighbourhood,  and,  though  her  worthy  compeers  with 
sneering  pity  wondered  how  poor  Mrs.  Finchley  could  get  through  the 
day,  she  was  never  idle,  and  had  positively  no  time  to  churn  slander  even 
had  her  inclinations  pointed  that  way. 

Good  Mrs*  Finchley,  she  has  now  gone  to  a  better  retreat,  and  if  her 
loss  at  No.  10  is  supplied  I  am  very  much  mistaken.  Sure  I  am  that  I 
alone  feit  it  there>  though  many  an  eye  out  of  the  Institution  has  ßhed  a 
tear  to  the  memory  of  the  pattern  old  maid. 

It  is  now  many  years  since  I  resigned  the  office  of  chaplain  to  the 
Community,  and  so  changed  are  my  opinions  respecting  the  staple  com* 
modity  spinster — the  spinster  as  she  too  often  is,  not  the  spinster  as  she 
ought  to  be— that  I  shall  always  look  upon  the  period  of  my  probation 
amonff  them  as  the  most  laborious  portion  of  my  past  career.  I  have 
sinee  oeen  nary  chaplain,  regimental  chaplain,  an  old  bachelor's  asylum 
chaplain,  an  East  India  Company's  chaplain ;  but  never  have  I  worked 
half  so  hard,  and  with  half  such  Opposition,  as  I  did  in  my  capacity  of 
chaplain  to  the  Maiden's  Retreat. 

I  am  at  present  very  comfortably  settled  in  an  easy  parish  of  10,000 
population,  according  to  the  last  census.  I  many  every  morning;  I 
bury  every  evening,  with  six  or  seven  baptisms  on  the  Sunday,  and 
churchings  to  match.  Before  I  am  up  in  the  morning  I  sign  tickets  for 
the  dispensary,  and  directly  I  am  down  dispense  tickets  for  soup  or 
candles.  Old  Tom  Soaker,  the  tipsy  cobbler,  swears  at  me  every  time  I 
pass  his  stall,  because  I  never  go  to  see  him ;  and  when  I  do,  shuts  bis 
door  in  my  face.  Mrs.  O'Rafferty,  the  Irish  pauper,  every  Saturday 
soliclts  my  interest  to  get  her  second  son  out  of  prison,  while  Squire 
Rap-the-rascals  is  always  blaming  me  for  not  getting  her  eldest  in ;  but 
after  my  early  initiation  to  "hard  labour,"  with spite  fiying  over my  head, 
and  slander  tripping  up  my  heels — with  offended  mesdames  contemptu- 
ously  passing  my  door,  and  aged  Inquisitors  semtinisingly  looking  in  at 
the  Windows — with  such  experience  I  had  rather  occupy  my  damp  par- 
sonage  at  Do~the»vicar-cum-Squashby,  or  accept  the  arduous  post  of 
domestic  chaplain  to  the  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands,  than  encounter 
for  another  three  years  the  eritiques,  and  censures,  the  cuts,  and  the 
caUs*over«the-ooals  of  the  amaion  heroines  of  u  Vinegar  Hill  I" 
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aüthor  of  "the  cürate  op  wildmere." 

Chaptxe  XXXIII. 

On  bis  return  to  the  inn,  Wentworth  fouud  Monsieur  Essel  at  the 
door,  watching  for  him. 

"  Sir,"  said  that  gentleman,  "  the  sick  monsieur  up-stairs  is  by  my 
skill  come  to  himsel£  and  is  asking  for  you,  sir." 

"  For  me !"  said  Wentworth,  mentally.  "  Did  he  know  who  it  is  for 
whom  he  asks,  he  would  die  rather  tban  that  I  should  enter  his  pre- 
sence." 

He  then  reflected  a  moment  whetber  it  were  possible  that  his  father 
should  recognise  him,  but  the  recollection  of  Danvers*  incredulity  at  once 
convinced  tum  of  the  absurdity  of  being  fearfui  on  that  score.  Turning 
quickly  to  Essel,  who  had  twice  repeated  his  request  unheeded,  he  said 
tnat  he  was  ready  to  accompany  him. 

11  Is  he  there?"  said  the  patient,  faintly,  as  Wentworth  approached 
him. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Wentworth,  in  a  hurried  and  embarrassed  manner. 
"  I — I  was  told  that  you  wished  to  speak  to  me." 

"  I  do,"  was  the  answer.  "  I  wished  to  thank  you  for  your  heroic 
ezerüons  in  my  behalf." 

"  Say  no  more  on  that  subject,"  interposed  Wentworth,  hastily.  (C  I 
could  not  have  done  less." 

u  Tou  must  not  prevent  my  thanking  you/'  replied  the  sufferer. 
"  Give  me  your  hand." 

Wentworth  did  so,  with  a  stränge  mixture  of  feelings  which  he  could 
not,  and  did  not  attempt  to  analyse. 

"  You  are  a  brave  fellow,"  murmured  the  sick  man.  "  But  you  are 
pale ;  your  band  trembles.     Are  you  hurt  also  ?" 

"  No,  no,"  said  Wentworth,  drawing  his  hand  away.  "  My  hurt  is 
nothing — but  you  must  not  speak  any  more ;  it  will  make  you  worse. 
You  had  better  try  to  sleep." 

"  You  will  not  leave  me  to-night  ?"  said  the  invalid. 

Wentworth  replied  that  he  would  not,  and  asked  if  there  was  any- 
thing  he  could  do  for  him. 

"  I  should  like  sotne  cold  water,"  was  the  answer ;  "  that  man  there, 
who  I  think  must  be  a  ffool,  refuses  to  give  me  any." 

Wentworth  poured  some  from  a  jug  that  stood  on  the  table  and 
brought  it  to  the  invalid. 

"  rfh»X  do  you  do,  sir,w  cried  Monsieur  Essel,  running  up.  "  He 
must  not  on  no  account  drink  dat.     It  will  make  him  die." 

11  Nonsense,"  said  Wentworth,  pushing  him  away  and  holding  the 
glaas  to  Lord  Elton's  lips. 

"  He  shall  not  have  one  drop  more,"  ezclaimed  the  irritated  Essel. 
"  Do  you  tink,  sir,  you  know  better  dan  de  doctor  ?" 

<€  In  this  respect,  yes,"  returned  Wentworth;  u  and  listen  to  me,  my 
good  Herr  Essel ;  unless  you  give  this  gentleman  as  rauch  water  as  he 
chooses  during  my  absence,  you  shall  not  be  paid  one  sou  for  attending 
him." 

The  discomßted  Essel  replied  by  a  shrug  of  the  Shoulders.  Telling 
Lord  Elton  in  a  whisper  that  he  would  return  shortly,  and  hoped 
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soon  to  procure  him  a  better  medical  attendant,  the  young  man  quitted 
the  roora,  requesting  the  disciple  of  Galen  to  follow  him  into  an  adjoining 
apartment,  and  bandage  his  arm,  while  the  horse  which  he  had  ordered 
was  got  ready.  The  mjury  was  by  no  means  so  trifling  as  Wentworth 
had  imagined,  and  the  awkward  Essers  dressing  it  gave  him  great  pain. 

"  You  must  not  take  a  ride  to-night,  sir,"  said  the  medical  man,  "  as 
I  teil  you  before." 

"  I  must,"  said  Wentworth,  shortly;  "  so  say  no  more  about  it." 
^  As  he  finished  speaking,  a  half-suppressed  exclamation  of  pain  escaped 
him. 

"  Ha!"  said  Essel,  "  dere  is  de  sick  shentleman  in  de  nex  room  aslring 
what  is  de  matter.  You  have  frighten  him  wid  your  groan.  Come 
down  stairs  for  me  to  finish  your  arm." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Wentworth;  "  I  will  not  call  out  again,  however  you 
may  hurt  me.  You  must  not  go  out  of  his  hearing  whilst  I  am  away," 
he  added ;  "  there  is  no  one  eise  who  speaks  English." 

"  He  must  be  safe  wid  me,"  said  the  surgeon.     "  My  skill " 

"  My  dear  sir,"  interrupted  Wentworth,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  if  you 
would  talk  a  Kttle  less  about  your  skill,  just  now,  perhaps  you  might  be 
able  to  vse  a  little  more." 

"  Ah,  sir,  I  hurt  you !"  said  Essel,  compassiooately,  for  he  was  by  no 
means  devoid  of  feeling.  "  I  will  take  more  care.  Dere,  now  it  is  all 
finish.     You  bear  pain  Jike  de  hero." 

"  Dese  Englis,"  he  observed  aloud  to  himself,  as  Wentworth,  after 
thanking  him  hastily,  left  the  room — "  dese  Englis  are  as  courageous 
as  de  Kons,  but  I  never  know  dere  equals  for  de  obstinacy." 

On  descending,  Wentworth  was  informed  that  a  servant  of  the  wonnded 
stranger  had  arrived. 

"  How  happened  it,"  said  Wentworth  to  the  man,  "  that  you  were 
not  with  your  master  to-day  ?" 

"  Because  monsieur  always  travels  alone,  and  sends  me  on  with  his 
luggage.  Monsieur  is  always  well  armed,  and  generally  travels  on 
horseback,  but  to-day  he  took  it  into  his  head  to  walk." 

"  What  is  your  master's  name?"  inquired  Wentworth. 

"  I  do  not  remember  it  well,"  said  the  man,  «  but  you  can  see  it  on 
this  trunk,  sir,  if  you  will  take  the  trouble  of  looking." 

Wentworth  diu  so,  and  read  the  name  of  Stanley. 

"  Yes,  that  is  it,  sir,"  replied  the  Courier.     «  Mr.  Stanley." 

As  this  man,  who  was  a  Swiss,  could  speak  French,  Wentworth  deter- 
mined  to  take  him  as  a  guide  instead  of  the  landlord's  servant     It  was 

late  in  the  evening  when  he  arrived  at  N ;  but  on  inquiring  at  the  inn 

for  the  English  travellers,  he  was  told  that  they  were  at  supper. 

"  Take  in  my  card,"  said  Wentworth  to  the  waiter,  "  and  say  that  I 
beg  one  of  the  gentlemen  will  allow  me  to  speak  a  few  words  with  him." 

The  waiter  quickly  returned,  with  a  request  that  Wentworth  would 
walk  in.  He  was  ushered  into  a  room  where  a  large  party  of  ladies 
and  gentlemen  were  assembled,  who  received  him  very  courteously. 
Having  told  in  a  few  words  the  object  of  his  visit,  he  was  informed  that 
there  was  a  surgeon  of  the  party ;  and,  on  being  introduced,  recognised 
the  name  of  one  of  the  first  in  England. 

The  great  Mr. obligingly  expressed  his  readiness  to  give  the 

wounded  traveller  the  benefit  of  his  Services,  and,  with  not  more  than  a 
few  minutes'  delay,  mounted  the  courier's  horse  and  accompanied  Went- 
worth. 
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They  found  the  patient  restless  and  feverish,  and  Mr.  —  pro- 
nounced  his  wound  to  be  of  a  very  dangerous  character. 

"  I  greatly  fear,"  he  said  to  Wentworth,  when  they  were  alone,  "  that 
the  recalt  will  be  fatal ;  but  we  will  do  all  that  we  can  for  him,  poor  fel- 
low.     I  will  sit  up  with  him  to-night." 

"  Thank  you  for  your  kindness,"  said  Wentworth;  "  I  will  stay  with 
you." 

"  Do"  said  the  surgeon.  "  You  will  be  of  infinitely  more  use  than 
the  officious  gentleman  who  has  such  a  rast  opinion  of  his  own  »kill." 

"  I  think  we  may  dismiss  him,  at  least  for  the  present,"  said  Went- 
worth.    "  I  will  do  it  in  such  a  manner  as  not  to  hurt  his  feelmgg. 

"  I  vill  not  on  no  account  leave  de  sick  shentleman,"  said  the  subject 
of  these  remarks,  who  had  just  entered  the  room.  "  I  vill  be  second 
now  de  Englis  doctor  is  come,  in  compliment  to  him,  as  he  is  de  sick  pa- 
tient's  oountryman ;  but  besides  dat  I  take  great  interest  in  de  case,  de 
Englis  doctor  vill  find  my  skill  no  small  use  to  him ;  and  you  vill  vant 
me  to  look  to  your  arm,  sir." 

These  arguments  being  unanswerable,  no  more  was  said  about  his  de- 

parture;  but  Mr. stipulated  that  he  should,  for  that  night,  remain 

down  stairs,  while  he  himself  and  Wentworth  sat  up  in  the  patient's 
room. 

Before  morning  the  sufferer's  fever  had  reached  an  alarming  height, 
and  continued  to  increase.     That  day  and  the  three  following  his  lue 

was  in  the  most  imminent  danger.     Wentworth  and  Mr. scarcely 

left  his  aide,  and  all  that  skill,  care,  and  kindness  could  do  was  done  for 
htm.  At  the  expiration  of  the  above-mentioned  period,  the  surgeon  an- 
nounced  a  slight  alteration  for  the  better.  The  favourable  Symptoms 
continued ;  Lord  Elton  became  conscious  at  intervals,  his  fever  abated, 
and  at  the  end  of  a  week  Mr. pronounced  him  out  of  danger. 

"  He  still  requires  great  care,'1  said  that  gentleman  to  Wentworth, 
"  and  if  he  had  not  such  an  admirable  nurse  as  yourself,  I  should  not 
think  it  right  to  quit  him  so  soon.  I  am  anxious  to  see  some  friends  at 
Geneva  previous  to  returning  to  England,  and  shall  pass  through  this 
place  about  a  week  hence  on  my  way  home,  when  I  will  call  and  see  how 
our  patient  is  getting  on.  By  our  patient,"  continued  the  surgeon, 
smiling,  "  I  mean  yours  and  mine,  for  Essel,  poor  man,  with  the  best 
intentaons  in  the  world,  would  have  kiiled  him  twenty  times  over,  long 
ago." 

Essel  himself  was  of  a  very  different  opinion.  He  attributed  the  pa- 
tient's recovery  quite  as  much,  if  not  rather  more,  to  his  own  skill  than  to 
that  of  the  Enghsh  surgeon. 

"  For  you  know,  sir,"  said  he  to  Wentworth,  in  support  of  this  fact,  at 
which  he  had  modestly  hinted,  as  they  stood  in  the  parlour  of  the  little 
inn  after  Mr.  —'s  departure—-"  you  know  that  if  I  had  had  my  vay,  I 
should  have  bled  Mister  Stanley  just  tree  times  as  much.  Beeide,  did  not  I 
vaxn  you  befbrehand  how  it  vould  be,  vich  is  more  dan  your  Mister 

did;  for  you  remember,  sir,  dat  I  said  plainly  if  de  great  fever 

came  on  and  ve  could  not  stop  it,  he  vould  surely  die,  but  if  ve  did  stop 
it,  he  vould  live  and  get  vell  again,  vich  he  has  as  ve  see  !w 
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Chapter  XXXIV. 

I  cannot  speak  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know. 

Winter**  Tab. 

I  gare  thee  tears  for  »com  and  love  for  hate. 

Sexlut. 

It  was  stränge,  or  at  all  events  Wentworth  thought  it  stränge,  that 
Lord  Elton,  whom  he  had  always  considered  tobe  a  man  of  a  cold,  stern, 
unloving  nature,  should  now  show  such  strong  signs  of  liking  for  him— 
for  the  son  whora  he  had  rendered  miserable  by  his  harahness  and  severity, 
and  then  disowned  and  driven  away  to  wander  among  strangers  in  a 
distant  land  while  yet  scarcely  more  than  a  child.  In  his  eonduct  doring 
his  father's  illness  Wentworth  had  acted  under  the  impulse  of  strong 
feeling ;  but  now  that  that  father's  life  was  no  longer  in  danger,  the  sen- 
timents  with  which  in  early  youth  the  character  of  Lord  Elton  had  inspired 
him,  began  to  return. 

"  Not  that  there  is  anything  in  his  present  eonduct»  or  in  his  character, 
as  it  now  appears" — Wentworth  reasoned  with  himself — il  to  inspire  the 
dread  and  aversion  with  which  I  used  formerly  to  regard  him,  On  the 
contrary,  had  I  never  seen  my  father  before,  I  feel  sure  that  I  should  be 
fascinated  with  him.  However,  it  is  not  by  a  man's  behaviour  to  strangers, 
but  by  his  behaviour  to  his  own  family,  that  we  learn  his  true  character. 
My  father's  unkindness  towards  myself  I  could  forget,  but  his  treatment 
of  mv  mother — that  he  should  have  embittered  her  Ufe  and  finally  broken 
her  neart  I — I  strive  to  remember  the  solemn  promise  she  compelled  me 
to  make  when  on  her  deathbed,  that  I  would  ever  be  dutiful  to  him,  and 
endeavour  to  love  him.  The  first  pari  of  that  promise  it  shall  be  my 
study  strictly  to  fulfil;  but  to  love  him,  with  the  recollection  of  her  ever 
in  my  mind,  I  feel  is  impossible." 

The  first  time  that  he  became  for  a  short  period  conscious,  Lord  Elton 
had  asked  for  Wentworth,  and  the  first  words  he  uttered  were  a  request 
that  he  would  not  quit  him  at  present. 

It  was  not  until  several  days  after  the  surgeon's  departure  that  the 
patient  was  able  to  have  any  connected  conversation  with  Wentworth. 

"  I  hope,"  he  said,  "  that  your  kindness  in  remaining  with  me  during 
my  illness  has  not  been  productive  of  inconvenience  to  you?M 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  Wentworth  replied.  **  I  am  travelling  merely  for 
my  own  amusement" 

"  That  is  my  case/'  said  the  invalid.  "  In  a  few  days  I  shall,  I  trust, 
be  able  to  travel,  and  may  I  hope  that  we  shall,  for  some  Utile  time  at 
least,  be  companions?" 

Wentworth  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then,  remembering  his  promise 
to  his  mother,  assented  to  this  proposal. 

"  You  have  already  favoured  me  with  your  name,"  said  his  companion; 
"  mine,  as  you  perhaps  have  heard  from  my  servant,  is  Stanley." 

Wentworth  merely  acknowledged  this  Information  by  a  bow,  and  Lord 
Elton  then  asked  how  it  happened  that  he  had  an  English  surgeon  to 
attend  him«  <(  For  I  remember  hearing,"  he  added,  u  when  I  was  first 
brought  here,  there  was  no  one  but  the  Swiss." 

^   Wentworth  explained  the  circumstance,  and  the  soi-disant  Stanley  re- 
joined, 
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"How  kdnd  of  you  to  exert  yourself  00  much  fbr  ono  wbo  was  a  stranger 
to  you.  Yet,"  he  continued,  after  a  short  pause,  more  as  if  speaking  bis 
thoughts  aloud  than  addresaing  his  companion,  "  yet  it  was  cruel  kindness. 
It  would  have  been  better  to  leave  me  to  die.  Oh,  Wentworth,  you 
do  not  know  how  often,  when  you  were  doingall  in  your  power  to  restore 
me  to  Hfe,  I  prayed  witb  my  whole  soul  that  your  efibrts  might  be  fruit- 

Notwithstanding  the  many  and  strong  reasons  he  bad  for  dialiking  bis 
£atber9  Wentworth's  uppermost  feeling  as  these  words,  spoken  in  a  tone 
of  agony,  feil  on  bis  ear,  was  deep  and  heartfelt  pity. 

For  some  moments  the  Speaker  remained  with  his  face  buried  in  bis 
hands,  then  snddenly  roosing  himself,  said  with  a  smile  so  melancholy 
that  it  made  the  expreasion  of  his  countenanoe  even  sadder  than  before : 

"  My  words  mnst  have  caused  you  surprise,  and,  as  I  perceive  by  your 
looks,  some  concern.  Forgive  me— this  is  the  first,  and  shall  be  the  last 
time  you  shall  see  me  give  way  to  this  weakness." 

Had  it  been  any  other  person,  Wentworth  would  probably  have  tried  to. 
ofFer  consolation,  out  his  Knowledge  of  the  unhappy  man's  real  name  and 
history,  his  relationship  to  bim,  and  the  peculiarity  of  the  eircumstanees 
wbich  had  thrown  them  togetber,  imposed  a  greater  degree  of  restraint 
upon  him  than  perhapa  even  he  himself  was  conscious  of. 

He  now,  by  the  invalid's  desire,  passed  a  eonsiderable  portion  of  every 
day  in  explonng  the  numerous  and  striking  beauties  of  the  surrounding 
country,  aooompanied  (also  at  Lord  Elton's  particular  request)  by  a  guide, 
wbo,  as  well  as  himself,  carried  arm*. 

The  remainder  of  the  day  Wentworth  voluntarily  spent  with  his  father, 
whose  evident  unhappiness  excited  the  aincerest  compassion  in  his  tender 
and  feeling  heart  Strenuously  did  he  exert  himself  to  disaipate,  at  least 
for  a  short  interval,  the  deep  and  settled  gloom  that  seemed  to  weigh  on 
Lord  Elton's  mind,  or  to  call  up  one  of  the  sad  langtud  smiles  that  so 
rarely  visited  his  face.  Nor  did  the  young  man  find  his  self-imposed 
task  by  any  means  irksome ;  on  the  oontrary,  he  derived  both  amuse- 
ment  and  improvement  from  the  conversation  of  Lord  Elton,  who  had 
read  much  and  thought  deeply,  and  who,  to  the  learning  of  a  scholar 
and  philosopher,  joined  the  experience  and  practical  knowledge  of  a  man 
of  the  world.  He  had  a  powerful  intellect,  an  original  and  imaginative 
mind,  and  a  command  of  languages  wbich  frequenüy,  when  he  was  dis- 
coorsing  on  a  subject  that  interested  him,  amounted  to  eloquence ;  while 
his  voioe,  deep,  rieb,  and  singularly  musical,  aided  by  the  mingled  dignity 
and  gracefulness  of  manner  that  seemed  natural  to  him,  gave  a  peculiar 
and  indeseribable  charm  to  his  slightest  and  simplest  words. 

Wentworth's  intercourse  with  bis  father  in  his  boyish  days  had  beeo 
very  limited,  and  always  of  a  cold  and  formal  character ;  the  reserve  and 
hangfatiness  wbich  formed  part  of  his  &ther,s  disposition,  added  to  bis  occa- 
skmal  fits  of  gloomy  melancholy,  rendered  him  by  no  means  a  man  likely 
to  win  the  affection  of  a  warmbearted  youth ;  and  it  had  always  appeared 
to  Wentworth  that  Lord  Elton's  haughtiness  and  reserve  were  shown  to 
him  more  than  to  any  one  eise ;  and  the  brief  but  cuttinff  reproof,  the 
severe  frown  of  displeasure  frequently  bestowed  when  whoflv  undeserved, 
the  manner  in  which  Lord  Elton  would  sometimes  pass  aays  together 
witbout  spesJdng  to  him,  with  no  apparent  reason  bat  caprioe  or  ill- 
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temper,  had  conspired  to  widen  the  distance  that  separated  them ;  and 
Wentworth  had  veiy  early  discovered  that  his  father  (though  for  what 
reason  he  then  knew  not)  frequentiy  treated  hia  beloved  mother  with 
unkindness,  and  caused  her  grief. 

"  What  apity,"  Wentworth  would  often  say  tohimself,  "that  so  many 
fine  and  noble  qualities  should  he  obscured  by  such  error».  Had  I  not 
known  him  before,  there  would  be  no  man  in  the  world  in  whose  society  I 
should  take  so  much  pleasure.*' 

Among  the  various  points  in  his  father 's  character  and  conduct  that 
Wentworth  oould  not  nelp  admiring,  was  the  surprising  fortttude  with 
which  he  bore  the  agonising  pain  which  his  wound  still  very  frequentiy 
oocasioned  him,  betraying  neither  by  word  nor  look  how  much  he  was 
suffering.  When  too  wearied  or  unwell  to  converse,  he  was  very  fond  of 
being  read  to  by  Wentworth,  who  read  remarkably  well. 

One  day,  about  a  week  afiter  Mr. 's  departure,  the  young  man, 

on  his  return  from  his  morning*s  excursion,  found  Lord  Elton  lying  on  a 
sofa,  more  melancholy  and  ill  tnan  usual,  and,  in  the  hope  of  cheering  and 
amusing  him,  proposed  reading.  His  offer  was  gratefully  accepted;  but 
Wentworth  then  remembered  that  he  had  no  books  but  those  they  had 
already  gone  through.  The  good  curl's  scanty  library  was  exhausted, 
and  he  knew  not  where  to  get  a  fresh  supply.  It  Struck  him  that  he  had 
never  applied  to  the  landlord;  and  hearing  that  person's  voice  on  the 
stairs,  Wentworth  called  to  him,  and  asked  if  he  had  any  books. 

"  Only  two  or  three  Swiss  ones  and  a  missal,"  was  tne  reply.  "  Yet 
stay.  Now  I  remember,  I  have  one  book  that  will  suit  you,  sir,  an 
English  one  given  to  my  lirtle  boy  by  an  English  lady  who  was  staying 
here.     I  will  bring  it  you  directly." 

The  book  in  question  was  a  small  volume  by  an  ünknown  author,  and 
professed  to  be  a  true  narrative. 

"  I  like  a  true  history,"  observed  Lord  Elton.  "  There  are  many  in- 
dividuals  whose  lives,  if  written,  would  furnish  a  useful  lesson,  or  serve  as 
a  warning  to  others — my  own  among  the  number." 

Wentworth  commenced  reading;  the  story  was  well  written  and  in- 
teresting.  It  was  that  of  a  man  who,  though  noble-minded,  high-prin- 
cipled,  and  generous,  was  incessantly  led  into  error  or  crime  by  the  im- 
petuosity  of  his  temper  and  the  hastiness  of  his  judgment.  Presently 
Wentworth  came  to  a  part  of  the  history  that  gave  an  account  of  the 
manner  in  which,  on  very  slight  grounds,  this  individual  conceived  a  vio- 
lent  dislike  to  his  wife. 

"  '  She  was  one  of  the  loveliest  and  most  amiable  of  human  beings !' " 
continued  Wentworth,  reading ;  "  *  and  though  his  altered  demeanour 
grieved  her  to  the  heart,  she  never  reproached  him  by  word  or  look.  But 
the  effects  of  constant  anxiety  and  mental  suffering  began  before  long  to 
teil  fearfully  on  a  frame  that  had  always  been  delicate  ;  her  eyes  grew  sun- 
ken,  her  cheek  pale,  and  she  drooped  like  some  fair  flower  beneath  the 
chill  blasts  of  autumn.'  " 

Here  Wentworth  would  have  closed  the  book  from  consideration  for 
the  feelings  of  his  auditor,  but  he  feit  that  to  do  so  would  be  like  acknow- 
ledging  an  acquaintance  with,  or  suspicion  of,  his  history.  He,  therefore, 
read  on.  There  followed  an  account  of  the  manner  in  which,  when  she 
could  bear  his  conduct  no  longer,  she  at  last  prayed  him  to  teil  her  why 
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he  had  oeased  to  behave  towards  her  as  forraerly,  how  he  had  spurned 
her  from  him,  and  how  he  was  convinced  of  his  injustice  sometime  after- 
wards,  just  as  Information  was  brought  him  that  she  was  dying,  and 
wished  to  bid  him  a  last  farewell. 

More  than  once  during  the  latter  part  of  the  narrative  Lord  Elton  had 
shown  signs  of  uneasiness.  Wentworth  remarked  that  he  several  times 
sighed  deeply,  that  his  eyes  were  füll  of  tears,  and  that  he  seemed  to  be 
struggling  against  some  powerful  feeling  which  almost  overcame  him. 
Bat  when  they  got  to  this  part  of  the  story,  Lord  Elton's  emotion  grew 
too  great  to  be  any  longer  suppressed  ;  he  uttered  a  half-stifled  exclaraa- 
tk>n  of  grie£  then  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and  sobbed  aloud. 
Wentworth,  who  was  himself  affected,  for  the  story  awakened  many 
sorrowful  recollections,  ceased  reading,  and,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
rose  from  his  seat,  and  going  up  to  Lord  Elton,  took  his  hand,  and  in  a 
faltering  and  agitated  voice  murmured  a  few  words  of  kindness  and 
comfort 

It  was  some  time  before  his  unhappy  father  appeared  to  hear  him,  bat 
presently  raising  his  eyes  to  the  face  that  was  turned  towards  him  with 
an  expression  of  sorrowful  concern,  and  pressing  the  hand  that  held  his, 
he  said : 

"  Weutworth,  you  would  not  see  me  thus  affected,  but  that  this  story 
reminds  me  of — of— n  He  paused  abruptly;  but,  commanding  his 
Toice  by  a  powerful  effort,  continued,  after  a  moment's  pause, — "of 
some  most  painful  circumstances  connected  with  my  own  life." 

"  I  am  sincerely  sorry,"  commenced  Wentworth,  "  that— that " 

"  I  understand  you,  my  dear  Wentworth,"  said  Lord  Elton,  in  a  firmer 
▼oice;  "and  now  that  I  am  composed,  may  I  beg  you  to  resume  the 
reading?     I  will  not  again  interrupt  you." 

Wentworth  looked  at  him  in  surpnse,  and  then  affecting  a  more  lively 
tone,  said: 

"  Really,  my  dear  sir,  as  your  nurse  and  physician,  I  cannot  allow  you 
to  be  excited  or  agitated  any  more  this  morning." 

"  I  shall  not  be  either,"  replied  his  companion.  "  You  have  sometimes 
remarked  that  I  bear  physical  suffering  with  fortitude,  you  shall  see  that 
I  can  endure  mental  with  no  less." 

Seeing  that  he  was  determined,  Wentworth  resuraed  the  volume  and 
prooeeded.  After  an  affecting  account  of  the  scene  between  the  husband 
and  wife,  there  followed  a  relation  of  the  remorse  of  the  former.  It  was 
vividly  and  powerfully  written,  with  an  air  of  truth  and  nature;  and 
Wentworth  feit  for  his  father  in  his  self-imposed  penance.  But  he  bore 
it  well,  and  a  casual  observer  might  have  thought  that  he  did  not  feel ; 
though  Wentworth,  even  in  the  one  hasty  glance  he  venture  d  to  take  of 
his  face,  saw  that  his  stoicism  was  affected. 

This  portion  of  the  narrative  concluded  with  the  following  passage : 
"  That  which  gives  to  remorse  its  sharpest  sting,  is  the  thought  that  it 
is  too  late  to  atone  for  the  sin,  or  repair  the  error  we  have  committed. 
How  gladly  would  the  unhappy  man  have  given  the  remaining  years 
of  his  own  life— how  cheerfully  would  he  have  sacrificed  youth,  health, 
fortune— all  that  he  possessed — to  have  prolonged  his  patient  victim's  life, 
untü  he  could  prove  to  her  by  his  actions,  by  his  redoubled  love,  and  care, 
and  devotion,  now  deep  and  sinoere  was  his  repentance.     Bat  she  lay 
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before  him  in  that  heavy  Stupor  which  frequentiy  precedes  death :  the 
eyes  that  had  never  looked  on  him  bat  with  afTection,  dim  and  lustreles* 
— the  lips  that  had  nerer  breathed  an  nnkind  word,  pale,  cold,  and 
silent — there  was  no  longer  time.  Alas !  what  bitter  agony  was  to  him 
comprised  in  that  short  simple  phrase— too  latb  1" 

Tnis wasalmoft  more  than  Lord  Elton  could  bear;  he  drewhis  breath 
deeply,  and  a  shudder  ran  through  hii  frame. 

"Too  late!"  he  repeated,  with  a  oalm  voioe  bat  a  quivering  lip. 
"  Bat  this  man,  althoagh  it  was  too  late  to  prove  his  sincerity  by  his 
actions,  had  at  least  the  eomfort  of  telling  her  that  he  repented— that  he 
knew  her  innocent  ?  They  did  not  prevent  him  from  hearing  her  dying 
words — they  did  not  by  a  base  and  treaeherous  deceit  prevent  him  from 
eomplying  with  her  desire,  and  hastening  to  her  deathbed,  which,  even 
had  he  still  believed  her  guilty,  faithless,  he  must  have  done,  had  he  pos- 
sessed  the  heart  of  a  man  and  not  of  a  monster !  This  matt  have  been 
as  a  ray  of  happiness,  brightening  and  throwing  a  halo  even  round  his 


sorrows." 


Wentworth  knew  not  what  to  think  of  these  words,  which  were  said 
as  though  the  Speaker  only  uttered  his  thoaghts  aloud.  He  feit  surprise, 
almost  joy,  as  he  listened  to  them. 

"  Then  he  did  not  refuse  to  come  to  her  when  she  was  dying,"  he  said 
to  himself ;  "  he  did  not  send  back  a  cold  and  eontemptuous  answer  to 
her  heartrending  entreaty  that  he  would  speak  to  her  once  more,  if  bat 
for  a  moment,  and  suffer  her  to  see  his  face,  if  only  for  the  memory  of 
their  early  love.  '  They  deceived  him  l' — but  who — who  could  be  so 
wicked  ?  Surely  no  one.  And  yet  he  would  not  utter  such  words  with- 
ont  some  meaniog.  He  knows  not  who  I  am ;  he  suspects  not  that  I 
know  who  he  is ;  he  can  have  no  motive  for  misleading  me;  besides,  to 
the  ears  of  one  who  was  not  intimately  acqoainted  with  his  history  (which 
no  one  in  the  world  is  ezcepting  Danvers  and  myself),  his  words  would  be 
perfectly  unintellifible." 

Our  hero's  meditations  were  interrupted  by  Lord  Elton's  laying  his 
band  on  his  arm ;  and,  looking  np  with  a  start,  the  young  man  peroeived 
that  the  invalid  had  risen  from  his  soft,  and  was  Standing  beside  him. 

A  faint,  sad  smile  played  on  his  pale  mce  as  he  said, 

"  My  dear  Wentworth,  what  can  you  have  been  thinking  of  all  this 
time?    I  have  spoken  three  or  fbur  times  without  being  able  to 


roose  vou." 


u  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Wentworth,  colouring ;  "indeed  I * 

"  I  was  going  to  ask  you,"  said  Lord  Elton,  as  he  paused,  not  knowing 
what  to  say,  "  whether  it  would  be  agreeable  to  you  to  take  a  short  walk 
in  the  open  air  ?  I  think  1  am  strong  enough  to  do  so,  if  you  will  kindly 
lend  me  your  arm." 

Wentworth  bowed  his  assent,  and,  after  a  few  moments'  pause,  during 
which  his  eyes  were  earnestly  flxed  on  his  companion,  Lord  Elton  con- 
tinued : 

"  A  little  fresh  air  will  do  you  good,  as  well  as  myself,  Wentworth. 
This  story,  or  my  weak  conduct,  or  both,  have  distressed  you,  I  fear ;  for 
you  are  agitated  and  absent,  and  your  face,"  he  added,  his  eyes  happening 
to  fall  at  the  moment  on  a  large  minor  they  were  passing,  "is  almost  as 
pale  as  my  own." 
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▲  TALE  OF  THB  8IXTEEHTH  CENTUBT, 

Chapter  I. 

O  villain !  Tiper !  damned  without  redemption: 
#  •  *  ♦ 

finake  in  my  heart  blood  warmed,  that  stings  my  heart : 
A  Judas  and  one  thrice  worae  thaa  Judas. 
*  *  Tenible  hell  make  war 

Upon  tby  spotted  soul  for  this  offence. 

Richard  IL 

0 !  it  is  monstruus !  monstrous ! 
Metfcought  the  billows  spoke  and  told  me  of  it. 
The  winds  did  sing  it  to  me;  and  the  thunder, 
Thai  deep  and  dreadfol  Organ  pipe,  pronounced 
The  name  of  Frosper;  it  did  bass  my  trespass. 

The  Tempest. 

It  was  the  autuznn  of  1533,  not  twenty  years  sinee  the  sturdy  apostle 
of  the  Reformation  had  burnt  the  Pope's  bull  at  the  very  gates  of  Witten- 
berg. The  flame  had  spread  through  Germany  like  fire  in  the  long  dry 
grass  of  the  Indian  tavannahs.  Already  it  had  burnt  through  to  Switier- 
land,  where  Zuinglius  had  sealed  hifl  faith  with  a  martyPs  blood,  and 
spread  on  to  tbe  dark  forest«  of  the  north,  from  whence  it  was  so  soon  to 
•weep  down,  with  all  the  impetuous  fury  of  the  ice  winds,  upon  the  annies 
of  tbe  seven-hilled  city.  Already  kings  had  pushed  forward  to  combat 
with  pen  or  sword  for  the  new  heresy  or  the  re?ival  of  truth,  as  it  was 
alternately  applauded  with  one  name  or  branded  with  the  other. 

In  our  own  land,  state  policy  and  the  personal  feeling  of  a  proud  and 
sensual  monarch,  opened  the  way  for  the  Reformation,  like  some  poor 
pursirivant  that  clears  the  way  for  a  gorgeous  cavalcade  of  the  noble  and 
the  great»  Never  king  sat  upon  a  firmer  throne.  His  father,  a  crafty 
king,  with  the  head  of  a  shuffltDg  diplomatist,  and  the  toad  heart  of  a 
miser,  had  been  the  trusty  pioneer  to  smooth  the  nath  for  his  aocession« 
Like  his  raore  debased  prototype  of  France,  the  whole  labour  of  his  lifo 
had  been  to  repress  the  bloated  power  of  the  nobles,  to  encourage  the 
burgher  class»  and  to  balance  thera  both  by  the  dread  of  populär  revolt* 
The  good  work  done  in  France  by  Louis  was  pnshed  on  in  Italy  by  a 
Borgia,  and  perfected  in  England  by  the  Eighth  Henry :  worthy  trio— 
the  vulture,  the  fox,  and  the  Tiper— paving  the  way  for  the  liberty  of 
future  ages. 

But  die  good  days  dawned  in  storm  in  England;  not  without  a 
struggle  gave  up  priest  his  jewelled  cup,  and  abbot  his  chased  ohaliee ; 
slowly,  and  with  agonised  contortions,  they  surrendered  the  keys  of 
their  store-chambers  to  the  harpies  of  Henry.  The  ignorant  peasants, 
misled  by  those  who  moulded  their  souls,  rose  in  arms,  and  their  bannen 
were  emhlaaoned  with  the  cross  and  the  wounds  of  Christ,  to  testifV  that» 
to  defend  the  old  faith  of  their  fathers»  they  had  thus  traitorously  banded 
together. 

In  this  very  year,  ten  abbeys  and  sixteen  nunneries  were  suppressed, 
including  those  great  conventual  buildtngs  the  Cistercian  conyents  of  St. 
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Mary  of  Bellesden,  in  Bedfordshire,  and  the  abbey  of  Furness,  in  Lincoln- 
shire.  This  very  year,  ten  thonsand  monks  were  driren  out  as  vaga- 
bonds,  with  but  two  angels  and  a  gown  each,  to  beg  their  bread ;  while 
32,000/.  of  their  reute  were  seized,  and  100,000/.  worth  of  rieh  plate  and 
jewels. 

What  wonder,  then,  at  the  number  of  the  disafiected ;  for,  with  the 
great  bark  of  Popery,  laden  with  sins  as  a  galleon  with  gold,  and  in  the 
deep  vortex  that  ahe  made  as  she  sank,  went  down  a  mynad  of  fortunes. 
With  every  convent  that  feil,  a  8 warm  of  the  beggars,  both  within  and 
without  the  walls,  that  it  had  created,  were  cast  upon  the  world  to  live  by 
their  scanty  wita,  and  to  feast,  like  the  "  palmer  worm  and  the  locust," 
upon  the  more  uumerous  but  less  sympathising  classes — on  the  noble 
wno  was  too  rieh,  and  the  peasant  who  was  too  poor  to  share  their  griefs 
or  dole  them  alms. 

It  was  an  autumn  evening,  and  wanted  but  an  hour  to  vespere,  and  the 
monks  of  Ystrad  Flur* — or  the  Monastery  of  the  Flowery  riain,  as  the 
English  called  it — were  assembled  in  their  chapter-room.  Anxiety  sat  on 
every  face,  and  the  whisper  went  round  frorn  monk  to  monk,  like  a 
watchword  for  the  night,  for  prime  was  the  usual  hour  for  such  meetings, 
and  the  subjeet  must  be  one  of  unusual  interest  in  those  eventrul  times 
that  could  lead  so  strict  an  abbot  to  convene  together  the  white-robed 
order  at  an  hour  unusual  in  their  rituaLf 

Around  the  room,  which  was  at  once  the  chapter-room  and  the  library 
of  the  monastery,  on  rowg  of  stone-benches  ranged  in  tiers,  with  bended 
heads,  sat  the  monks,  the  novices,  and  the  eider  brothera,  facing  each 
other,  on  either  side.  At  one  end,  nearest  the  high  throne  and  lectern  of 
the  abbot,  sat  the  prior  and  the  refectioner ;  and  above  their  heads  hung  a 
large  ivory  crueifix,  surrounded  by  a  gilded  halo.  The  architecture  of 
the  room,  as  of  most  of  the  monastery,  exhibited  in  its  utmost  perfection 
the  bold  massiveness  and  almost  rüde  simplicity  of  the  reign  of  Edward 
of  Caernarvon,  durin?  whose  inroads  into  the  wild  county  of  Cardigan  it 
had  been  buÜt.  The  great  shelves  that  lined  the  walls  above  the 
benches  on  which  the  monks  were  seated  groaned  with  the  weight  of 
gilded  MSS.  and  ponderous  folios,  bound  round  with  brass  and  silver, 
studded  with  crosses,  and  clasped  with  metal ;  yet,  within  these  coarse 
caskets  great  thoughts  lay  entombed — sarcophaghi  they  were  in  which 
those  long  dead  had  left  inurned  the  liehest  balm  gathered  from  half  a 
Century  of  study. 

Over  the  richly-bossed  doors  which  led  into  the  cloisters  hung  the 
emblazoned  flags  of  the  Welsh  priuees,  whose  records  lay  still  within  the 
archives  of  the  convent  -  banners  which  had  once  fluttered  high  over  the 
press  of  battle,  hut  which  now  hung  withered  as  the  autumn  leaves  with- 
out, their  black,  dusty  folds  rotting  in  the  house  of  peace.  No  fierce  war« 
cry  greeted  them  now,  nothing  sterner  than  the  distant  murmur  of  mass 
or  psalm  breathed  through  the  long  cloisters  from  the  distant  choir. 

The  sub-prior,  an  ignorant,  but  simple  monk,  repeated  with  careless 
rapidity,  in  that  monotonous  drone,  worse  than  the  nasal  twang  of  the 
Puritans,  which  acquired  for  the  monks  the  name  of  "  mumble  matins," 

*  Cardiganshire.  |  CUtercian. 


THE  MONA8TERT  OP  THE  FLOWEBT  PLAIN.  177 

the  usual  prayers  for  deoeosed  benefactors,  long  sinoe  forgotten  but  for 
this,  by  which  the  daily  chapters  were  generativ  opened ;  while  the  abbot 
remained,  like  one  deeply  immersed  in  meditation,  his  head  between  his 
hands,  his  eyes  fixed  immovably  on  a  broad  letter  that  lay  on  the  lectern 
before  him,  and  his  Ups  moving  as  if  in  prayer  or  mute  söliloquy. 

The  abbot  was  a  man  of  some  sixty  sammers ;  but  time  had  dealt 
kindly  with  him,  and  it  was  neither  thought  nor  care,  but  rather  mystic 
reveries  and  pious  conteraplation,  that  had  ploughed  those  deep  furrows 
on  his  benevolent,  gentle,  and  passionless  features.  He  looked  like  one 
who  had  all  his  life  been  gazing  calmly  forth  at  the  storm  from  a  convent 
casement,  soothed  by  the  sounds  of  peace  within,  and  careless  of  the  roar 
without  Fortune  had  dealt  kindly  with  him,  and  he  loved  mankind 
rather  firom  his  ignorance  of  their  follies  and  crimes  than  from  any  more 
than  theoretical  knowledge  of  their  virtues.  The  convent  was  his  world. 
His  cares  were  its  petty  duties  and  its  dull  round  of  monotonous  ceremo- 
niea.  His  voice  was  sweet  and  gentle,  and  there  was  a  soft  benevolence 
in  his  calm,  blue,  serene  eye,  and  something  apostolic  in  the  soft  white 
locks  of  his  tonsure  that  crept  round  his  temples.  The  oynical  observer 
might  have  observed  a  want  of  energy  in  his  motions  and  in  his  bearing, 
or  might  have  augured  a  love  of  ease  in  the  very  attitude  in  which  he 
seated  himself  in  his  cbair  of  State,  and  discerned,  in  the  chain  of  gold 
and  the  richly-furred  robe  that  peeped  through  an  opening  of  his  piain 
white  robe,  something  that  showed  that  from  that  holy  mind  the  world 
was  not  fully  alienated.  He  was  one  who  would  have  died  heroically  at 
the  stake  to  vindicate  some  abstruse  mystery  or  doubtful  tradition  of  his 
Church,  but  who  shrunk  from  the  political  storm  now  glooming  in  the 
horizon. 

Leaving  his  bench  ere  the  murmur  of  the  prayer  had  well  died  away, 
and  in  the  midst  of  the  hum  of  the  monks  prepanng  themselves  to  listen, 
the  prior,  an  Italian  by  birth,  whispered  earaestly  for  a  moment  to  the 
abbot  ere  he  rose  to  speak,  and  hastily  resuming  ms  place,  bent  over  some 
papers  that  lay  scattered  before  him  with  an  impatient  air,  like  one 
with  difficulty  bending  a  proud  spirit  to  obey  the  commaods  of  a  supe- 
rior  he  despised;  then,  pushing  them  aside  with  a  quick  hand,  he 
scanned  with  an  eager  and  restless  eye  the  collected  brotherhood,  and 
particularly  the  abbot,  upon  whose  head  feil  a  stream  of  light  frorn  a 
stained-glass  window  above  the  crucifiz,  crimsoning  his  white  robe  with 
the  rieh  dye  of  the  Tvrian  purple,  and  playing  round  his  temples  like  the 
visible  glory  that  gilds  the  countenance  of  a  dying  saint. 

A  saturnine  expression  had  Fra  Cozza,  the  prior,  and  a  sneer  sat  ever 
apon  his  curled  lip  and  his  sallow  and  sunken  features.  There  was  sus- 
picion  in  his  deep-sunken  eyes,  and  they  seemed  to  rest  with  malig- 
nity,  or  even  hatred,  upon  a  young  monk  of  frank,  generous  bearing, 
who  in  a  distant  corner  was  talking  in  a  low  and  earnest  voice  to  an  aged 
brother  who  sat  beside  him,  who  seemed,  from  his  features,  to  be  a  Ger- 
man  by  birth.  But  who  would  dare  to  malign  Father  Cozza,  whose 
vigils  were  so  frequent,  whose  fasts  were  so  oft,  whose  knees  were  grown 
callous  with  kneeling  on  the  cold  altar-stone,  whose  back  was  livid  with 
the  dark  scara  of  penance-stripes— one  whose  book  against  the  heresy 
of  the  demon-madman,  as  it  called  Luther,  had  attracted   even  the 
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Attention  of  the  holy  Pope  himself,  and  had  procured  a  yaluable  giant  to 
themonastery? 

Brother  Jerome,  the  young  monk  of  whom  we  speak,  was  a  young 
Englishman,  the  younger  aon  of  a  noble  house,  who  had  voluntarily  re- 
tired  from  the  splendour  of  his  sovereign's  court  to  devote  himself  to  the 
Service  of  the  Ring  of  Kings.  Grief  and  pions  resignation  seemed 
blended  in  his  face ;  while  over  all  reigned  the  serenity  of  a  pure  heart 
and  a  clear  conscience,  and  the  calm  happiness  of  unvaried  piety.  His 
pale  and  hollow  cheek  was  flushed  by  the  excitement  of  dispute,  and  a 
deeper  red  shaded  it  as  he  saw  the  abbot's  eye  turned  upon  hini  benignly. 
Turning  his  head  from  his  tranquil  and  unmoved  antagonist,  he  told  hu 
beads,  and  muttering  a  prayer  against  teroptation,  started  as  his  com- 
panion  pulled  his  robe  and  directed  his  attention  to  the  wandering  and 
unsettled  gase  of  Cozza. 

At  the  moment,  and  before  he  could  reply,  the  abbot  rose :  a  murmur 
went  round  the  room,  in  a  moment  succeeded  by  the  deep  stülness  of 
anxious  expectation,  as  all  eyes  turned  towards  the  Speaker : 

"  Brethren  in  Christ — the  tidings  of  troubles  and  commotions  have 
already  reached  our  lonely  convent.  I  need  not  teil  ye  what  ye  have 
heard  daily  from  guests  in  the  Hospitium,  of  '  wars  and  rumours  of 
wars,  on  earth  distress  of  nations,'  and  perplexity ;  the  seas  and  the  waves 
roaring, '  for  fear  of  the  things  which  are  to  come  upon  the  trouHed  world.* 
Thunder  and  rebellion  hover  over  the  land,  dreadful  ministers  of  divine 
▼engeance,  and  heralds  of  the  latter  days,  and  now  more  than  ever  should 
ye  remember  the  command  of  Christ:  VtgUate  et  orate,  ne  entratis  t* 
tentaikmem.  Evil  men  are  abroad,  brethren — Christians,  it  grieves  my 
soul  to  say,  but  in  name,  and  not  in  very  deed — qui  ore  con/itentur,  et 
f actis  negant;  false  prophets,  lying  varlets,  wolves  who  devour  the  flocks 
~—lupi  graves  qui  non  parcerunt  gr<egi— men  who  disdain  the  eommands 
of  our  sovereign  lord  the  king,  defender  of  the  faith,  whom  God  has  set 
over  us ;  and  what  God  hath  chosen,  call  not  that  unclean.  Men,  who 
for  filthy  lucre,  would  preserve  the  empty  and  impotent  worship  of  dead 
men's  bones,  and  such  fantastic  mummery — especial  angines  of  ApoUyon, 
as  Origen,  I  think,  somewhere  calls  them. — O,  generation  of  vipers,  who 
serve  not  God  aright,  who  worship  Mammon,  who  is  at  once  their  god 
and  king,  and  from  whom  Jesus  himself  preserve  us." 

A  murmur  almost  imperceptible  went  round  the  room  at  this  daring 
avowal  of  principles  which  the  abbot  had  long  been  suspected  of  secretly 
advocating.  Cozza,  like  one  entranced,  remained  with  his  head  buried 
in  bis  hands.  The  abbot  heeded  not,  or  perhaps  heard  not  the  Interrup- 
tion, but,  with  a  glance  around,  again  proceeded : 

"  Will  it  not,  then,  rend  your  breasts,  my  brethren,  when  ye  hear  that 
but  a  short  hour  since  came  hither  a  messenger  from  my  Lord  Cromwell, 
bringing  intelligence  of  a  revolt  in  Lancaster,  where  a  vast  throng  of 
mere  stabbers,  vagabond  monks,  and  spendthrifts,  misled  by  those  who 
tare  asunder  the  robe  of  Christ,  once  woven  perfect  and  without  seam,  be- 
leaguer  the  Castle  of  Pomfret.  On  their  banner,  stained  with  the  blood 
of  their  countrymen,  are  blazoned  the  wounds  of  Christ,  which  they  wave 
in  defiance  of  our  Holy  Father  in  God,  the  Archbishop  of  York,  who  hath 
thrown  himself  within  the  hold.     And  it  is  men  like  these  who  crucify 
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the  son  of  God  afresh,  and  put  him  to  an  open  shame.  O  God!n  cried 
the  abbot,  overoome  by  the  mtensity  of  his  feelings,  "ig  it  to  such  hedge- 
priests  as  these  tbat  tnou  saidst, *  Pasce,  pasce;'  to  murderers,  who  know 
not  the  things  wbich  be  of  God,  and  use  the  keys  of  heaven  but  to  unlock 
the  treasure-houses  of  those  they  plunder?  Yet,  my  brethren,  worse 
tidings  tban  these  threaten  to  bring  my  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the 
grave  (and  a  noiseless  tear  rolled  down  his  cbeek  as  be  spoke).  Would 
toGodthaton  myhead  alone  feil  the  blow!  Thus  writes  my  Lord 
Cromwell,  and  the  black  lines  are  graven  on  my  heart : 

"  '  To  the  Abbot  of  Strata  Florida,  salutation. 

" '  I  grieve  to  teil  thee,  my  lord,  believing  thee  to  be  a  true  and  humble 
servant  of  God,  that  intelligence,  frora  a  souree  that  cannot  be  suspected, 
hath  reaehed  mine  ears,  that  many  of  the  inmates  of  thy  monastery  of  the 
Flowery  Piain,  or,  as  the  religious  term  it,  "  Strata  Florida,"  are  in  eon- 
stant  communication  with  the  rebels  who  have  risen  in  arms  in  the 
southern  counties,  contrary  to  the  allegiance  of  true  subjeets;  and,  more- 
OTer,  tbat  apilgrimage  ofgrace,  as  the  knayes  term  it,  is  secretly  form- 
ing  in  the  Valleys  of  Cardiganshire.  I  therefore  hereby  give  thee  power, 
in  the  name  of  our  royal  master,  to  apprehend  any  suspected  traitort, 
whether  their  guilt  be  aeep  or  their  loyalty  be  waveriog,  whether  in  thy 
conyent  or  abroad ;  and  I  shall  hold  thee  accountable  with  thy  head  (I 
say  it  in  all  friendship)  for  any  outbreak  in  thy  townsbips.  A  band  of 
hagbutteers  shall  be  spared  thee,  if  thou  need  them,  to  erush  this  hornets' 
nest.  "  *  Yours  very  heartily, 

"  ^Cboicwsll. 

u  4  Giren  at  the  Palace  of  Windsor,  I5th  of  September,  1533/ 

u  O  brethren,  ye  know  not  how  this  wrings  my  soul !  *  With  what 
dirine  verity  did  the  blessed  St.  John  say,  '  Omnis  qni  confitetur  Jesus 
Christum  in  carne  ex  Deo  est ;'  and  yet  how  hard  it  iß  to  tbrow  off  the 
bond  of  iniquity  and  the  gall  of  bitterness.  It  paineth  me  to  use  the 
tword  which  is  given  me  from  the  Lord,  and  I  fignt  as  one  that  fighteth 
the  air  against  I  know  not  who.  Better  were  it  for  me  to  struggle  with 
those  frightful  forma  of  temptation,  whom  St.  Paul  compares  to  wild 
beasts  of  Ephesus,  than  thus  to  smite  those  who  are  *  bone  of  my  bone 
and  flesh  of  my  flesh.9  I  cannot  believe  there  are  guilty  ones  among 
you.  Are  ye  not  all  of  Christ?  or  are  some  of  you  indeed  devils,  who 
must  be  cast  out,  and  whose  ministry  let  another  take  ? 

u  When  I  look  around,  I  see  you  receive  the  tidings  as  the  world  does 
news  of  guilt.  Some  are  bowed  down,  and  groaning  beneath  the  un- 
bearable  weight  of  sorrow  (he  looked  at  Cozza) ;  some  look  aghast ;  while 
others,  perhaps  the  guilty  of  the  flock,  prate  and  whisper  as  if  nothing 
were  amiss.  Fear  and  tremble,  ye  guilty  ones,  'for  I  bear  not  the 
sword  of  the  Lord  in  vain.'  In  compliance  with  the  claims  of  my  con- 
science,  dear  brothers  in  Christ,  for  so  I  must  still  call  ye,  1  hare 
drawn  up  an  oath  of  allegiance  to  our  sovereign  lord  King  Henry,  which 
I  shall  require  all  of  ye,  whether  servants  of  God  or  the  devil,  to  sign  at 
to-morrow's  chapter,  held  at  the  usual  hour  of  prime  ;  with  this,  as  with 
a  touchstone,  I  will  prove  expatre  diabolo  estis — with  this,  I  will  exorcise 
the  fiends  of  treason  that  lurk  within  our  cloister,  and,  rooting  them  out 
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like  the  tares  of  the  parable,  will  deliver  them  over  to  the  temporal  Ma- 
gistrate for  the  burning.  To-night  I  journey  to  Aberystwith,  having 
business  of  some  moment  with  the  governor,  and  the  prior  goes  with  me. 
Let  brother  Jerome  guard  the  flock  tili  ray  return,  and  let,  I  beseech  ye, 
the  prayerf  of  the  faithful  be  offered  up  that  saints  and  angels  may  guard 
us  all  against  the  lion  that  walketh  about  seeking  whom  he  may  devour." 

Then  extending  his  hands  over  the  assembly,  the  abbot  pronounced  the 
benediction,  and  the  assembly  broke  up,  disappearing,  like  spectres,  with 
the  noiseless  tread  with  which  they  had  entered.  In  small  groupa  they 
hastened  to  their  cells  to  prepare  for  vespers,  muttering  together  their  ex- 
pressions  of  mutual  wonder,  fear,  and  suspicion. 

The  prior  alone  remainedlike  one  in  a  vision,  orhim  of  whose  soul  the 
apostle  spoke,  "  whether  in  the  body  or  out  of  the  body,  I  cannot  teil, 
God  knoweth."  There  he  sat,  his  head  still  bentby  the  habit  of  affected 
humility,  apparently  unconscious  of  the  solitude  in  which  he  was  left. 
His  eye  fixed,  his  lips  moving  convulsively,  his  fingen  passing  over  the 
beads  of  his  chaplet  half  mechanically. 

"  Brother  Cozza,"  said  the  abbot,  rising  from  his  desk,  and  touctyng  him 
on  the  Shoulder,  after  looking  at  him  for  a  moment  with  s  look  of  calm 
approval,  "  turn  thy  pious  thoughts  for  a  moment  to  eartb,  and  mount 
thy  white  palfrey  and  come  with  me  to-night  to  Aberystwith,  for  we  need 
counsel  in  these  troublous  times." 

Cona  started  at  his  touch,  and  looked  round  at  the  vacant  Chamber 
like  one  who  sees  a  spectre.  The  abbot  started  as  the  prior's  up-turned 
face  met  his  gase,  for  a  world  of  contending  passions  seemed  boiling  within 
his  heart,  and  the  sunken  eyes  gleamed  with  a  wild  phosphorescent  light 
that  looked  almost  like  the  nrst  glances  of  madness.  On  his  brow,  ordi- 
narily  pale,  there  was  a  deep  hectic  patch  of  scarlet  that  spread  and 
throbbed  beneath  the  calm  glance  of  the  abbot.  He  might  have  seemed 
to  Dante  a  long-imprisoned  captive,  the  Ugolo  of  his  own  country's 
poet,  brooding  in  hell  over  his  wrongs. 

44  Thy  vigils  are  too  numerous,  holy  father  ;  thy  fastings  too  severe  for 
frail  man.  Thy  spirit  is  willing,  but  thy  flesh  is  weak.  Come,  come, 
bid  our  lay-brother,  Gwyllim,  saddle  the  horses  for  our  journey,  and 
meet  us  at  the  orchard  Farm."  Without  one  gesture,  but  a  bend  of 
assent,  Cozza  stole  silently  from  the  room  with  averted  eye  and  down- 
cast  head,  as  if  still  wrestling  with  some  mighty  and  all-engrossing 
thought. 

"  A  holy  man,"  soliloquised  the  benevolent  abbot,  as  he  sought  the 
rieh  Chambers  which  were  devoted  to  his  use,  "  but  too  ascetical  in  his 
deeds  of  charity ;  I  fear,  superstitious,  and  too  stanch  an  upholder  of  the 
descendants  of  the  fisherman :  but  Chrisjb's  net  is  large,  and  in  its  meshes 
all  varieties  of  fish  are  captured.  Let  our  charity  be  wide  and  aü- 
embracing  as  his."  And  with  another  glance  at  his  retreating  form,  the 
abbot  hastened  to  prepare  for  his  journey,  and  to  give  directions  for  the 
chapter  of  the  following  day. 

Within  an  hour,  the  abbot  and  the  prior,  lighted  by  the  setting  sun  of 
an  autumn  day,  were  far  on  their  way  towards  Aberystwith. 
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Chapter  II. 

Other  sins  only  gpeak,  minder  shrieks  out; 

The  element  of  water  meistens  the  earth, 

Bat  blood  flies  upward  and  bedews  the  heavens. 

WSBSTJBB. 

Such  a  guilt  as  sure  will  lie 

Howling  for  ever  at  your  wounded  heart, 

And  with  you  rise  to  judgment. 

Ibid. 

• 

Tbb  8un  was  near  its  setting,  and  ere  they  were  oat  of  sight  of  the  mo- 
nastery  "  night's  pageant"  had  coinmenced  in  the  west.  Yonder  was  the 
monarch  of  day,  girt  with  clouds  that  caught  a  tincture  from  bis  crown 
of  flame,  like  a  hero  undaunted  though  defeated,  striving  with  his  shafts 
of  light  to  break  a  way  through  the  dark  phalanx  of  his  rival,  night 
Already  it  shone,  ere  their  stout  palfreys  had  paced  a  mile,  with  a  fainter 
glow,  dying  out  like  the  last  lamp  of  a  glorious  banqueting-hall.  As 
they  turned  to  look  back,  they  saw  its  pale  and  melancholy  lnstre  gilding 
the  distant  pinnacles  of  Ystrad  Flur,  that  a  turn  of  the  road  now  again 
rendered  visible,  hemmed  in  by  its  dark-wooded  banks,  that  onoe  gare  it 
shelter  and  Ornament. 

u  Such  a  radiance,"  said  the  good  abbot  to  his  absent  companion,  who 
had  dropped  behind,  and  spurred  his  palfrey  to  reach  his  superior,  "  I 
saw  playing  upon  the  calm  features  of  our  dear  brother  Anselm,  when  he 
yielded  his  soul  to  the  God  who  gave  it,  last  All-Hallow  mass." 

His  companion  made  no  answer.  As  he  spoke,  they  were  in  the  act  of 
crossing  the  Teivy,  a  small  stream  that  has  its  source  some  two  miles  to 
the  nof  th-east,  and  which,  breaking  through  the  rampart  of  stone  that  in 
vain  tries  to  confine  the  subtle  element  within  a  tarn,  which  legends  say  is 
unfathomable,  finds  its  way  slowly  to  the  green,  dreary  piain  which  they 
were  tra versing. 

For  another  mile  they  rode  on  in  that  silence  which,  for  such  different 
reasons,  was  congenial  to  both  minds.  The  tranquil  and  pious  spirit  of 
the  abbot  had  been  shaken  to  the  centre  by  the  news  of  the  morning. 
The  calm  soul  thnt  brooded  in  peace  was  perturbed  and  ruffled.  Cozza, 
too,  had  cause  for  thought.  His  mental  eye  was  fixed  on  the  boiling 
torrent  of  his  own  passions,  like  that  of  a  traveller  who  watches  the 
fusion  of  a  crater's  mouth.  His  soul  was  convulsed  by  the  recent  birth  of 
a  hideous  thought  too  soon  to  be  put  in  action.  For  one — for  two  miles 
they  had  thns  ridden,  undisturbed  by  any  sound  but  the  monotonous  clat- 
tenng  of  hoofs  and  the  jingling  of  their  ornamented  trappings.  They 
had  arrived  at  a  bare,  melancholy  spot,  such  as  even  dreary  Cardiganshire 
can  boast  few  of,  where  the  horizon  was  hemmed  in  with  broad  green 
hüls  of  unbroken  outline,  which  the  very  goat  seemed  instinctirely  to 
have  shunned.  Even  by  day  no  wild  bird  sang  there,  and  no  bee 
roamed  in  search  of  thinly-scattered  flowers ;  and  a  grey  still  evening  it 
was,  chilling  even  to  men  inured  to  the  life  of  a  convent  It  seemed  in 
the  dreary  twilight  the  region  of  a  purgatorial  dream.  In  such  a  waste 
might  St.  Anthony  have  been  tempted  by  the  "  prince  of  the  powere  of 
the  air."  The  clouds  were  low  upon  the  hüls ;  there  was  an  oppressive 
density  in  the  atmosphere  such  as  heralds  thunder.     All  nature  seemed 
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weighed  down  and  oppressed  by  the  dread  of  the  approaching  elementine 
war.  Mists  alone  reigned  during  this  dreadfdl  Interregnum  of  sun  and 
moon. 

The  abbot,  arousing  himself  from  a  deep  reverie  into  which  he  had 
half  unconsciously  fallen,  first  broke  the  sflence.  So  loud  and  so  super- 
natural seemed  hu  voice,  after  that  long  pause,  tbat  the  Italian  started 
like  "  a  guilty  thing  upon  a  fearfal  summons,"  bot,  instantly  recoveriog 
himself,  pushed  on  his  palfrey  to  his  companion's  aide. 

"  I  feel  such  a  weignt  at  Drain  and  heart,  dear  brother,"  he  said,  "  as 
I  never  feit  before.  This  seems  to  me  such  an  eye  as  may  have  heralded 
the  dreadful  dawn  of  those  days  of  darkness  that  feil  upon  the  Egyptians; 
but  I  would  talk  to  thee  of  deeper  things  than  such  lemures  of  the 
mind,  as  Origen  calls  them."  He  looked  at  tne  sky  for  a  moment,  and  pro- 
ceeded :  "  Unbosom  thy seif  to  me,  thy  father  in  the  faith,  and  teil  me  if  thou 
knowest  of  any  of  our  brotherhood  who  favour  the  Judases  of  whom  thou 
this  morning  heard  ?  Alas  !  that  any  should  indulge  in  a  sin  worse  than 
that  compact  with  the  Evtl  One  which  I,  with  many  of  the  fathers,  oould 
almost  believe  is  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost,  spoken  of  by  the 
Apoetle  Paul/' 

(II  know  of  none,"  replied  Costa,  sternly,  "except  it  may  be 
brother  Jerome,  or  that  heretic  Eisenstern.  They  whisper  together, 
and  are  less  constant  at  lauds,  and  offcener  shut  in  their  cells." 

"  I  cannot  mistrust  them,"  said  the  abbot,  firmly ;  "  they  are  good 
men,  though  they  do  not  conceal  their  opinion  that  tne  Pope  should  bare 
no  Jurisdiction  in  this  land." 

"  And  callest  thou  this  little,"  said  Cozza,  with  an  ill-concealed  ex> 
pression  of  rage,  that  however  passed  unnoticed  by  his  unobseirant  com- 
panion,  "  to  deny  the  authority  of  him  to  whom  Jesu  gave  the  keys  of 
hell  and  heaven?  But  hast  thou  heard  aught  lately,"  he  added,  with 
the  concentrated  manner  of  one  who  would  dive  into  the  very  heart  of 
him  he  addresses,  "  of  that  runaway  monk  Luther — that  blashemer,  that 
sin-spotted  son  of  perdition  ?n 

"  Speak  not  so  narshly  of  one  whom  God  alone  will  judge,"  said  the 
abbot,  reprovingly.  "  Tne  holy  Pontiff  can  well  spare  firom  his  well-611ed 
treasuries  the  profits  of  those  his  misused  indulgences.** 

His  companion's  brow  had  been  growing  darker  and  darker  during  this 
Speech  in  favour  of  one  so  odious  ;  in  another  instant  he  would  have  for- 
gotten  all  respect  due  to  a  superior  whom  he  secretly  despised  ;  but  at 
that  instant  the  sound  of  the  vesper-bell  came  borne  towards  them  upon 
the  almost  breathless  wind.  It  was  the  voice  of  religion  speaking  to  the 
shepherd  and  the  traveller  on  the  mountains  ;  it  seemed,  as  Dante  says, 
"  to  mourn  the  passing  day." 

Dismounting,  the  monks  knelt  for  a  moment  and  again  rose.  At  that 
moment  the  hand  of  Cozza  was  groping  in  the  folds  of  his  robe,  but, 
withdrawing  it,  he  mounted  and  rode  on  behind  the  abbot,  who,  crossing 
his  brow  and  breast,  was  uttering  a  short  prayer  agamst  "  the  terror  that 
walketh  by  night."  It  was  a  stiletto  that  Cozza  sougfat  for  in  his  robe. 
What  stayed  him  ? — The  lurid  glare  of  that  comet  that  now  flamed  forth 
like  a  burning  world  in  the  heavens.  His  ghastly  eye  turned  upon  it 
with  an  expression  of  pain,  and  fear,  and  hatred. 

MTTie  moon  will  be  up  soon  to  fight  us  to  our  desired  haTeny,f  said  the 
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abbot,  cheerfuUy,  with  an  anzious  look  at  the  luminary,  which,  almost  at 
he  spoke,  came  forth  from  behind  a  dark  vaporous  cloud,  whose  skirts  it 
suffused  withsilver ;  "  but  prithee,  good  Cozza,  spur  on  thy  palfrey,  which 
eares  for  thee  no  more  than  a  Flemiah  charger  for  a  page,  and  rouae  thy- 
self  from  those  trancelike  contemplations  which  too  often  unseat  reason, 
and  look  at  y  on  comet,  like  a  fiaming  sword,  that  threatens  xnore  woe  to  the 
eatdL,, 

Involimtarily  hia  companiou  looked  up  at  the  fearful  symbol  that  seemed 
to  bis  heated  fanoy  to  redden  their  very  path,  and  he  shuddered  as  he 
looked. 

"  'Twill  be  midnight  ere  we  reach  Aberyttwith,  my  lord  abbot,"  he 
exclaimed,  assuming,  with  all  the  versatility  of  his  reptile  nature,  a  cor- 
respondent  joyfulness,  as  if  he  had  shaken  away  all  care  from  his  heart ; 
"but  still,  methinks,  if  the  moon  shines  as  it  shineth  now,  I  could  point 
thee  out  the  fissure  in  the  arch  of  the  Font  y  Fynach.  Could  you  (and 
he  assumed  the  Wandest  tones  of  courtesy,  and  of  one  proposing  an  un- 
leasonable  reqnest)  but  dismount,  and  desceud  a  few  rüde  Steps  of  a 
fisherman's  path  that  leads  to  the  black  torrent— but  that  were  impos- 
sible." 

11  What  fissure  dost  thou  speak  of  ?*  said  the  abbot,  in  a  tone  of  won- 
der;  "  I  think,  good  Cozza,  that  thou  hast  oonversed  so  much  with  the 
saints,  that  thou  hast  forgotten  how  to  speak  to  sinful  men."  (Why  did 
Cozza  avert  his  eves  from  that  gentle  glance  as  though  it  had  been  the 
wiUiering  gaze  of  alost  spirit  ?)  u  Hast  thou  known  me  to  show  fatigue 
and  toil  when  God  or  man  could  be  served,  weak  and  erring  as  I  am? 
How  should  I  lament  if  härm  were  to  betide  that  old  bridge,  built  by  the 
religious  of  an  early  agey  consecrated  by  the  feet  of  the  preachers  of  the 
cross,  and  over  which  so  many  saints  in  neaven  have  passed  and  repassed, 
while  toiling  and  sorrowing  on  this  our  earth.  Have  we  not  still  in  our  con- 
vent  traditions  of  the  struggles  of  our  blessed  founders  with  those  horrid 
monsters  of  the  old  religion  who,  rising  from  the  black  abyss  which 
seemeth  like  a  sallyport  of  hell,  thwarted  those  who  would  have  spanned 
it  over  with  a  pathway  of  stone  for  the  love  of  Christ?  Judge  me  not  so 
nnkindly,  Cozza.'* 

"  Pardon  me,  I  did  but  try  thy  zeal.  A  peasant  to  whom  but  this 
morning  I  gave  alms  at  the  convent-grate,  told  me  of  a  fissure  which  had 
lately  appeared,  and  which  threatens  danger ;  already  a  troop  of  horse- 
men  had  turned  back  and  sought  a  safer  road.  The  danger  needs,  he 
says,  but  to  be  arrested  in  time,  and  to  our  care,  as  its  early  founders, 
appertaineth  its  restoration,  though  the  vulgär  say  it  was  reared  by  Apol- 
lyon  himself."    And  Cozza  assayed  to  smile. 

"  Oh!  God  forbid!"  said  the  abbot,  whose  zeal  was  now  fully  aroused — 
u  God  forbid  that,  to  get  an  hour  sooner  to  my  hostelrie,  I  should  emperil 
the  life  of  man  or  beast." 

The  good  man  had  scarcely  spoken,  ere,  turning  an  abrupt  angle  of 
the  road,  the  Pont  y  Fynach,  or  Monk's  Bridge,  came  in  6ight.  The 
course  of  the  Mynacn,  the  thunder  of  whose  falls  they  had  long  heard  pul- 
sating  through  the  rocky  glen  in  which  it  lay,  lay  beneath.  Within  a 
hundred  yards  of  those  broad,  unbroken,  harren  hüls,  the  landscape  had 
changed,  as  if  they  had  suddenly  passed  over  the  boundary  of  some  new 
region.   In  the  midst  of  a  wide  arena  of  gathered  hüls  lay  the  great  black 
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chasro,  worn  as  by  the  dark  subsidence  of  a  deluge,  through  which,  nn- 
seen,  teariog  their  impeded  way,  roared  the  twin  torrents,  the  Mynach 
and  the  Rheidol,  leaping  down  from  their  mountain  homes  to  whisper 
wierd  things,  and  to  work  woe  to  man  in  thig  wild,  dreary  spot,  as  they 
craah  on,  rending  a  path  between  the  thick-wooded  rocks  that  vainly 
attempt  to  reetrain  their  blind  fury.  On  the  one  aide  of  their  path  lay 
the  thick  sloping  forest,  like  an  immense  bat  silent  multitude,  beneath  the 
moon,  now  newly  risen,  their  tops  tinted  by  its  pale  silver  fire ;  be- 
neath them,  hundreds  of  feet  beneath  on  either  aide,  roared  the  waters,  as 
they  dashed  over  huge  fragments  of  blanched  rock,  and  wore  them  into 
deep  Channels  with  the  laamng  foam,  which  a  great  poet,  speaking  of  such 
a  scene,  calls  "  the  sweat  of  their  great  agony,"  in  very  scorn  of  the 
brüte  might  that  would  bar  their  progress  to  the  free,  broad,  peaceful 
current  beyond.  Here  and  there  in  the  distanoe,  through  breaks  in  the 
green  woods,  might  be  seen  the  white  flashings  of  the  highest  fall,  which, 
surging  and  boiling,  filled  the  air  with  the  eternal  sound  of  its  uninter- 
mitting  thunder.  At  their  feet,  poised  in  air,  dark  against  the  clear  sky, 
rose  the  bridge  which  tradition  reported  to  have  been  raised  by  super- 
natural help,  angels  or  devils,  as  monk  or  peasanttold  the  tale.  Beneath 
its  arch  lay  the  deepest  torrent,  whose  silent  rushing  was  more  dreadful 
than  the  clamour  in  the  distance.  The  shadow  of  the  arch  threw  its  black 
depths  into  a  deeper  shade. 

How  solemn  it  looked,  that  work  of  men  who  had  passed  away,  dwarfed 
as  it  was  by  the  Titanic  workings  of  nature  which  lay  around  it  and  be- 
neath it  Could  man's  dark  thoughts  plan  evil  even  there,  with  the  very 
sounds  of  God's  unceasing  voice  in  the  cataract  ringing  in  his  ears  ? 
The  good  man  could  hear  this  still  small  whisper  in  the  little  runnelet 
that  trickled  through  the  woods  to  its  own  soft  silvery  murmur  ;  but  the 
wioked  was  deaf  even  to  those  mighty  throbbings  that  seemed  to  shake 
the  firm-set  earth. 

<(  Might  not  peasants  well  imagine,  dear  brother,  that  spirits  of  the 
waters  dwelt  in  these  depths  to  tempt  travellers  to  destruction  ?M 

Cozza  replied  not ;  but  could  the  abbot  have  heard  his  mutterings, 
he  would  have  known  that  he  articulated  between  his  teeth,  "  Not  yet 
— not  yet" 

"  Cozza,  I  fear  for  thy  health.  I  never  saw  thee  look  so  wan  as  now. 
Thou  ehalt  stay  awhile  by  the  sea;  it  will  render  thee  fitter  for  the  toils 
and  asceticbms  of  the  cloister." 
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THE  MAGIC  CALDRON. 


The  ride  is  over,  and  Mother  Chattox  and  her  companion  alight  near 
the  door  of  a  solitary  hoveL  The  raven  has  preceded  tnem,  and,  perched 
oq  the  chimney-top,  flies  down  it  as  they  enter,  and  greets  them  with 
hoarse  croaking.  The  inside  of  the  hut  corresponds  with  its  miserable  ex- 
terior,  consistang  only  of  two  rooms,  in  one  of  which  is  a  wretched  pallet ; 
m  the  other  are  a  couple  of  large  chests,  a  crazy  table,  a  bench,  a  three- 
legged  stool,  and  a  spiiining-wheel.  A  caldron  is  suspended  above  a  peat 
fire,  smouldering  on  the  hearth.  There  is  only  one  window,  and  a  thick 
curtain  is  drawn  across  it,  to  secure  the  inmate  of  the  hut  from  prying  eyes. 

Mother  Chattox  closes  and  bars  the  door,  and,  motioning  Mistress 
Natter  to  seat  herseif  upon  the  stool,  kneels  down  near  the  hearth,  and 
blows  the  turf  into  a  flame,  the  raven  helping  her,  by  fiapping  his  big 
black  wings,  and  uttering  a  variety  of  stränge  sounds,  as  the  sparks  fly 
about.  Heaping  on  more  turf,  and  shifting  the  caldron,  so  that  it  may 
reoeive  the  füll  influenae  of  the  flame,  the  nag  proceeds  to  one  of  the 
eheste,  and  takes  out  sundry  small  matters,  which  she  places  one  by  one 
with  great  care  on  the  table.  The  raven  has  now  fixed  his  great  talons 
on  her  Shoulder,  and  chuckles  and  croaks  in  her  ear  as  she  pursues  her 
oecupation.  Suddenly  a  piece  of  hone  attracts  his  attention,  and,  darting 
out  hie  beak,  he  seixes  it,  and  hops  away. 

c<  Give  me  that  scalp,  thou  nuschievous  imp  1"  cries  the  hag;  u  I  need 
it  for  the  chann  I  am  about  to  prepare.     Give  it  me,  I  say." 

But  the  raven  still  held  it  fast,  and  hopped  here  and  there  so  nimbly 
that  she  was  unable  to  catch  him.  At  length,  when  he  had  ezhausted 
her  patience,  he  alighted  on  Mistress  Nutter's  Shoulder,  and  dropped  it 
into  her  lap.  Engrossed  by  her  own  painful  thoughts,  the  lady  had  paid 
no  attention  to  what  was  passing,  and  she  shuddered  as  she  topk  up  the 
fragment  of  mortality,  and  placed  it  upon  the  table.  A  few  tufts  of  hair, 
the  texture  of  which  showed  they  had  belonged  to  a  female,  still  adhered 
to  the  scalp.  Mistress  Nutter  regarded  it  fixedly,  and  with  an  interest 
for  which  she  could  not  aocount. 

After  sharply  chidbg  the  raven,  Motter  Chattox  put  forth  her  hand  to 
grasp  the  prize  she  had  been  robbed  of,  when  Mistress  Nutter  checked 
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her  by  observing,  "  You  said  you  got  this  scalpfrom  Goldshaw  Church- 
yard.     Know  you  aught  concerning  it  ?" 

"  Ay,  a  good  deal,"  replied  the  old  woman,  chuckling.  "  It  comes 
from  a  grave  near  the  yew-tree,  and  not  far  from  Abbot  CliderhoVs 
cross.  Old  Zachariah  Worms,  the  sexton,  digged  it  up  for  me.  That 
yellow  skull  had  once  a  fair  face  attached  to  it,  and  those  few  dull  tufts 
were  once  bright  flowing  tresses.  She  who  owned  them  died  young ; 
but  young  as  she  was,  she  surviyed  all  her  beauty.  Hollow  cheeks  and 
hollow  eyes,  wasted  flesh,  and  cruel  cough  were  hers — and  she  pined  and 
pined  away.  Folks  said  she  was  forespoken,  and  that  I  had  done  it.  I, 
forsooth !  She  had  never  done  me  härm.  You  know  whether  I  was 
rightly  accused,  madam." 

"  Take  it  away,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  hurriedly,  and  as  if  struggling 
against  some  overmastering  feeling.  "  I  cannot  bear  to  look  at  it.  I 
wanted  not  this  horrible  reminder  of  my  crimes." 

"  This  was  the  reason,  then,  why  Ralph  stole  the  scalp  from  me,"  mut- 
tered  the  hag,  as  she  threw  it,  together  with  some  other  matters,  into  the 
caldron.  "  He  wanted  to  show  you  his  sagacity.  I  might  have  guessed 
as  much/' 

"  I  will  go  into  the  other  room  while  you  make  your  preparations," 
said  Mistress  Nutter,  rising ;  "  the  sight  of  them  disturbs  me.  You  can 
summon  me  when  you  are  ready." 

"  I  will,  madam,  replied  the  old  hag,  "  and  you  must  control  your  im- 
patience,  for  the  spell  requires  time  for  its  confection." 

Mistress  Nutter  made  noreply,  but,  Walking  into  the  inner  room,  closed 
the  door,  and  threw  herseif  upon  the  pallet.  Here,  despite  her  anxiety, 
sleen  stole  upon  her,  and,  though  her  dreams  were  troubled,  she  did  not 
awake  tili  Mother  Chattox  stood  beside  her. 

"  Have  I  slept  Ion?  ?"  she  inquired. 

"  More  than  three  hours,"  replied  the  hag. 

"  Three  hours  P  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Why  did  you  not  wake 
me  before?  You  would  have  saved  me  from  terrible  dreams.  We  are 
not  too  late?" 

"No,  no,M  replied  Mother  Chattox;  "  there  is  plenty  of  time.  Come 
into  the  other  room.     All  is  ready." 

As  Mistress  Nutter  followed  the  old  hag  into  the  adjoining  room,  a 
strong  odour,  arising  from  a  chafing-dish,  in  which  herbs,  roots,  and  other 
ingredients  were  burning,  assailed  her,  and,  versed  in  all  weird  ceremo- 
nials,  she  knew  that  a  powerful  suffumigation  had  been  made,  though 
with  what  iutent  she  had  yet  to  learn.  The  scanty  furniture  had  been 
cleared  away,  and  a  circle  was  de6cribed  on  the  clay  floor  by  skulls  and 
bones,  alternated  by  dried  toads,  adders,  and  other  reptiles.  In  the  midst 
of  this  magical  circle  the  caldron,  which  had  been  brought  from  the 
chimney,  was  placed,  aud,  the  lid  being  removed,  a  thick  vapour  aroee 
from  it.  Mistress  Nutter  looked  around  for  the  raven,  but  the  bird  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  nor  did  any  other  living  thing  appear  to  be  present 
beside  themselyes. 

Taking  the  lady^s  hand,  Mother  Chattox  drew  her  into  the  circle,  and 
began  to  mutter  a  spell ;  after  which,  still  maintaining  her  hold  of  her 
companion,  she  bade  her  look  into  the  caldron,  and  declare  what 
she  saw. 
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"  I  see  nothing,"  replied  the  lady,  after  she  had  gazed  upon  the  bub- 
bling  waters  for  a  few  moments.  "  Ali !  yes — I  discern  certain  figures, 
bat  they  are  confused  by  the  steain,  and  broken  by  tbe  agitation  of  the 
water." 

"Caldron!  cease  boiiing!  and  smokel  disperse  I"  cried  Mother 
Chattox,  stamping  her  foot     "  Now  can  70a  see  more  plainly?" 

"  I  can,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  "  I  behold  the  subterranean  Chamber 
beneath  Malkin  Tower,  with  its  nine  ponderous  columns,  its  altar  in  the 
midst  of  them,  its  demon  image,  and  the  well  with  waters  black  as  Lethe 
beside  it." 

"The  water  within  the  caldron  came  from  that  well,"  said  Mother 
Chattox,  with  a  chuckling  laugh;  "  my  familiär  risked  his  liberty  to  bring 
it,  but  he  succeeded.  Ha!  ha !  My  precious  Fancy,  thou  art  the  best 
of  servants,  and  shalt  have  my  best  btood  to  reward  thee  to-morrow— 
thou  shalt,  my  sweetheart,  my  chuck,  my  dandyprat.  Bat  hie  thee  back 
to  Malkin  Tower,  and  contrive  that  this  lady  may  hear,  as  well  as  see,  all 
that  passes.    Away!" 

Mistress  Natter  concladed  that  the  injunotion  woold  be  obeyed,  but  as 
tbe  familiär  was  invisible  to  her,  she  could  not  detect  his  departure. 

"  Do  you  see  no  one  within  the  dungeon?"  inquired  Mother  Chattox. 

"  Ah !  yes,"  exclaimed  the  lady ;  "  I  have  at  last  discovered  Alizon. 
She  was  behind  one  of  the  pillars.  A  little  girl  is  with  her.  It  is  Jennet 
Device,  and,  from  the  spiteful  looks  of  the  latter,  I  judge  she  is  raocking 
her.  Oh!  what  malice  lurks  in  the  breast  of  that  hateful  child.  She  is 
a  true  descendant  of  Mother  Demdike.  But  Alizon— sweet,  patient 
Alizon — she  seems  to  bear  all  her  taonts  with  a  meekness  and  resignation 
enough  to  move  the  hardestheart  I  would  weep  for  her  if  I  could.  And 
now  Jennet  shakes  her  hand  at  her,  and  leaves  her.  She  is  alone.  What 
will  she  do  iiow?  Has  she  no  thoaghts  of  escape  ?  Oh,  yes !  She  looks 
about  her  distractedly — runs  round  the  vault — tries  the  door  of  eyery  cell 
— they  are  all  bolted  and  barred — there  is  no  outlet — none!" 
What  next  ?"  inquired  the  hag. 

She  shrieks  aloud,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  "  and  the  cry  dirills 
through  every  fibre  in  my  frame.  She  calls  upon  me  for  aid — upon  me, 
her  mother,  and  little  thinks  I  hear  her,  and  am  unable  to  help  her.  Oh ! 
it  is  horrible.  Take  me  to  her,  good  Chattox — take  me  to  her,  I  implore 
you." 

"  Impossible !"  replied  the  hag;  "  you  must  await  the  fitting  time.  If 
you  cannot  control  yourself,  I  shail  remove  the  caldron." 

"Oh!  no,  no,"  cried  the  distraeted  lady.  "  I  willbe  calm.  Ah!  what 
is  this  I  see  ?"  she  added,  belying  her  fbrmer  words  by  sudden  vehemence, 
while  rage  and  astonishment  were  depicted  upon  her  countenance. 
"What  infernal  delusion  is  practised  upon  my  child!  This  is  monstrous — 
intolerable.  Oh !  that  I  could  undeceive  her— could  warn  her  of  the 
snare!" 

"  What  is  the  nature  of  the  delasion?w  asked  Mother  Chattox,  with 
some  curiosity.     u  I  am  so  blind  I  cannot  see  the  figures  on  the  water/' 

"It  is  an  evil  spirit  in  my  likeness  "  replied  Misfaress  Nutter. 

"  In  your  likeness !"  exclaimed  the  hag.  "  A  cunning  device — and 
worthy  of  old  Demdike — ho !  ho  !n 

"  I  can  scarce  bear  to  look  on,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  "but  I  must, 
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tfcough  it  tears  my  heart  in  pieces  to  witness  such  craeltj.  The  poor 
girl  has  rushed  to  her  falsa  parent — has  thrown  her  arms  around  her, 
and  it  weeping  on  her  Shoulder.  Oh !  it  is  a  inaddening  sight.  Bat  it 
is  nothing  to  what  foüows.  The  temptress,  with  the  subtlety  of  the  old 
sarpent,  is  pouring  lies  into  her  ear,  telling  her  they  both  are  captives, 
and  both  will  perish  unlest  she  consents  to  purchase  thcir  deliveranee  at 
the  prioe  of  her  sord,  and  she  offen  her  a  bond  to  sign-— such  a  bond  as, 
alasl  theo  and  I,  Chattox,  have  signed.  But  Aliaon  rejeets  it  with 
horror,  and  gaaes  at  her  false  mother  as  if  she  suspected  the  delusion. 
Bat  the  temptress  is  not  to  be  beaten  thus.  She  renews  her  entreaties, 
easte  herseif  on  the  ground,  and  clasps  my  child's  knee»  in  bomblest  sup- 
plication.  Oh !  that  Alizon  would  place  her  foot  upon  her  neck  and 
erush  her*  But  it  is  not  so  the  good  act  She  raises  her,  and  teils  her 
she  will  willingly  die  for  her,  but  her  soul  was  given  to  her  by  her 
Creator,  and  must  be  returned  to  him.  Oh!  that  I  had  thought  of 
this." 

"  And  what  answer  makes  the  spirit  ?"  asked  the  witch. 

"  It  laughs  derisively,"  replied  Mistress  Natter,  "  and  proeeeds  to  nse 
all  those  sophistical  argumenta,  which  we  have  so  often  heard,  to  pervert 
her  mind,  and  overthrow  her  principles.  But  Aliaon  is  proof  against 
theaa  all  Religion  and  virtue  support  her,  and  make  her  more  than  a 
match  for  her  Opponent.  Equally  vain  are  the  spirit's  attempts  to  seduee 
her  by  the  offer  of  a  life  of  sinful  enjoyment.  She  rejeets  it  with  angry 
soorn.  Failing  in  argument  and  entreaty,  the  spirit  now  endeavours  to 
werk  upon  her  fear*,  and  paints,  in  appaUing  colours,  the  tortures  she 
will  have  to  endure,  contrasting  them  with  the  delight  she  is  voluntarily 
abandonang/ with  the  lover  she  might  espouse,  with  the  high  worldly 
position  she  might  filL  '  What  are  worldly  joys  and  honours  compared 
with  those  of  heaven  V  exciaims  Aliaon ;  c  I  would  not  exchatoge  them/ 
The  spirit  then,  in  a  vision,  shows  her  her  lover,  Richard,  and  asks  her  if 
she  can  resist  his  entreaties»  The  trial  is  very  sore,  as  she  gases  on  that 
beloved  form,  seeming,  by  its  passionate  gestures,  to  implore  her  to 
assent»  but  she  is  firm,  and  the  vision  disappears.  The  ordeal  is  now 
over.  Alizon  has  triumphed  over  all  their  arts.  The  spirit  in  my  like- 
neas  resumes  its  fiendish  shape,  and,  with  a  dreadful  menace  against  the 
poor  girl,  vanishes  firom  her  sight." 

"  Mother  Demdike  has  not  done  with  her  yet,"  observed  Chattox. 

"  You  are  righ  t,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter«  "  The  old  hag  descends 
the  staircase  leading  to  the  vault»  and  approaches  the  miserable  captive. 
With  her  there  ar°  no  supplications — no  argumenta — but  commands  and 
terrible  threats.  She  is  as  uusuceessful  as  her  envoy.  Aliaon  has  gained 
courage,  and  defies  her." 

"Ha!  does  she  so?"  exclaimed  Mother  Chattox,     "  I  am  gkd  of  it." 

*  The  solid  fioor  resounds  with  the  stamping  of  the  enraged  witch," 
pursued  Mistress  Nutter.  "  She  teils  Alizon  she  will  take  her  to  Pendle 
Hill  at  mtdnight,  and  there  offer  her  up  as  a  sacrifioe  to  the  Fiend.  My 
child  replies  that  ehe  trusts  for  her  deliveranee  to  Heaven — that  her  body 
may  be  destroyed — that  her  soul  cannot  be  harmed.  Scarcely  are  the 
woeds  uttered  than  a  terrible  clangour  is  heard.  The  walls  of  the 
dungeon  seem  breakm?  down,  and  the  ponderous  columns  reel.  The 
demon  etatae  rieee  on  its  throne,  and  a  stream  of  flame  issues  from  its 
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brow.  The  doors  of  the  cells  burst  open,  and  with  the  clanking  of 
chains,  and  other  dismal  noises,  skeleton  shapes  stalk  forth  from  them, 
each  with  a  pale  blue  light  ahove  its  head.  Monstrous  beasts,  Kke  tiger- 
cats,  with  rough  black  skins  and  flaming  eyes,  are  moving  about,  and 
looking  as  if  tney  would  spring  upon  the  captive.  Two  gravestones  are 
now  pushed  aside,  and  from  the  cold  earth  arise  the  forma  of  Blackburn, 
the  robber,  and  his  paramour,  the  dissolute  Isole  de  Heton.  She  joins 
the  grisly  throng  now  approaching  the  distracted  girl,  who  falls  insensible 
to  the  ground." 

"  Can  you  see  aught  more  ?"  asked  the  hag,  as  Mistress  Nutter  still 
bent  eagerly  over  the  caldron. 

"  No ;  the  whole  Chamber  is  buried  in  darkness,"  replied  the  lady ; 
u  I  can  see  nothing  of  my  poor  child.     What  will  become  of  her?" 

"  I  will  question  Fancy,'  replied  the  hag,  throwing  some  fresh  ingre- 
dients  into  the  chafing-dish ;  and  as  the  smoke  arose,  she  vociferated, 
"Come  hither,  Fancy;  I  want  thee,  my  föndling,  my  sweet.  Come 
qnickly !     Ha !  thou  art  here." 

The  familiär  was  still  invisible  to  Mistress  Natter,  but  a  slight  sonnd 
made  her  aware  of  his  presence. 

"  And  now,  my  sweet  Fancy,"  pursued  the  hag,  "  teil  us,  if  thou  canst, 
what  will  be  done  with  Alizon,  and  what  coarse  wo  must  pursue  to  free 
her  from  old  Demdike?" 

"  At  present  she  is  in  a  State  of  insensibility,"  replied  a  harsh  voice, 
"  and  she  will  be  kept  in  that  condition  tili  she  is  conveyed  to  the  sum- 
mit  of  Pendle  HilL  I  have  already  told  yon  it  is  useless  to  attempt  to 
take  her  from  Malkin  Tower.  It  is  too  well  guarded.  Tour  only 
chance  will  be  to  interrupt  the  sacrifice." 

"  But  how,  my  sweet  Fancy  ? — how,  my  litUe  dariing?"  inquired  the 

lag- 

"  It  is  aj)erplezine  question,"  replied  the  voice,  "  for  by  showing  you 

how  to  obtain  possession  of  the  girl  I  disobey  my  lord." 

u  Ay,  but  you  serre  me— you  please  me,  my  pretty  Fancy,"  cried  the 
hag.  "  You  shall  quaff  your  €11  of  blood  on  the  morrow,  if  you  do  this 
fbr  me.  I  want  to  get  rid  of  my  old  enemy — to  catch  her  m  her  own 
toils — to  send  her  to  a  dungeon — to  burn  her — ha !  ha !  Ton  must  help 
me,  my  little  sweetheart." 

"  I  will  do  all  I  can,"  replied  the  voice,  "  but  Mother  Demdike  is  cun- 
ning  and  powerful,  and  high  in  favour  with  my  lord.  You  must  have 
mortal  aid  as  well  as  mine.  The  officers  of  justice  must  be  there  to  seixe 
her  at  the  moment  when  the  victim  is  snatched  frsm  her,  or  she  will 
baffle  all  your  Scheines."  ^ 

"  And  how  shall  we  accomplish  this  ?"  asked  Mother  Chattox. 

"  I  will  teil  you,"  said  Mistress  Nutter  to  the  hag«  "  Let  him  put  on 
the  form  of  Richard  Assheton,  and  in  that  guise  hasten  to  Rough  Lee, 
vrhere  he  will  find  the  young  man's  cousin  Nicholas,  to  whom  he  must 
make  known  the  dreadful  deed  about  to  be  enacted  on  Pendle  Hill.  Ni- 
cholas will  at  once  engage  to  interrupt  it  He  can  arm  himself  with  the 
weapons  of  justice  by  taking  with  him  Roger  Nowell,  the  magistrate,  and 
his  myrmidon,  Potts,  the  attorney,  both  of  whom  are  detained  prisoners 
in  the  house  by  my  Orders." 

"  The  scheme  promises  well,  and  shall  be  adopted/'  replied  the  hag ; 

vol.  XXI.  B 


190  THE  LANCASHIRB  WTTCHES. 

u  bot  suppose  Richard  himself  should  appear  first  on  the  scene.  Dort 
know  where  he  is,  my  sweet  Fancy  ?" 

a  When  I  last  saw  him,''  replied  the  roics,  u  he  was  lying,  senseless, 
on  the  ground,  at  the  foot  of  Malkin  Tower,  haring  been  precipitated 
firom  the  doorway  by  Mother  Demdike.  You  need  apprehend  no  inter- 
ference  from  him.v 

"  It  is  well,"  replied  Mother  Chattox.  4i  Then  take  bis  form,  my  pet, 
thoogh  it  ia  not  half  as  handsome  as  thy  own.M 

"  A  black  skin  and  goat-like  limbs  are  to  thy  taste,  I  know,"  replied 
the  familiär,  with  a  langh. 

"  Let  me  look  upon  bim  before  he  goes,  that  I  may  be  sure  the  like- 
nesa  k  esact,"  seid  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Thon  beerest,  Fanoj!   Become  risible  to  her,0  cried  the  hag. 

And  as  aha  spoke,  a  figare  in  all  reapeots  reaembling  Riehard  atood 
betöre  then. 

«  Whai  think  you  of  him  ?  Willhedo?"  said  Mother  Chattox. 

'«  Ay,"  replied  the  lady;  "  and  now  send  him  off  at  once,  There  isno 
time  to  lose." 

"  I  shall  be  there  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,*  aaid  the  familiär ;  "  hol 
I  own  I  like  not  the  task.* 

"  There  is  no  help  for  it,  my  sweet  Fancy,**  cried  the  hag.  "  I  can- 
not  forego  my  triumph  over  old  Demdike.  Now  away  with  thee,  and 
when  theo  hast  execated  thy  noission,  retnm  and  teil  ns  how  thou  hast 
sped  in  the  matter»" 

The  ^miliar  promised  obedienoe  to  her  eommands,  and  disappeared. 

Chatte»  XV« 

HOW  ROUGH  LEE  WAS  AGAIN  BESEEGED. 

Parson  Holden,  it  will  be  rememhered,  left  Rough  Lee»  charged  by 
Potts  with  a  meesage  to  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  infonning  him  of  hia  deten- 
tion,  and  that  of  Roger  NoweH,  by  Mistress  Nutter,  and  imploring  Um 
to  com*  to  thejr  aasistance  withont  delay.  Congrattilating  himself  oa 
hia  escape,  bot  apprehensive  of  pursnit,  the  worthy  reetor,  who»  aaakeen 
huntsman,  was  extremely  well  mounted,  made  the  best  of  bis  way,  and 
had  already  paased  the  gloomy  gorge  throngh  which  Pendle  Water  swept, 
had  dimbod  the  hill  beyond  it,  and  was  croesing  the  mnor,  now  ahrna 
lying  between  htm  and  GokLshaw,  when  he  heard  a  shout  bebkid  Um» 
and,  tumkig  at  the  sound,  beheld  Blackadder  and  another  mounted 
serving-man  issuing  from  a  thicket,  and  spurring,  furiously  afber  him, 
Relying  upon  the  speed  of  hk  hone,  he  disregarded  their  criea,  and  aece- 
lerated  hia  paoe ;  bot,  in  spite  of  tfoa,  bis  purauers  gaiaed  npon  him 
rapidly, 

Wbile  debating  the  question  of  reaistanoe  or  sorrender,  the  reetor 
descried  Bess  Whitaker  eoming  towards  him  from  the  opposite  direction 
— a  ciroumstance  that  greatly  rejoieed  him ;  for,  aware  of  her  strength 
and  eourage,  he  feit  sure  he  eould  plaoe  as  much  dependejnee  upon  her  in 
this  emergency  as  on  any  man  in  the  oounty.  Bess  was  riding  a  afcout, 
rough-looking  nag,  apparently  well  able  to  sustain  her  weighiv  and  car* 
riedtbe  redoubtable  hersewhip  with  her* 
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On  the  other  band,  Holden  bad  been  recognised  by  Besä,  wbo  caine 
up  just  as  he  was  overtaken  and  seized  by  bis  assailants,  one  of  whom 
caught  hold  of  bis  cassock,  and  toie  it  Crom  bis  back,  wbile  die  otber, 
sei&ng  bold  of  bis  bridle,  endeavoured,  in  suite  of  bis  efibrts  to  tbe  oon- 
txury,  to  turn  bis  bone  round.  Many  oauis,  threats,  and  blows  were 
exchanged  during  the  scuffle,  wbich  no  doubt  would  bare  terminated  in 
the  lector's  defeat,  and  bis  compulsory  return  to  Bough  Lee,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  opportune  arrival  of  Bess,  who,  swearing  as  kistily  as  the 
serving-men,  and,  brandishing  the  horsewhip,  dashed  into  the  seene  of 
action,  and  with  a  few  well-applied  cuts  liberated  the  divine.  Enraged 
at  her  interferenoe,  and  smarting  from  the  application  of  the  whipt 
Blackadder  drew  a  petronel  from  his  girdle,  and  levelled  it  at  her  head; 
bat  ere  he  could  disoharge  it,  the  weapon  was  stricken  from  his  grasp, 
and  a  second  blow  on  tbe  bead  from  the  butt-end  of  tbe  whip  felled  bim 
from  his  horse.  Seeing  the  fate  of  his  oompanion,  the  other  ser?ing-man 
fled,  leaving  Bess  mistress  of  the  field. 

The  rector  thanked  her  heartily  for  the  Service  ehe  had  rendered  him, 
and  complimented  her  on  her  prowess. 

u  Ey'n  neaw  dun  mitch  to  boast  on  i'  leatherin'  them  two  seawr-feaoed 
rapecaflions,"  said  Bess»  with  becoming  modesty.  "  Simon  Blackadder 
an  ey  ha'  had  mony  a  tussle  together  efore  this,  fb'  be's  a  feaw-tempert 
feüy,  an  canna  drink  abowt  fightin ,  boh  he  has  awlus  found  me  more 
nor  bis  match.  Boh  save  us,  your  rev'rence,  what  were  the  ill-favort 
gullione  ridin'  after  ye  for?  Firrups  tak'  'em  I  they  didna  mean  to  rob  ye, 
surely." 

"  Their  object  was  to  makeme  prisoner,  and  carry  me  back  to  Rougb  Lee, 
Bess,"  replied  Holden«  "  They  wished  to  prevent  my  going  to  Whalley, 
wbither  I  am  bound,  to  procure  help  from  Sir  Balph  Assheton  to  liberate 
Master  Boger  Nowell  and  bis  attomey,  who  are  forcibly  detained  by 
Mistress  Nutter/' 

"  Yo  may  spare  yer  horse  an  yersel  tbe  jorney,  theo,  rev'rend  sir,"  re- 
plied Bess;  "  for  yo'n  foind  Sir  Tummus  Metcawfe,  wi'  some  twanty  or 
tbrotty  fbllowers,  armed  wi'  bills,  hawberts,  petronels,  and  calivers,  at 
Goldshaw,  an  they  win  go  wi'  ye  at  wanst  ey'm  sartin.  £y  heerd  sum  o* 
t'  chaps  say  os  ow  Sir  Tummus  is  goin'  to  tak'  posseesion  o'  Mistress 
Bobinaon's  house,  Baydale  Ha',  i'  Wensley  Dale,  boh  nah  doubt  he'n  go 
fuxst  wi'  yer  rev'rence,  'speciaüy  as  be  bears  Mistress  Nutter  a  grudge." 

"  At  all  events,  I  will  ask  bim,"  said  Holden.  "  Are  he  and  his  fol- 
lowers lodged  at  your  house,  Bess?" 

"  Yeigh,"  repoed  the  hostess,  (l  some  on  'en  are  i'  th'  house,  some  i' 
th'  barn,  an  some  i'  tb'  Stahles.  The  place  is  awtogetber  owerrun  wi'  'em. 
£y  wur  so  moydert  an  wurrotit  wi'  their  ca'in'  an  bawlin'  fb'  ele  an  drink, 
that  ey  swore  they  shouldna  ha'  another  drawp  wi'  my  consent,  an  to  be 
os  good  os  my  woxd,  ey  clapt  t'  key  o'  t'  cellar  i*  my  pocket,  an  leavin*  our 
Margit  to  answer  'em,  ey  set  out  os  yo  see,  intendm'  to  go  os  fax  os  t' 
wälf  an  comfort  poor  deeavely  Buchot  Baldwyn  in  bis  troabie." 

"  A  most  praiseworthy  resolution,  Bess,"  said  the  rector;  "  bot  what  is 
to  he  done  with  this  feuow  ?"  he  added,  pointing  to  Blackadder,  who, 
though  badly  hurt,  was  trying  to  creep  towards  the  petronel,  wbich  was 
lying  at  a  little  dxstance  from  bim  on  tbe  ground. 

~  bis  intention,  Bess  quiokly  cusmounted,  and  pcasessmg  her- 
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seif  of  the  weapon,  stepped  aside,  and  slipping  off  one  of  the  bands  tfaat 
eonfined  the  hose  on  her  well-shaped  leg,  grasped  the  wounded  man  by 
the  Shoulders,  and  with  great  expedition  tied  bis  hands  behind  bis  back. 
She  then  lifted  bim  up  with  as  much  ease  as  if  he  had  been  an  infant,  and 
aet  him  upon  his  horse,  with  his  face  towards  the  tail.  This  done,  she 
gave  the  bridle  to  the  rector,  and  handing  him  the  petronel  at  the  same 
time,  told  him  to  take  care  of  his  prisoner,  for  she  must  pursue  her  jonr- 
ney.  And  with  this,  in  spite  of  his  renewed  entreaties  tbat  she  would  go 
back  with  him,  she  sprang  on  her  horse,  and  rode  off. 

On  arriving  at  Goldshaw  with  his  prisoner,  the  rector  at  once  pro- 
ceeded  to  the  hoste],  in  front  of  which  he  found  several  of  the  villagers 
assembled,  attracted  by  the  numerous  Company  within  doors,  whose  shouts 
and  laughter  could  be  heard  at  a  considerable  distance.  Holden's  ap- 
pearance  with  Blackadder  occasioned  considerable  surprise,  and  all  eagerly 
gathered  round  him  to  learn  what  had  occurred;  but,  without  satisrying 
their  curiosity  beyond  telling  them  he  had  been  attacked  by  the  prisoner, 
he  left  him  in  their  custody,  and  entered  the  house,  where  he  found  all 
the  benches  in  the  principal  room  occupied  by  a  crew  of  half-drunken 
roysterers,  with  flagons  of  ale  before  them;  for,  after  Bess's  departure 
with  the  key,  they  had  broken  into  the  cetiar,  and,  broaching  a  cask, 
helped  themselves  to  its  Contents.  Various  weapons  were  scattered  about 
the  tables,  or  reared  against  the  walls,  and  the  whole  scene  looked  like  a 
carouse  by  a  band  of  marauders.  Little  respect  was  shown  the  rector, 
and  he  was  saluted  by  many  a  ribald  jest  as  he  pushed  his  way  towards 
the  inner  room. 

Sir  Thomas  was  drinking  with  a  couple  of  desperadoes,  whose  long 
rapiers  and  tarnished  military  equipments  seemed  to  announce  that  they 
had,  at  some  time  or  other,  belonged  to  the  army,  though  their  ruffianly 
looks  and  braggadocio  air  and  discourse,  strongly  seasoned  with  oaths 
and  slang,  made  it  evident  that  they  were  now  little  better  than  Alsatian 
bullies.  They  had,  in  fact,  been  hired  by  Sir  Thomas  for  the  expedi- 
tion on  which  he  was  bent,  as  he  could  find  no  one  in  the  country  upon 
whom  he  could  so  well  count  as  on  them.  Eyeing  the  rector  fiercely  as 
he  intruded  upon  their  privacy,  they  glanced  at  their  leader  to  ask  whe- 
ther  they  should  turn  him  out,  but,  receiving  no  encouragement  for  such 
rudeness,  they  contented  themselves  with  scowling  at  him  from  beneath 
their  bent  brows,  twisting  up  their  shaggy  moustachios,  and  trifling  with 
the  hilts  of  their  rapiers.  Holden  opened  his  business  at  once ;  and  as 
soon  as  Sir  Thomas  heard  it,  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and,  swearing  a  great 
oath,  deolared  he  would  storm  Rough  Lee,  and  burn  it  to  the  ground,  if 
Mistress  Nutter  did  not  set  the  two  captives  free. 

"  As  to  the  audacious  witch  herseif,  I  will  carry  her  off,  in  spite  of  the 
devil  her  maater !"  he  cried.  "  How  say  you,  Captain  Gauntlet^— and 
you,  too,  Captain  Storks,  is  not  this  an  expedition  to  your  tastes — ha?" 

The  two  worthies  appealed  to  responded  joyously  that  it  was  so ;  and 
it  was  then  agreed  that  Blackadder  should  be  brought  in  and  interro- 
gated,  as  some  important  Information  might  be  obtained  from  him. 
Upon  this,  Captain  Gauntlet  left  the  room  to  fetch  him,  and  presently 
afterwards  returned,  dragging  in  the  prisoner,  who  looked  dogged  and 
ftngry»  by  the  Shoulders. 

"  Harkye,  fellow,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  sternly,  "  if  you  do  not  answer 
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the  questions  I  shall  put  to  you  truly  and  satisfactorily,  I  will  have  you 
taken  out  into  the  yard,  and  ahot  like  a  dog.  Thus  much  premised,  I 
aball  proceed  with  my  examination.  Maater  Roger  Nowell  and  Master 
Thomas  Potts,  you  are  aware,  are  unlawfully  detained  prisoners  by  Mistress 
Alice  Natter.  Now,  I  have  been  called  opon  by  the  reverend  gentleman 
hexe  to  undertake  their  liberation,  but,  before  aoing  so,  I  desire  to  know 
from  you  what  defensive  and  offensive  preparations  your  mistress  has 
made,  and  whether  yon  jndge  it  likely  she  will  attempt  to  hold  ont  her 
honse  against  ns  ?" 

"  Most  assuredly  she  will,"  replied  Blackadder,  "  and  against  twice 
your  force.  Rough  Lee  is  as  strong  as  a  castle ;  and  as  those  within  it 
are  well-armed,  vigilant,  and  of  good  courage,  there  is  little  fear  of  its 
eapture.  If  your  worship  should  propose  terms  to  my  mistress  for  the 
release  of  her  prisoners,  she  may,  possibly,  assent  to  them  ;  bat  if  you 
approach  her  in  hostile  fashion,  and  demand  their  liberation,  I  am  well 
assured  she  will  resist  you,  and  well  assured,  also,  she  will  resist  you  effec- 
tually." 

"  I  shall  approach  her  in  no  other  sort  than  that  of  an  enemy,"  re- 
jotned  Sir  Thomas ;  "  bat  thoa  art  over-confident,  knave.  Unless  thy 
mistress  have  a  legion  of  devils  at  her  back,  and  they  hold  us  in  check, 
we  will  force  a  way  into  her  dwelling.  Fire  and  fury  I  dost  presume  to 
laugh  at  me,  fellow  ?  Take  him  hence,  and  let  him  be  soundly  cadgelled 
for  his  insolence,  Gauntlet." 

"  Pardon  me,  your  worship,"  cried  Blackadder,  "  I  only  smiled  at  the 
stränge  notions  you  entertain  of  my  mistress." 

"  Why,  dost  mean  to  deny  that  she  is  a  witch?"  demanded  Metcalfe. 

"  Nay,  if  your  worship  will  have  it  so,  it  is  not  for  me  to  contradict 
you,"  replied  Blackadder. 

"  Bat  I  ask  thee  is  she  not  a  servant  of  Satan  ?— dost  thoa  not  know 
it?— canst  thoa  not  prove  it?"  cried  the  knight.  "  Shall  we  put  him  to 
the  tortore  to  make  him  confess  ?" 

"  Ay,  tie  his  thambs  together  tili  the  blood  barst  forth,  Sir  Thomas," 
said  Gauntlet 

Or  hang  him  np  to  yon  beam  by  the  heels,"  saggested  Captain  Storks. 
On  no  account,"  interposed  Holden.  4t  I  did  not  bring  him  hither 
to  be  dealt  with  in  this  way,  and  I  will  not  permit  it  If  torture  is  to  be 
administered,  it  must  be  by  the  hands  of  justice,  into  which  I  require  him 
to  be  dehVered;  and  then  if  he  can  testify  aught  against  his  mistress,  he 
will  be  made  to  do  it." 

"  Torture  shall  nerer  wring  a  word  from  me,  whether  wrongfully  or 
rightfully  applied,"  said  Blackadder,  doggedly;  "  though  I  could  teil 
mach  if  I  cnose.  Now  give  heed  to  me,  Sir  Thomas.  You  will  never 
take  Rough  Lee,  still  less  its  mistress,  without  my  help." 

"  What  are  thy  terms,  knave  ?"  ezdaimed  the  knight,  pondering  upon 
the  offer.  "  And  take  heed  thoa  triftest  not  with  me,  or  I  will  have  thee 
flogged  within  an  iüch  of  thy  lue,  in  spite  of  parson  or  justice.  What 
are  thy  terms,  I  repeat?" 

"  They  are  for  your  worship*s  ear  alone,"  replied  Blackadder. 

u  Beware  what  you  do,  Sir  Thomas,"  interposed  Holden.  "  I  hold  it 
my  duty  to  teil  you  you  are  compromising  justice  in  listening  to  the  base 
proposals  of  this  man,  who,  whüe  offering  to  betray  his  mistress,  will 
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assoredly  deceive  you.    Yoa  will  equally  decoir*  him  in  feigning  io 
agxee  to  terms  which  you  cannot  fulfiL" 

"  Cannot  fulfil!"  ejaeuiated  Übe  knigfat,  highly  offimded;  «I  wouU 
have  you  to  know,  sir,  that  Sir  Thomas  MetcaUe's  word  is  bis  band,  and 
that  whatsoeyer  ha  promises  he  triff  fulfil,  in  spite  of  the  devil !  Body 
o*  me !  bat  for  the  retpect  I  owe  yoar  cfoth,  1  woukl  «to  yoa  a  wy 
difierent  answer,  reverend  sir.  But  since  you  have  cnosen  to  thrusfc 
youiBelf  unasked  into  the  afiair, 1  take  leave  to  aay  that  I  will  hear  this 
knare's  proposals,  and  judge  for  myself  of  the  expedienoy  of  aconding  fce 
them.  I  must  pray  you,  therefore,  to  withdraw.  Nay,  if  you  will  not 
go  bence  peaeeably,  you  ahall  perforce.     Take  him  away,  gentiemen." 

Thus  enjoined,  the  Alsatian  captains  took  eaoh  an  arm  of  the  rector» 
and  forced  him  out  of  the  room,  leaving  Sir  Thomas  alone  with  the 
urifoner.  Greatly  inoenaed  at  the  treatment  he  had  experienoed,  Holden 
instantly  quitted  the  houae,  haatenod  to  the  rectory,  whioh  adjoined  the 
chuxch,  and  bering  given  some  messages  to  his  household,  rode  off  to 
Whalley,  with  the  intention  of  acquainting  Sir  Ralph  Assheton  with  all 
that  had  occuired» 

Sir  Thomas  Meteaue  lemained  closeted  with  die  prisoner  for  a  few 
minutea,  and  then  ooming  forth  issoed  Orders  that  all  should  gat  xeady  to 
Start  £6r  Rougb  Lee  witbout  delay ;  wbereupon  eaoh  man  emptied  bis 
flagon,  pocketed  the  diee  he  had  been  ooggin g,  pushed  aaide  the  shuffie» 
board,  lefb  the  loggats  on  the  clay  floor  of  tbe  bam,  and,  grasping  bis 
weapon — halbert,  or  caliyer,  as  it  migbt  be— prepared  to  attend  bis 
leader.  Sir  Thomas  did  not  relate,  even  to  the  Alsatian  captains,  what 
had  passed  between  him  and  Blackadder ;  but  it  did  not  anpear  that  be 
placed  entire  confidenoe  in  the  latter ;  for  though  he  caused  bis  bands  to 
De  unbound,  and  allowed  bim,  in  consideration  of  hia  wounded  State,  to 
ride,  he  seoretly  direeted  Gauntlet  and  Storka  to  keep  near  him,  and 
ahoot  him  thxough  the  head  if  he  attempted  to  escape»  Both  these  per- 
sonages  were  provided  with  horses  as  well  as  their  leader,  but  all  the  rast 
of  the  party  were  on  foot  Metcalfe  made  some  inquiries  after  the 
rector,  but  nnding  he  was  gone,  he  did  not  conoern  himself  further  abouft 
bim.  Before  starting,  the  knight,  who  with  all  bis  recklessness  had  a 
eertain  sense  of  honesty,  called  the  girl  who  had  been  left  in  charge  of 
the  hostel  by  Boss,  and  gave  bar  a  sum  amply  auffieient  to  cover  all  the 
excesses  of  bis  men,  adeung  a  handsome  gcatutty  to  henel£ 

The  fint  part  of  the  journey  was  aecompliahed  without  imschanne,  and 
the  party  bade  fair  to  andre  at  the  end  of  it  in  safety ;  but  as  tiiey  enternd 
the  gorge,  at  the  extremity  of  which  Rougb  Lee  was  situated,  a  temne 
storm  burst  upon  them,  compelling  them  to  seek  aheiter  in  the  mill,  frona 
which  they  were  luekily  not  far  distant  at  tbe  time.  The  house  was 
completely  deserted,  but  they  were  well  able  to  abift  for  themselyes,  and 
not  oyer-serupulous  in  the  manner  of  doing  so,  and  as  the  remains  of  tbe 
funeral  feast  were  not  removed  from  the  table,  some  of  the  Company  sat 
down  to  them,  while  otheis  found  their  way  to  the  oellar* 

Tbe  storm  was  of  long  continuance,  much  longer  than  was  agreeaUe 
to  Sir  Thomas,  and  he  paced  the  room  to  and  fro  impatieatly,  ever  and 
anon  Walking  to  the  window  or  door,  to  see  wbether  it  had  in  aay  degree 
abated,  and  was  constantly  doomed  to  disappointment*  Instead  of  dkni- 
;f  it  inereased  in  violence,  and  it  was  now  impossible  to  quii  the 


HOW  BOÜGH  LEB  WAS  AGAIN  BE8IEGED.  195 

with  safety.  The  lightning  blased,  the  thrrader  rattled  among  the 
orerhanging  rocks,  and  the  swollen  stream  of  Pendle  Water  roared  at 
their  feet.  Blackadder  was  left  nnder  the  care  of  the  two  Alsatians,  bot 
while  they  had  ahielded  their  eyes  from  the  glare  of  the  lightning,  he 
threw  open  the  window,  and,  springinp  thrtragh  it,  made  good  his  retreat 
In  such  a  Storni  it  was  rain  to  foüow  him,  even  if  they  had  dared  to 
attempt  it. 

In  Tain  Sir  Thomas  Metcsife  fumed  and  fretted — in  Tain  he  heaped 
eurses  npon  the  bnlHes  for  their  negügence — in  Tain  he  hurled  menaces 
after  the  fugitive :  the  former  paid  little  heed  to  his  imprecations,  and  the 
latter  was  bevond  his  reach.  The  notion  began  to  gain  gronnd  amongst 
the  lest  of  the  troop  that  the  storm  was  the  work  of  witchcraft,  and 
ooeasioned  general  eonstemation.  Eren  the  knight's  anger  yielded  to 
superstiüoiw  fear,  and  as  a  terrific  explosion  shook  the  rafters  overhead, 
and  threatened  to  bring  them  down  upon  him,  he  feil  on  his  knees,  and 
essayed,  with  nnacenatomed  ups,  to  murmnr  a  prayer.  Bnt  he  was  in- 
tenopted ;  fbr  amid  the  deep  silenee  socoeeding  the  awf ol  crash,  a  mock- 
ing  lauen  was  heard,  and  the  villanous  countenance  of  Blackadder, 
lenderea  donbly  hideons  by  the  white  lightning,  was  seen  at  the  case- 
ment  The  sight  restorea  Sir  Thomas  at  once.  Drawing  his  sword  he 
flew  to  the  window,  bot  before  he  could  reach  it  Blackadder  was  gerne. 
The  next  flash  showed  what  had  befallen  him.  In  stepping  backwards, 
he  tombled  into  the  mill-race ;  and  the  current,  inereased  in  depth  and 
fbtee  by  the  deluging  rain,  instanüy  swept  him  away. 

Half  an  honr  after  this,  the  nolenee  of  the  storm  had  perceptibly 
dimmiwhed,  and  Sir  Thomas  and  his  companions  began  to  hope  that  their 
speedy  release  was  at  hand.  Latterly  the  knight  had  abandoned  all  idea 
ofattacking  Rongh  Lee,  bot  with  the  prospect  of  fair  weather  his  eonrage 
returaed,  and  he  once  more  resohred  to  attempt  it  He  was  moving  about 
among  his  föUowers,  striving  to  dispel  their  fears,  and  persnade  them  that 
the  tempert  was  only  the  result  of  natural  causes,  when  the  door  was 
soddenly  thrown  open,  giving  entrance  to  Bess  Whitaker,  who  bore  the 
milier  in  her  arms.  She  stared  on  seehur  the  party  assembled,  and  knit 
her  brows,  but  said  nothing  tili  she  had  depoeited  Baldwyn  in  a  seat, 
when  she  obsörred  to  Sir  Thomas  that  he  seemed  to  have  little  scruple  in 
takmg  poososoion  of  a  honse  in  its  owner's  absence.  The  knight  excused 
himself  fbr  the  intrusion  by  saying  he  had  been  compelled  by  the  storm  to 
take  refuge  there  with  his  followers ;  a  plea  readily  admitted  by  Baldwyn, 
w|k>  was  now  able  to  speak  for  himself;  and  the  milier  next  explained 
that  he  had  been  to  Rongh  Lee,  and  after  many  perilons  adventures,  into 
the  partkulars  of  whieh  he  did  not  enter,  had  been  brought  away  by  Bess, 
who  had  camed  him  home.  That  home  he  now  feit  would  be  a  lonely 
and  inseeure  one  nnless  she  would  consent  to  oeenpy  it  with  him,  and 
Bess,  on  bemg  thus  appealed  to,  affirmed  that  the  only  motive  that  would 
raduce  her  to  consent  to  such  an  arrangement  would  De  her  desire  to  pro* 
teet  him  from  his  mischieyous  neighbours.  While  they  were  thus  dis- 
eoursing,  Old  Mitton,  who,  it  appeared,  had  followed  them,  arrived 
weU-nigh  exhausted,  and  Baldwyn  went  in  oeaich  of  some  refreshment 

r  nun» 

By  this  time  the  storm  had  sufficiently  cleared  off  to  aüow  the  others 
to  talke  iheir  departure,  and  though  the  milier  and  Bess  would  fein  have 
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dissuaded  the  knight  from  the  enterprise,  he  was  not  to  be  tumed  aride,* 
but,  bidding  his  raen  attend  him,  set  forth.  The  rain  had  ceased,  bat  it 
was  still  very  dark.  Under  cover  of  the  gloom,  however,  they  thought 
they  could  approach  the  house  unobserved,  and  obtain  an  entranee  before 
Mistress  Natter  could  be  aware  of  their  arrival.  In  this  ezpectation  they 
pursued  their  way  in  silence,  and  soon  stood  before  the  gates.  These 
were  fastened ;  but  as  no  one  appeared  to  be  on  the  watclr,  Sir  Thomas, 
in  a  low  tone,  ordered  some  of  his  men  to  scale  the  walls,  with  the  inten- 
tion  of  following  himself ;  bat  scarcely  had  a  head  risen  above  the  lerel 
of  the  brickwork  than  the  flash  of  an  arquebusß  was  seen,  and  the  man 
jumped  backwards,  luckily  just  in  time  to  avoid  the  bullet  that  whisüed 
over  him.  An  alarm  was  then  instantly  given,  voioes  were  heard  in  the 
garden,  mingled  with  the  furious  barkiog  of  hoonds.  A  bell  was  rang 
from  the  upper  part  of  the  house,  and  lights  appeared  at  the  Windows. 

Meanwhile,  some  of  the  men,  less  alarmed  than  their  comrade,  con- 
trived  to  scramble  over  the  wall,  and  were  soon  engaged  hand  to  hand 
with  those  on  the  opposite  side.  But  not  alone  had  they  to  oontend  with 
adversaries  like  themselves.  The  stag-hounds,  which  had  done  so  mach 
execution  during  the  first  attack  npon  the  house  by  Roger  Nowell,  raged 
amongst  them  fike  so  many  Kons,  rending  their  limbs,  and  seudng  their 
throats.  To  free  themselves  from  these  formidable  antagonists  was  their 
first  business,  and  by  dint  of  thrust  from  pike,  cut  from  sword,  and  ball 
from  caliver,  they  succeeded  in  slaughtering  two  of  them,  and  driving 
the  others,  badly  wounded,  and  savagely  howling,  away.  In  doing  this, 
however,  they  themselves  had  sustained  considerable  injury.  Three  of 
their  number  were  lying  on  the  ground,  in  no  condition,  from  their 
broken  heads,  or  shattered  limbs,  for  renewing  the  combat. 

Thus,  so  far  as  the  siege  had  gone,  success  seemed  to  declare  itself 
rather  for  the  defenders  than  the  assailants,  when  a  new  impulse  was 
given  to  the  latter,  by  the  bursting  open  of  the  gates,  and  the  sudden  in- 
nuz  of  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  and  the  rest  of  his  troop.  The  knight  was 
closely  followed  by  the  Alsatian  captains,  who,  with  tremendous  oaths  in 
their  mouths,  ana  slashing  blades  in  their  hands,  declared  they  woold 
make  minced  meat  of  any  one  opposing  their  progress.  Sir  Thomas  was 
equally  truculent  in  ezpression  and  ferocious  in  tone,  and  as  the  whole 
party  laid  about  them  nght  and  left,  they  speedily  routed  the  defenders 
of  the  garden,  and  drove  them  towards  the  house.  Flushed  by  their  suc- 
cess, the  besiegers  shouted  loudly,  and  Sir  Thomas  roared  out,  that  ere 
many  minutes  Nowell  and  Potts  should  be  set  free,  and  Alice  Natter  cap- 
tured.  But  before  he  could  reach  the  main  door,  Nicholas  Assheton, 
well  armed,  and  attended  by  some  dozen  men,  presented  himself  at  it. 
These  were  instantly  joined  by  the  retreating  party,  and  the  whole  offeted 
a  formidable  army  of  opponents,  quite  sufficient  to  check  the  progress  of 
the  besiegers.  Two  or  three  of  the  men  near  Nicholas  carried  torches, 
and  their  light  revealed  the  numbers  on  both  sides. 

"  What !  is  it  you,  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  ?"  cried  the  squire.  "  Do 
you  commit  such  oatrages  as  this— do  you  break  into  habitations  like  a 
robber,  rifle  them,  and  murder  their  inmates  ?  Explain  yourself,  sir,  or  I 
will  treat  you  as  I  woold  a  common  plunderer ;  shoot  you  through  the 
head,  or  hang  you  to  the  first  tree  if  I  take  you." 

"  Zounds  and  fury  \n  rejomed  Metcalfe.     "  Do  you  dare  to  liken  rae 
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to  a  common  robber  and  minderer?  Take  eure  you  do  not  experience  the 
same  fate  as  that  with  which  you  threaten  me,  with  this  difference  only, 
that  the  hangman— the  common  hangman  of  Lancaster— ihail  serve  your 
turn.  I  am  oome  hither  to  arreit  a  notorious  witch,  and  to  releaie  two 
gentiemen  who  are  unlawfully  detained  prisoners  by  her ;  and  if  you  do 
not  instantly  deliyer  her  np  to  me,  and  produce  toe  two  indmduals  in 
question,  Matter  Roger  Nowell  and  Master  Potts,  I  will  foroe  my  way 
into  the  house,  and  all  injury  done  to  those  who  oppoee  me  will  rest  on 
yonr  head." 

"  The  two  gentiemen  you  hare  named  are  perfectly  safe  and  contented 
in  their  quarters,"  replied  Nicholas ;  "  and  as  to  the  foul  and  false  asper- 
sions  you  have  thrown  out  against  Mistress  Nutter,  I  cast  them  back  in 
yonr  teeth.  Your  purpose  in  Coming  hither  is  to  redress  some  private 
wrong.  How  is  it  you  have  such  a  rout  with  you  ?>  How  is  it  I  behold 
two  notorious  brayoes  by  your  side — men  who  have  stood  in  the  pillory, 
and  nndergone  other  ignominious  punishment  for  their  offences  ?  You 
cannot  answer,  and  their  oatbs  and  threats  go  for  nothing.  I  now  teil 
you,  Sir  Thomas,  if  you  do  not  instantly  withdraw  your  men,  and  quit 
tbese  premises,  grieyous  consequences  will  ensue  to  you  and  them." 

"  I  will  hear  no  more,"  cried  Sir  Thomas,  infuriated  to  the  last  degree. 
"  Follow  me  into  the  house,  and  spare  none  who  oppoee  you." 

"  You  are  not  in  yet,"  cried  Nicholas. 

And  as  he  spoke  a  row  of  pikes  brwtled  around  him,  holding  the  knight 
at  bay,  white  a  hook  was  fixed  in  the  doublet  of  each  of  the  Alsatian 
captains,  and  they  were  plucked  forward  and  dragged  into  the  house* 
This  done,  Nicholas  and  bis  men  quickly  retreated,  and  the  doorwaa 
closed  and  barred  upon  the  enraged  and  discomfited  knight 
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EUctra. 

The  curate  and  his  daughter  sat  before  the  fire.  Both  had  been  for 
some  time  silent,  for  the  father  had  fallen  into  that  listless  dreaminess  to 
which  nothing  is  so  condueive  as  gazing  on  the  glowing  caverns  in  the 
coals,  and  pretty  little  Faith  cared  not  to  disturb  a  rest  that  he  was  not 
likely  to  be  long  suffered  to  enjoy  unmolested.  And  so  the  flamelets 
rose  and  sank,  lighting  their  thoughtful  faces,  and  glittering  on  the  gold- 
embossed  backs  of  the  treasured  volumes  on  the  shelves — the  curate's 
most  constant  friends.  Twilight  saddened  into  night.  Up  from  behind 
the  grey  church  tower  came  tne  moon.  But  still  not  a  word  broke  the 
silence  in  the  parsonage  parlour.     The  gaunt  arms  of  the  trees  waved 
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drearily  without.  A  streak  of  white  moonshine  crept  across  the  carpet 
like  a  ailver  snake.  Still  he  gazed  fixedly  on  a  bright  pagoda  'mid  the 
flame :  it  totters,  but  before  it  falls  we  will  track  bis  wandering  musings 
fbr  a  moment.  All  men,  he  thinks,  have  as  children  gazed  on  the  burn- 
ing  coals,  and  fashioned  Castles,  figures,  mountains  in  them,  but  though 
the  elements  are  all  the  same,  no  two  men  ever  have  presented  to  them 
exactly  the  same  position  or  difhculty  in  life,  and  so  only  general  rules 
of  conduct  can  be  laid  down ;  but  yet — the  minaret  crumbles  to  nothing, 
and  changes  to  a  stränge  fantastic  race,  then  into  something  like  a  funeral 
plume;  his  dreams  are  all  dispersed;  the  pensive  damsel  looks  up  hurriedly, 
fbr  high  above  the  muttering  wind,  fierce  as  the  summons  at  the  gatea 
of  Cawdor,  he  hears  a  knocking  loud  and  long. 

It  was  a  fkrmer's  boy  from  the  village.     His  message  was  soon  told. 

A  poor  man  had  been  seized  with  sudden  illness  at  the  wayside  public- 

house,  and  the  clergyman's  presenoe  was  required  immediately.     He  lin- 

gered  to  teil  Faith  not  to  wait  up  for  him,  then  rose  without  a  murmur, 

and  prepared  for  his  long  dreary  walk.     A  moment  after  he  was  crosaing 

the  neauy-kept  garden,  where  the  hydrangeas  showed  like  piles  of  skulle 

in  the  pale  moonshine,  and  the  chestnut  leaves  were  falling  thick  and 

fast.     Then  out  into  the  deep-rutted  road,  through  miry  lanes,  across 

stark  scraps'of  common,  and  paths  covered  with  fern  and  marsh-mallow, 

tili  at  last  the  gliinmering  candle  in  the  hostelry  window  came  in  sight, 

and  he  stood  under  the  ereaking  signboard  of  the  White  Horse.     The 

inn  was  of  the  humblest  description,  and  the  room  into  which  he  was 

shown  very  wretched  indeed.     The  plaster  had  peeled  off  the  walls  in 

great  odd  shapes,  like  the  countries  on  a  map ;  the  shutters  had  as  raany 

cracks  as  an  ill-fitting  disseeting  puzzle ;  tne  flooring  was  damp  and 

broken,  there  was  a  tracery  of  spiders'  webs  about  the  bed-furaiture,  and 

the  only  sounds  were  the  groans  of  the  occupant  of  the  bed,  and  the 

drowsy  ticking  of  the  death-watch.     Thinking  he  was  asleep,  the  curate 

prepared  to  sit  down  and  wait  for  him  to  wake  of  himself,  but  the  noise 

of  a  drinking-song,  shouted  by  some  labourers  in  the  bar,  startled  him 

from  his  uneasy  slumber,  and  when  Mr.  F.  nezt  looked  up,  the  ghastly 

&oe  of  the  sick  man  confronted  his  own— an  eery  nightmare  face,  such 

as  meets  one  in  the  outlines  of  Ketsch,  or  peering  out  of  the  gobiin  scenes 

and  witches'  caves  of  Feter  Breughel.     But  if  the  face  was  terrible,  the 

voice  that  asked  him  "  Why  he  came  ?'*  and  bade  him  take  away  the  light 

that  glared  and  hurt  his  eyes,  was  more  unearthly  still.     But  when  he 

recognised  him  as  the  clergyman,  his  manner  altered.     In  a  compara- 

tively  tranquil  State  he  listened  to  the  minister's  earnest  warnings  and 

blessed  consolations ;  then  suddenly  the  pain  seized  him ;  he  screamed 

and  groaned  awhile  in  wild  delirium ;  a  deep  calm  followed.     Raising 

himself  in  the  bed,  he  drew  a  roll  of  torn  and  discoloured  papers  from 

under  the  pillow,  and  put  it  in  the  curate's  band.     His  senses  never  re- 

turned.  A  few  more  throbbings  and  struggles — a  wandering  of  the  eyes 

about  the  room,  first  to  the  ceiling,  where  the  death-watch  ticked  on 

drearily,  then  to  the  Arcadian  scene  on  the  tattered  patchwork  counter- 

pane — a  clutching  at  the  bed-clothes — a  shuddering— a  film — and  then 

— death! 

The  curate  did  not  sleep  that  night  until  he  had  read  the  stranger's 
diary  to  an  end.     It  began  thus : 
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"August  3rd— Brian  Marcliffe  came  to  me  again ;  the  same  odd, 
mysterious  air  that  I  have  noticed  so  long.  What  can  it  mean  ?  He 
cannot  have  foond  But  no,  it's  worse  than  useless  having  dark  fore- 

bodings.  I  shall  soon  be  able  to  put  the  sea  between  me  and  this  cursed 
golden  inferno,  Brazil,  and  with  my  darling  Bertha  forget  all  these  fears 
in  the  paradise  of  fall  purses — England. 

"August  4<&.— I  met  him  by  chance  again,  Coming  from  the  overseer's. 
Confbund  it»  how  demon-like  he  looked !  I  will  speak  to  him  myself, 
rather  than  be  in  suspense  much  longer.  I  should  then  know  the  worst, 
at  least. 

"August  5<iL— Ruin.  The  worst  haa  come.  He  does  know  all  about 
my  being  behindhand  in  my  accounts,  and  hints— —  I  can't  write  down 
what  Bertha  will  never  marry  him  but  as  the  only  chance  ofsaving  me 
from  exposure.     Can  he  be  devil  enough  to  propose  it? 

"  August  20th. — Am  I  the  same  man  I  was  a  month  ago?  Farewell 
for  eTer  land  of  diamonds,  slaves,  and  late  summen.  Farewell  lust  of 
gold  and  dread  of  disgrace.  It  is  over,  I  hope,  for  ever.  My  Bertha — 
my  own  now«— is  sleeping  like  a  lily  near  me,  and  the  only  sound  is  the 
splashing  of  the  sea  that  is  bearing  me  every  moment  further  from  my 
fear.  But  stay ;  what  have  I  left  behind  me  ?  What  is  there  in  that 
glen  of  mimosas?  A  rotting  corpse.  What  in  men's  mouths?  The 
name  of  murderer.     Pray  Qod  it  be  not.     Let  me  think. 

"  On  the  Monday  when  I  was  leaving  the  office,  Brian  came  again,  and 
asked  me  to  go  as  fax  as  old  Olivenza's  coffee  plantation.  I  said  I  would 
come,  and  we  set  out  an  hour  past  sunset.  It  was  a  beautiful  evening; 
the  skies  as  pure  as  the  robe  of  seraphim ;  the  clouds  like  curla  of  incense, 
now  hiding,  now  revealing  the  daizling  glory  of  the  rising  moon — all, 
save  one  black  streak  right  across  her  face,  like  a  spread  eagle.  Well,  we 
had  nearly  got  to  the  plantation  before  Brian  spoke ;  but  I  saw  he  was 
preparing  something  by  the  villanous  look  of  his  eyes.     He  began  : 

"  *  So,  Reuben  Darke,  you  have  considered  my  proposition,  and  agree, 
of  conrse?9 

"  I  believe  I  professed  ignorance  of  it;  for,  indeed,  he  had  never  said 
anything  definite. 

«  <  The  consequences  of  Opposition  are  as  terrible  as  they  are  inevitable,' 

ad  he,  threateningly. 

"  i  You  cannot  stoop  to  such  vileness— ^o  such  wrong.  You  know  that 
I  am  striving  for  a  great  end— that  I  will  make  restitution  füll  and  ample 
if  I  live  to  reach  England.' 

"  This  was  the  sense  of  what  I  said,  bat  his  answer  was  clearly  prepared 
long  before  he  knew  what  I  should  urge.  It  came  gnashing  through  his 
closed  teeth  like  the  hiss  of  an  adder. 

"  *  I  must  do  my  duty.  It  is  my  place  to  overlook  the  accounts  of  all 
the  clerks.     You  will  show  me  your  books  to«morrow.9 

"  He  turned  away.  I  prayed  he  might  not  speak  again,  for  his  voice 
stirred  up  a  feeling  I  had  never  known  before ;  but  my  had  angel,  I  sup- 
pose,  brought  him  back.  I  scarcely  recollect  what  he  said.  I  have  a 
vague  notton  of  hearing  him  mention  my  Bertha's  name  with  some  cursed 
plan  that  was  to  give  her  up  to  him  for  ever,  and  then  he  would,  '  for  the 
sake  of  old  friendship,  deal  as  gently  as  he  possibly  could  with  me.v 
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Those  words  I  remember  well,  and  those  were  the  last  he  erer  spoke  to 
me.  I  dread  to  think  they  were  his  last  on  earth.  The  feeling  I  had 
wrestled  against  mastered  me  now.  I  could  Testram  myself  no  longer, 
and  Struck  at  him  with  a  knife.  He  clutched  my  left  hand  in  his  teeth 
like  a  tiger-cat.  For  a  second  we  were  grappling  together  for  lifo  or 
death,  but  he  had  no  chance  against  me ;  and  when  I  had  breath  to  look 
at  him  nezt  he  was  lying  on  his  back,  the  hands  that  he  had  tried  to  parry 
my  blows  with  cut  and  bleeding,  and  red  stains  on  the  broad  mimosa 
leaves  around.  Oh,  God !  what  a  reproach  there  was  in  all  the  calm  and 
silence  of  the  night !  How  the  deep  quiet  of  the  sky  spoke  to  my  heart» 
so  troubled,  dark,  and  guilty !  As  on  the  first  dread  day  by  sin  polluted, 
the  Yoice  of  God  in  Eden  drove  Adam  forth  abashed,  so  spoke  the  still 
small  voice  of  holy  Nature  with  more  than  earthquake  tones  to  me,  and 
straight  I  fled  away. 

"  My  Bertha  does  not  know  the  whole.  She  only  knows  that  Brian 
had  me  in  his  power,  owing  to  some  money  transactions.  If  she  did 
know  it,  my  conscience  teils  me  she  would  not  now  be  sleeping  here. 
There— -all  will  be  well  in  England.  Pray  Heaven  we  get  there  safe.  I 
will  go  up  on  deck  a  few  mmutes.  Writing  it  down  has  brought  the 
whole  afifur  so  fresh  before  me,  that  it  is  useless  trying  to  sleep  in  this 
fever.     Bat  yet  I  am  glad  it  is  written. 

"  October  15th. — We  entered  the  Channel  this  afternoon.  It  is  my 
wife's  birthday ;  she  took  it  as  a  happy  omen,  and  seemed  so  pleased 
with  the  glitter  and  joyance  of  the  busy  river,  that  for  a  whole  nour— 
the  first  since  I  left  Rio — the  dreadful  secret  hidden  'mid  those  leaves 
was  absent  firom  my  mind. 

"  October  Ißth. — The  first  news  that  meets  me  on  entering  London 
is,  that  my  unde  has  died  suddenly,  and  left  all  his  affairs  frightfully 
embarrassed.  My  chief  dependence  was  on  him.  This  is  a  sad  begin- 
ning ;  indeed,  I  reel  that '  all  these  things  are  against  me.'  " 

Severe!  pages  were  here  torn  firom  the  unfortunate  Darke's  manu- 
script ;  and  in  the  succeeding  ones  the  entries  were  scanty,  and  with  long 
interyals  between  each  other.  They  detailed  the  sufferings  of  the  writer 
and  his  wife  on  their  arrival  in  London  ;  his  repeated  efforts  to  obtain 
employment,  and  the  difficulties  he  met  with,  owing  to  his  uncle's  death, 
and  his  own  inability  to  refer  any  one  to  the  directors  of  the  mine  at  Rio. 
For  more  than  a  year  (judgiog  frorn  the  dates,  by  no  means  regularly 
affixed)  he  appeared  to  have  struggled  on  thus,  until,  when  his  hopes 
were  fast  sinking,  and  his  health  rapidly  giving  way  under  this  succes- 
sion  of  disappointments,  he  obtained  a  Situation  on  a  recently-opened  line 
of  railway  in  the  north,  through  the  interest  of  an  old  schoolfellow,  whom 
he  accidentally  met,  and  who  retained  in  manhood  schoolboy  heart 
enough  to  show  gratitude  for  many  kindnesses  in  olden  days.  The  lan- 
guage  was  strangely  impassioned  and  earnest  in  which  he  expressed  his 
joy  at  this  change  of  fortune ;  and  the  full-hearted  thankfulness  with 
which  he  described  telling  his  wife  the  good  news,  seemed  to  prove  that 
affliction  had  exerted  a  caJming  and  blessed  influence  on  his  passion-tossed 
mind.  But  the  clergyman  could  not  help  noticing  that  the  spirit  per- 
vading  the  latter  part  of  the  diary  was  strangely  different  from  that 
which  animated  the  commencement,  it  being  written  apparently  with 
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die  firm  conviction  of  an  inevitable  destiny  hanging  over  the  writer; 
and  this,  like  the  shadow  of  an  unseen  cloud  in  a  fair  picture,  gave  a 
sombre  meaning  to  his  self-communings. 

After  briefly  mentioning  the  fact  of  his  taking  up  his  abode  with 
Bertha  and  one  little  child  at  the  cottage  provided  by  the  Company,  and 
that  he  had  heard  by  chance  that  his  enemy  was  still  alive,  he  pro- 
eeeded: 

"  I  like  this  new  home  much.  It  is  a  tiny,  sheltered  cottage,  with 
beehives  in  the  garden,  and  honeysuckles  peeping  in  at  the  lattice, 
nestling  innocently  amongst  the  pine-trees,  like  a  ftory  islet.  The  rail- 
way  runs  for  about  a  mile  parallel  with  the  canal,  and  the  two  modes  of 
travelling  contrast  cnrionsly.  The  former,  with  all  its  brightness,  fresh- 
ness,  and  precision;  the  latter,  a  very  sluggard.  I  often  have  long  talks 
with  Huntly,  my  assistant  here,  and  try  to  make  him  see  the  change  it 
will  work;  bat  he  is  not  over  shrewd ;  or,  rather,  fate  did  not  give  him  a 
bookworm  uncle  like  it  did  me,  and  so  reasoning  is  hard  work  to  him  ; 
it  always  is  to  the  untaoght.  The  canal  is  picturesque,  certainly.  Let 
me  try  a  description.  The  surface  of  the  water  is  overlaid  with  weeds, 
rank  and  luxunant,  save  where  the  passage  of  a  boat  has  preserved  a 
trench,  stagnant,  and  cold,  and  deep.  There  is  not  a  human  habitation 
near  except  ours.  Scarcely  any  paths,  the  thickets  are  so  tangled.  This 
does  not  read  an  inviting  account,  I  know,  but  there  is  a  charm  to  me  in 
the  leaves  of  myriad  shapes,  in  fern,  and  moss,  and  rush,  in  every  sylvan 
nook  and  glittering  hedgerow — above  all,  in  the  dark  slnmberous  pines, 
those  giant  sentinels  round  our  dear  home.  Bertha  smiled  quite  like  her 
old  seht  when  she  saw  it.  Oh,  how,  in  all  the  wrack  of  this  last  year, 
has  her  love  upheld  me !  always  lightening,  never  adding  to  our  weight 
of  grief.  She  has,  indeed,  been  faithful,  true,  and  beautiful — like  the 
Indian  tree,  that  has  its  flower  and  fragrance  best  by  night.  I  cannot 
explain  why  it  is  that  my  love  seems  to  grow  each  hour,  but  with  a  kind 
of  tremble  in  its  intensity,  as  though  there  were  a  Separation  Coming. 
Perhaps  it  is  only  the  result  of  the  change  in  my  fortunes. 

"  March  \0th. — Two  years  ago  1  should  have  laughed  had  any  one 
told  me  that  a  dream  would  give  me  a  second  thought,  much  less  that 
I  should  sit  down  to  write  what  I  remember  of  one ;  but  I  must  write 
down  last  nighVs,  nevertheless.  I  thought  that  it  was  a  clear  moonlight 
night,  and  that  I  rose  as  usual  to  Signal  to  the  latest  luggage  train.  I 
had  got  to  the  accustomed  place,  and  stood  waiting  a  long  time.  For 
days,  for  months,  I  knew  this,  because  the  trees  were  budding  when  I 
began  my  watch — were  bare  as  winter  when,  with  a  roar  and  quaking  all 
around,  the  night  train  came.  At  firet,  I  held  a  lantern  in  my  band,  to 
Signal  all  was  well.  Strange  as  it  may  appear,  I  feit  no  weariness,  for  I 
was  fixed  as  by  a  wizard's  rod.  It  passed  at  length  ;  but,  not,  thank 
God !  as  it  has  ever  passed  before ;  for  from  the  carriage  window,  like  a 
raask,  glared  Marcliffe's  vengeful  face.  I  said  I  held  a  Hght ;  but,  as  the 
smoke  and  iron  hurüed  by,  the  lamp  was  dashed  to  atoms,  and  in  my 
outstretched  hand  I  grasped  a  knife !  There  was  a  yell  of  demons  in 
my  ear,  with  Brian's  jeering  laugh  above  it  alL  I  moaned  awhile  in 
horror,  and  woke  to  find  my  Bertha's  eyes  on  mine.  She  has  been 
soothing  and  kind  as  mercy  to  me  all  the  day,  and  I,  alas !  way  ward, 
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almost  cruel.  I  saw  it  pained  her,  but  I  oould  not  help  it.  Oh,  would 
that  this  world  bad  no  concealments,  no  divisions,  no  estrangement  of 
hearts !  I  dread  the  night;  there  is  something  teils  me  it  will  oome 
again,  for  when  I  took  the  Bible  down  to  read,  it  opened  at  the  words: 

"  i  I  the  Lord  will  make  myself  known  unto  him  in  a  rision,  and  will 
speak  unto  him  in  a  dream.' 

"  A  thrill  went  through  me  as  I  read.     It  sounded  like  a  death-knell. 

"  The  next  day. — As  I  föresaw,  it  came  again  last  night ;  the  same 
in  every  terrible  particular,  and  with  the  same  oonsolation  on  awaking. 
Bat  wnat  I  have  seen  to-day  gives  it  a  meaning  that  I  tremble  at. 
Huntly  retorned  from  D—  He  brougbt  a  birthday  present  fbr 
little  Harry ;  it  happened  to  be  wrapped  in  an  old  newspaper.  Aa  it 
was  opened,  I  saw  At*  name,  and  a  moment  after  read  this : 

" '  Next  oi  Ein. — If  any  child  or  children  of  the  late  Ehud  Mar- 
cliffe,  Gentleman,  of  Cranholm  Manse,  who  died  September  5,  18 — ,  be 
yet  surviving,  it  is  desired  that  he  or  they  will  forthwith  put  themselves 
in  communication  with  Messrs.  Faulk  and  Lockerby,  Solicitors,  D— ' 

"  This  leaves  me  no  hope ;  and  knowing,  as  I  do,  the  unfaltering  stead- 
fastness  of  bis  bäte,  I  feel  the  days  of  this  security  and  peace  are 
nnmbered.  #  •  •  •  #  • 

"  A  whole  month  has  gone  sinee  I  opened  this  last.  There  is  no  fear 
now.  Heisdead.  But  how?  The  eye  that  reads  this  record  alone 
will  know.  That  fatal  Thursday  went  by,  a  phantasm  of  dark  thoughts; 
and  then  I  lay  down,  as  usual,  for  a  couple  of  hours,  before  going  to 
watch.  I  did  this,  for  there  was  a  kind  of  instinct  in  me  (the  feeling 
deseryes  no  higher  name)  which  made  me  go  about  my  avocations  in  the 
accustomed  way,  and  seem  as  little  disturbed  as  possible.  I  lay  down, 
and  in  my  dream,  as  distinct  as  ever  it  passed  by  day,  for  the  third  time 
that  awful  freight  swept  like  a  whirlwind  by.  I  awoke.  It  wanted  only 
tbree  minutes  to  the  hour  when  the  night-train  usually  passed.  I 
staggered  to  the  door,  but,  instead  of  Coming  out  into  the  hght,  an  inky 
shadow  lay  across  the  road.  It  was  a  ear  left  by  Huntly's  carelessness 
on  the  up-rail.  I  stood  like  one  of  stone,  thinking  of  the  tranquil  hap* 
piness  of  the  last  months,  of  Bertha's  smUe  and  Harry 's  baby-laugh — «f 
all  the  sun  and  pleasure  of  our  home,  and  how  this  precious  fabric,  wove 
by  love,  was  to  be  rent  and  torn ;  and  how  one  word  from  him  would 
ruin  all,  and  send  my  wife  and  child  to  poverty  again.  And  that  man's 
lifo  was  in  my  band.     Well  may  we  daily  pray  against  temptation. 

"  A  white  doud  curled  np  above  the  pines. 

"  There  was  no  delay.  I  caught  np  a  lantern,  and  ran  down  the  line. 
A  throbbing,  like  the  workings  of  a  giant's  pulse,  smote  my  ear.  I 
reached  the  sigoal-post,  and  laid  my  band  upon  the  bell.  But  there 
was  no  time  for  thougbt. 

"  The  murmur  deepened  to  a  roar.  The  clouds  of  steam  rose  high  above 
the  pines,  and,  girt  about  with  wreathing  vapour,  the  iron  outline,  with  its 
blood-red  lamps  and  Heda  glow  beneaä,  came  on. 

"  My  eyes  were  strangely  keen,  for  at  that  distance  I  could  discern  a 
man  leaning  out  of  the  nearest  window.    I  knew  who  it  must  be,  and 
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almoet  ezpecting  to  see  the  last  dreadful  particiliar  fulfilled,  held  out  my 
band  —  Ute  sign  that  aü  was  safe.  The  driver  signalled  that  he 
understood,  and  quickened  paoe.  I  shut  my  eyes  when  it  drew  near,  but, 
as  it  passed,  dißtinctly  heard  my  name  called  thrice. 

"  There  was  a  moment  that  seemed  never-ending.  Then  a  datier  as  of 
a  hundred  anvil  strokes,  a  rosh  of  snow-white  steam,  a  shower  of  red-hot 
ashes  scattered  far,  the  hum  of  voices,  and  the  clanging  of  the  bell. 
Then,  and  not  tili  then,  I  ventured  to  look  up  and  hurry  to  the  spot  The 
train,  a  series  of  shapeless  wrecks,  luggage-vans,  trucks,  carriages  in  wild 
confusion,  lay  across  the  road ;  live  coaJs  from  the  engine-fire  were  hissing 
in  the  black  canal  stream  ;  the  guard  was  bleeding  and  crushed  beneath 
a  wheel ;  twining  wreaths  of  white  steam,  like  spirits,  melted  into  air 
above.  Huntly  was  stooping  over  a  begrimed  corpse.  The  glare  of 
the  lantern,  as  it  flashed  upon  the  face,  showed  every  omen  true.  It  was 
Marcliffe. 

"  I  can  bear  to  chroncle  my  own  temntations,  yielding,  guilt,  but  not  to 
write  down  the  Separation  tnat  I  dreaoed  most,  and  tned  to  avert,  alas ! 
so  fataüy.  It  is  indeed  a  lesson  of  the  nothingness  of  man's  subtlest 
plans  to  avoid  the  penalty  bis  crimes  call  down.  How  vain  have  all  my 
efforts  been  to  preserve  our  hearth  inviolate,  to  keep  our  home  in  blessed 
security.  Indeed,  that  night  God's  peace  and  favour  ( departed  from  the 
threshold  of  the  house'  fbr  ever." 


The  misfortune  alluded  to  was  thus  briefly  mentioned  at  the  end  of 
the  newspaper  report  of  the  accident,  enclosed  with  the  other  papers  of 
the  dead  man : 

"  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  the  wife  of  the  station-keeper,  Darke,  whose 
dangerous  State  we  noticed  a  week  ago,  expired  last  night,  after  giving 
hirth  to  a  child,  stül-born." 

With  the  sentence  given  above  Darke's  diary  closed.  Here  and  there 
the  curate  read  a  verse  of  a  psalm,  or  a  heart-Droken  ejaculation,  but  no 
continued  narrative  of  his  after-sufferings.  From  what  he  could  glean,  it 
appeared  that  he  was  put  on  his  trial  on  the  Charge  of  manslaughter,  and 
acquitted,  but  that  he  had  lost  his  Situation  in  conseauence  of  the  want 
of  presence  of  mind  he  had  evinced ;  after,  it  seemed,  that  he  had  led  a 
miserable  vagrant  life,  earning  just  enough  by  chance-work  to  support 
bimself  and  bis  little  Harry,  the  constant  attendant  of  his  wanderings. 
The  boy  was  at  the  inn  on  the  night  of  the  fatber's  wretched  death, 
though  the  landlad/s  kindness  removed  hixn  from  the  sight  of  the  trou- 
Uous  partiDg.  An  asylum  was  soon  found  for  him  by  my  friend's  kind- 
ness, and  when  I  was  at  the  parsonage  last  Christmas,  as  I  read  the 
history  of  his  father's  fitful  life,  the  unconscious  son  sat  by  with  little 
Faith,  gazing  with  his  large  melancholy  eyes  at  the  stränge  faces  in  the 
fire. 
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Beate,  I  doubt  not,  courage  thine, 
Born  not  of  this  ruby  wine ; 
List,  I  give  thee  power  to  teil 
If  such  thing  be  as  Demon  spell ; 
List,  nor  e'er  the  tele  deride, 
Till  thou  dare  the  Demon  ride. 

Two  winters  past,  one  night  I  stood 
Bv  Lantha's  water,  then  m  flood ; 
Where  Ostri,  in  its  mined  pride, 
With  its  last  Testige  girt  the  tide ; — 
A  massive  tower,  which  seemed  to  cast 
Defiance  to  the  howling  blast. 

Bright  stars  were  out,  but  seemed  to  dread 
Huge  clouds  that  round  about  them  sped ; 
Whilst  moaned  the  blast  on  Lantha's  shore 
As  ne'er  heard  I  the  blast  before ; 
And  e'en  the  forest  leaves  to  me 
That  night  had  changed  their  minstrelsey. 

And  as  I  musing  lonely  stood 
Watching  the  rushing,  turbid  flood, 
What  joy  would  give,  I  deemed,  a  flight 
In  such  a  wild,  tempestuous  night ; — 
On  those  dark  waters  forth  to  ride, 
Where*er  tlieir  course,  whate*er  betide ! 

Scarce  passed  that  thought,  wben  o'er  the  strcam, 

Lit  by  a  sudden,  fitful  gleam, 

A  bark  shot  out — it  touched  the  Strand, 

On  mine  was  press'd  another*s  hand ! 

*Twas  but  a  moment,  and  I  stood 

In  that  stränge  bark  on  Lantha's  flood. 

Away,  away,  no  heim  or  sail 
The  bark  to  guide  before  the  gale ; 
As  though  by  fleetest  lightnings  drawn, 
O'er  the  dark  waters  we  were  borne ; 
And  maddened  then,  the  howling  wind, 
In  baffled  chase  we  left  behind. 

Away,  away,  in  fearless  flieht, 
Through  sombre  regions  of  the  night ; 
By  Valley  drear  and  gloomy  wood, 
Swifter  and  swifter  rushed  the  flood  j 
Whilst  rocks  that  seemed  to  touch  the  sky, 
Appeared  to  meet,  and  past  us  fly. 

Awav,  away,  oh !  what  delight, 
To  feel  oneself  a  spirit  light ; 
On  the  bold  rushing  flood  to  ride, 
When  robes  of  foam  attest  its  pride ; 
Heedless,  fearless  every  act — 
On  o'er  die  sweeping  cataract ! 
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'Twas  maddening  joy,  aod  like  a  flood 

Of  liquid  fire  career'd  my  blood ; 

Like  raaniac  barst  from  bondage,  free, — 

Restrainless  rose  my  spirit's  glee ; 

And  through  the  Storni  of  gathering  night, 

I  shouted  "  On!"  to  nuter  flight. 

For  long  the  sombre  woods  about, 
As  on  we  sped,  prolonged  the  shont ; 
And  when  at  length  away  it  died, 
That  shont  was  echoed  at  my  side ; 
'Till  then  it  seemed,  I  had  not  known 
I  sailed  not  in  that  bark  alone ! 

Coward  or  not,  declare  me  thou, 
Burst  terror's  drops  upon  my  brow ; 
And  'neath  that  stränge  unearthly  voice, 
Some  creeping  thing  emerged  from  ice, 
Seemed  o'er  my  startled  soul  to  creep, 
To  chill  it  to  unwaking  sleep. 


The  Stupor  passed — thought  came  again, 
And  I  was  in  a  gloomy  glen ; 
Where  loud  and  frequent  peius  of  mirth 
Arose  from  out  the  aepths  of  earth, 
And  giant  rocks,  that  girt  me  round, 
Gave  echo  to  each  fearful  sound. 

'Midst  mountain  gorges,  winds  of  night 
Were  struggling  in  their  giant  might ; 
With  distant  wolf-cry,  came  the  sound 
Of  many  a  mountain  torrent's  bound ; 
And  like  some  spirit's  wail  did  seem 
At  times  the  night-hawk's  whirring  scream. 

Darkness  had  gone,  but  not  the  light 
Of  cloudless  stin,  or  orb  of  night, 
Lit  up  the  scene,  were  never  sent 
Such  rays  from  holy  firmament — 
Glarine  and  red,  as  though  they  came 
Forth  from  a  fiery  furnace  flaroe. 

By  tliat  stränge  light,  in  speechless  awe, 
Dark  and  demoniac  forms  I  saw, 
That  seemed  to  work  some  mystic  rite, 
Me  circling  round  in  rapid  flight, 
Whilst  rose  their  fearful  peals  of  mirtli, 
Which  found  response  in  depths  of  earth. 

I  shudder  now  to  think  this  band 
Aye  grasped  in  turn  that  demon  band ! 
A  dread  salute ;  and  when  'twas  o'er, 
Up  from  the  earth  then  me  they  bore, 
From  that  red  glen  once  more  to  flight, 
Through  sombre  regioos  of  the  night. 

Above,  as  though  to  warmre  set, 
Careering  clouds  in  masses  met, 
And  followed  in  our  wake  the  crash 
Of  thunder  linked  to  lightning's  flash, 
Whilst  seemed  the  raging  blast  to  swell 
With  wailings  from  tormenting  hell ! 
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Paused  'mid  the  storm  the  Demon  Crew 

Their  fearful  rites  but  to  renew ; 

Where  ruin  revelPd  o'er  the  spoil 

Of  some  deserted  sacred  pile, 

Or  mountain  cross  of  mould'ring  stone, 

Which  erst  a  pilgrim's  prayers  had  knowo. 

One  was  a  wild  and  dreary  spot, 

By  all  but  legend  long  forgot ; 

Where  deep  in  earth,  by  weeds  o'ergrown, 

That  legend  points  an  altar  stone, 

Whilst  sculptur'd,  roofless  walls,  retain 

Some  sembtance  of  a  sacred  fane. 

Here  paused  awhile  the  Demon  Crew, 
Their  rites  so  fearful  to  renew ; 
For  years  of  bliss  I  would  not  see 
Again  their  impious  revelry — 
The  mocking  nres  they  dared  defile 
The  precincts  of  that  sacred  pile  1 

Give  me  the  wine-cup !  even  here 
My  blood  doth  own  the  spell  of  fear, 
And,  flitting  past  'twixt  tnee  and  me, 
Those  Demon  Forms  methinks  I  see ; 
They  haunt  me  thus  when  taketh  flight 
Memory  to  that  fearful  night ! 


With  that  dark  band  at  length  I  stood,— 
Once  more  where  Ostri  flanked  the  flood ; 
When  'midst  their  rites  I  breathed  a  prayer, 
One  startling  cry,  as  of  despair, 
They  gave,  then  fled,  and  1  was  free 
For  ever  from  their  agency ! 

The  storm  had  ceased,  and  scarce  a  cloud 
Was  left,  the  waning  stars  to  shroud; 
And  on  the  earth  there  seemed  a  spell 
To  me ;  its  stillness  seemed  to  teil 
O'er  it  had  swept  destroying  breath, 
And  left  it  in  the  sleep  of  death ! 

Since,  I  have  heard  a  good  man  say, 
Had  morn  but  sent  its  herald  ray 
On  earth  to  smile,  ere  I  had  sought 
In  prayer  the  succour  which  it  brought, 
My  fate  had  been  perdition's  brand — 
The  victim  of  that  Demon  Band. 

Ostri's  tower,  the  lone  one,  last, 
That  night  was  bowed  before  the  blast. 
And  lives  its  memory  now  alone, 
In  murky  vault  and  mossy  stone. 
Wilt  thou  by  night  seek  Lantha's  tide?^ 
Say,  wilt  thou  dare  the  Demon's  Ride  ? 
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Chaptee  L 

She  was  young  In  years, 
But  offen  in  mid-spring  will  bligbting  wind« 
Do  autumn's  work ;  and  there  ia  grief  at  heart 
Can  do  the  work  of  years,  can  pale  the  cheek, 
And  cloud  the  brow  and  aober  down  the  spirit 

In  the  second  floor  of  a  small  house  in  the  neighbourhood  of  IsJington 
was  seated  a  very  lovely  young  woman,  with  her  head  bent  orer  a  book, 
which  she  was  intently  perusing.  It  was  neither  the  novel  of  the  season— 
as  the  last  one,  from  an  aristocratic  pen,  ia  invariably  designated — nor  a 
populär  poem ;  it  was,  in  fact,  the  Bible — rather  a  eingular  tome,  some 
will  think,  for  a  beautiful  girl  to  be  amusing  herseif  with,  considering 
she  had  no  admiring  spectators  of  her  piety,  and  that  it  was  not  Sunday; 
but  it  was  not  for  amusement  that  Helen  Montague  pondered  so  ab* 
sorbingly  on  the  sacred  volume  before  her ;  it  was  for  consolation,  for 
solace,  for  resignation.  She  had  tried  others,  but  found  something  still 
wanting  in  even  the  best  moral  works ;  this,  however,  contained  all  she 
required :  soothing,  for  her  sorrow— strength,  for  her  weakness — hope, 
for  her  despair  ;  it  was  to  her,  in  her  misery  and  desolation,  the  alpha 
and  the  omega  of  comfort  and  encouragement  When  deserted  by  the 
whole  world,  as  poverty  ever  is,  it  surrounded  her  with  an  angeüc  com* 
pany  of  heavenly  friends  ;  and  when  worn  and  weary  with  the  confiict  of 
terrestrial  woe,  it  invited  her  to  peace  and  rest ;  when,  almost  impatient 
at  the  erer-recurring  agony  of  mind  she  had  to  endure,  it  whispered  for- 
bearance  for  yet  a  little  while ;  when  the  struggle  wouldbe  past,  the  dark 
cloud  swept  from  the  sky,  and  the  sun  of  everlasting  happiness  shine  out 
for  her  in  the  azure  of  paradise.  Well  might  she  dwell  on  the  holy 
pages,  teeming  with  such  glorious  promise! 

The  apartnfent  was  scantily  and  rather  vulgarly  furnished,  but  scrupu- 
lously  neat  in  its  arrangements  ;  nothing,  however,  in  it  indicating  the 
abode  of  the  gentlewoman,  save  a  few  choice  flowers  in  the  centre  of  the 
table  on  which  the  Bible  lay,  and  the  appearance  of  the  graceful  being, 
who  occasionally  raised  her  anzious  eyes  to  look  at  them  with  a  glance  of 
extreme  satisfaction. 

Those  soft  hazel  eyes  were  red  and  inflamed,  perhaps  with  long  read- 
ing,  by  the  feeble  lignt  of  one  candle ;  or,  perhaps,  as  is  more  probable, 
with  long  weepmg  and  watching.  Aithough  it  was  on  the  stroke  of 
twelve,  she  replenished  the  fire — for  it  was  still  early  spring,  with  its 
lingering  frosts  and  nipping  night-winds — but  she  did  so  with  a  parsimo- 
nious  händ,  as  if  she  had  learnt  how  costly  coal  really  was  in  London  to 
persona  not  too  prodigally  favoured  by  fbrtune  ;  after  which,  closing  the 
hallowed  book  with  a  reverential  deliberation,  and  replacing  it  in  the 
Imitation  rosewood  chifibnier — a  scrine  as  precious  in  ner  estimation  as 
if  made  of  the  gold  of  Ophir,  holding  as  it  did  all  her  earthly  treasures 

-she  folded  her  hands  as  if  in  prayer,  to  listen  and  to  wait 

Presently  the  front  door-bell  was  rang  with  an  impatient  violence, 
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when  Helen,  with  a  countenance  beaming  with  pleasure,  seized  the 
candle,  and  bounded  down  the  stairs,  to  obey  the  evidently  most  welcome 
noctumal  summons,  soon  retnming  with  an  exceedingly  handsome  young 
man,  but  whose  beauty  was  considerably  destroyed  by  the  too-apparent 
ravages  of  dissipation  and  intemperance. 

Flinging  himself  into  the  only  arm-chair  in  the  room,  with  a  sort  of 
suppressed  Indignation,  he  exclaimed, 

u  What  an  exhausted  fire  1  and  what  an  attenuated  candle,  Mrs.  Mon- 
tagae !  A  more  wretched  apology  for  darkness  visible  I  never  beheld ; 
the  room  is  as  cold  and  dismal  as  if  you  were  doing  penance  by  a  martyr 's 
corpse  in  some  cellar  in  Smithfield  in  the  time  of  the  blood-stained 

ran.    I  really  think  it  smells  of  death,  too,  those  cursed  flowers  render 
air  so  fetid ;  bat  I  always  do  retarn  to  gloom  and  wretchedness." 

"  And  with  gloom  and  wretchedness  I  always  remain.  The  fire  and 
candle  are  as  brilliant  as  the  means  with  which  you  fdrnish  me  will  afford; 
and  as  to  your  imagining  that  the  room  smefis  deathlike,  it  may  well, 
alas !  do  so,  for  the  miasma  of  poverty  is  rising  around  me,  and  the  mil- 
dew  of  the  grave  is  decaying  me.  Bat  of  what  conseqaence  is  that  to 
you? — you,  who,  from  your  conduct,  compel  me  to  belieye  that  I  linger 
too  long  here,  that  the  time  is  tedious  in  remoying  the  obstacle  to  your 
pleasures,  the  barrier  to  your  profligacy." 

"Ob,  if  you  have  no  more  agreeable  subject  to  entertain  me  with 
than  tbese  threadbare  complaints,  I  shali  be  off  again  to  a  more  lively 
scene.  How  can  you  expect  my  conduct  to  alter — how  can  you  expect 
me  to  come  home  to  be  greeted  with  upbraidings,  not  only  by  words,  but 
looks  ?  What  gratification  do  you  conceive  I  can  find  in  contemplating 
a  pallid  spectral  face,  or  in  listening  to  the  tones  of  a  hollow,  sepulchral 
voice  ?  If  you  wish  for  my  Company,  you  must  assume  a  cheerfalness 
if  you  do  not  possess  it,  or  you  will  see  even  less  of  me,  I  can  teil  you." 

"  I  studiously  endeavour  so  to  do.  God  knows,  many  and  many  are  the 
heart-sobs  which  I  choke  down,  for  fear  of  exciting  your  anger  by  com- 
plaint,  or  distressing  you  by  self-reproach,  for  the  evils  in  which  you  have 
involved  me.  I  did  intena  to  receive  you  most  cheerfully  to-nignt,  if,  by 
any  chance,  you  bent  your  Steps  homewards ;  but  your  sudden  burst  of 
ironical  ill-humour  at  the  penury,  of  which  I  am  only  too  sensible, 
without  any  such  indelicate  ebullitions,  quite  disconcerted  my  kindly 
resolves.  We  parted  in  anger,  Herbert,  and  now  we  meet  even  more 
morosely.  What  cause  can  you  possibly  have  for  such  a  display  of 
temper  towarime?» 

"  Cause  enough,  if  you  knew  all." 

"  Let  me  know  aüt  then ;  reserve  is  unjust,  as  tben,  if  I  offend  you, 
I  err  from  ignorance." 

"  Who  said  anything  about  your  offending? — who  could  say  anything 
about  you  giving  offence  ?" 

"  Well !  if  I  have  not,  how  can  you  be  so  ungenerous  as  to  vent  your 
spieen  on  me  then  ?    I  am  sure       ■" 

"  There !  you  need  not  proceed — your  convictions  can  wait  our  happier 
leisure.  I  know  perfectly  of  what  you  are  sure — you  are  sure  of  being 
the  most  ill-treated  of  human  creatures ;  women,  in  their  inordinate  self- 
appreciation,  invariably  consider  themselves  injured  angels,  with  demons 
of  husbands  to  torment  them,  even  beyond  the  endurance  of  their  celes- 
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tial  roagnanimity ;  but  the  subject  is  completely  used  m>  between  us,  so 
let  äs  be  serious  for  a  moment,  as  just  now  I  am  für  too  frantic  with  rage 
and  disappointment  to  bear  or  beed  the  denunciations  of  such  a  missioned 
seraph  as  you  affect  to  be." 

"  I  do  not  affect  any  superiority,  Heaven  ia  my  witness,  Mr.  Montague  t 
rolly  aware  bow  truly  hopeless  the  endeavour  would  be,  if  even  raade  by 
an  angel,  to  touchyour  obdurate  heart." 

"  Come,  come,  Helen !  a  woman  of  talent  should  be  able  to  vary  her 
terms,  so  that  even  her  Gitterest  taunts  should  have  at  least  the  charm  of 
novelty  in  their  expression ;  and  a  woman  of  tact  should  always  reckon 
it  more  than  a  compliment  when  her  httsband  seeks  her  confidence,  recol- 
lectincr  that  the  vilest  may  companion  him  in  bis  hour  of  sensuality ;  but 
that  the  virtuous  wife  alone  can  be  associated  with  him  in  the  intimacy  of 
bis  bosom's  grief  and  anguish.  But  you,  with  your  woful  catalogue  of 
wrongs,  chill  the  expanding  heart,  as  the  cold  north  wind  blights  the 
early  bursting  blossom,  forcing  it  to  shrink  back  upon  itself,  or  to  fly  to 
the  neated  atmosphere  of  vice,  to  open  and  wither  almost  simultaneously." 

"  This  to  me !— this  picture  of  freezing  agony  tomet     Oh,  Herbert !" 

"  Do  not  attempt  the  pathetic ;  I  have  not  patience  for  that  Perhaps 
your  heart  has  been  the  most  deeply  wounded  of  the  two ;  but  mine  has 
not  escaped  the  glancing  arrow ;  it  is  as  sore  as  a  gathering  pustule.  But 
you  have  no  sympathy." 

"  How  can  I  sympathise  with  that  of  which  I  am  totally  unacquainted  ? 
Why  do  you  not  challenge  my  sympathy,  by  explaining  at  once  the  im- 
perative cause  of  its  necessity?" 

"  The  cause  is,  that  my  brother  is  married." 

"  Well  r 

"  Well ! — only  well?  I  could  curse  you  for  your  provoking  apathy. 
Have  you  nothing  more  to  say  than  that  paasionless,  refrigerating  mono« 
svllable,  to  such  an  astounding  piece  of  Information  ?  I  teil  you,  Helen, 
that  I  am  literally  annihilated  by  it — my  hopes  are  blasted  by  it — hopes 
so  strongly,  so  enduringly  engrafted  in  my  soul,  that,  to  uproot  them, 
your  husband's  very  vitals  must  be  rent  and  lacerated  in  the  efibrt,  for 
their  fibres  are  intertwined  with  them,  and  yet  you  can  cooily  and  aggra- 
vatingly  exclaim, '  Well ! '  as  if  I  had  told  you  a  kitten  had  died.  Out 
upon  such  callous  indifference  to  a  misband  s  interest!" 

"  Be  more  calm — be  more  just.  How  did  I  know  that  you  had  allowed 
such  hopes  to  attain  so  fatal  an  ascendancy  ?  Why  did  you  suffer  your 
imagination  to  be  so  sadly  enslaved  by  them  ?  What  right  had  you  to 
calculate  upon  their  realisation  ?  What  reasonable  foundation  for  their 
indulgence  ?  Why  should  your  brother  not  marry  ?  How  could  he  do 
better,  in  his  truly  deplorable  State  of  health,  than  seek  for  the  tenderness 
— the  patience — the  vigilance,  only  found  in  a  wife  ?  I  wonder  he  has 
remained  so  long  without  that  consolation,  in  his  lonely  aod  desolate 
misery — the  misery  which  wealth  cannot  alleviate,  nor  rank  nor  title 
antidote ;  for  it  is  the  misery  of  that  suffering  and  langour  which  renders 
the  heart  insensible  to  all  the  distinctions  which  pride  loves,  and  fashion 
venerates.     May  he  be  happy  now !" 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to  strike  you  ?" 

"As  you  think  proper.*' 

"  Helen,  you  wül  drive  me  mad.'* 
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"  I  almost  hope  you  are  so  already,  aß  a  palliation  for  this  gross  out- 
burst  of  temper.  I  repeat  again,  how  could  your  poor  brother  do  better 
than  marry  ? — he  should  have  done  so  long  since,  for  hiscomfort." 

"  He  could  not.  The  idiot  had  no  alternative,  the  law  compelling 
him  to  wait  until  the  wife  of  another  was  at  liberty  to  wed  again,  his 
conscience  being  too  delicate  to  pennit  him  to  obtain  the  object  of  his 
sickly  8entimentality  in  a  less  legitimate  mannex — an  object  which  I 
blindly  believed  was  for  ever  placed  beyond  his  reach  in  this  world ;  bat 
I  always  have  been,  and  still  am  to  be  foiled  in  my  most  sanguine  antici- 
pations.  It  really  appears  as  if  fortune  took  an  especial  pleasure  in  get- 
ting  me  up  as  a  target  for  her  most  unerring  and  most  deadly  shafts  to 
pierce.  Who  could,  for  one  Single  instant,  have  conceived  it  possible 
that  a  creature,  feeble  and  infirm  from  infancy,  would  have  eked  out  exist- 
ence  at  all  until  past  thirty,  much  less  to  become  a  husband,  and  to  that 
very  woman?" 

"  What  woman  ?— what  is  the  history,  or  rather  mystery,  attached  to 
the  lady  to  whom  Sir  Charles  has  united  himself  ?" 

"  One  too  long  and  too  revolting  for  your  ear,  unless,  indeed,  you  desire 
a  more  decided  reason  for  despising  and  abhorring  your  reprobate  hus- 
band, than  the  many  which  his  conduct  has  hitherto  furnished  to  a  mind 
so  mortified  by  neglect,  as  to  be  fertile  in  the  extreme  in  devising  fresh 
arguments  for  contempt  and  execration  against  its  vile  persecutor. 

"  I  am  accustomed  to  your  sarcastic  mode  of  judging  my  feelings,  Her- 
bert; so  you  may  proceed  in  your  revelations  without  being  checked  by 
the  apprehension  of  their  ezciting  further  detestation,  howerer  atrodous 
they  may  be ;  for  I  am  convinced — married  although,  alas  !  we  are— I  have 
yet  many  of  the  earlier  incidents  of  your  eventful  life  to  be  made  ac- 
quainted  with.  Be  candid,  then,  for  be  they  as  terrible  as  imagination 
has  often  deptcted  them,  you  will,  notwithstanding,  have  a  meraful  and 
benign  auditor." 

"  Thank  you  for  that  encouragement,  Helen ;  still  I  am  too  desperate, 
too  frantic  to  care  whether  I  disgust,  whether  I  horrify  you  more  or  not. 
When  a  man  discovers  that  he  has  played  the  villain  in  vain — when  expe- 
rienoe  proves  that  he  has  heaped  sin  on  sin  for  years  for  nothing — for  worse 
than  nothing — his  heart  is  either  humiliated  by  contrition  for  ever,  or  it 
swells  and  heaves  in  his  tempest-tossed  bosom  more  rebelliously,  more  God- 
defyingly,  than  in  the  outset  of  his  fearful  career.  Such  am  I,  such  is  your 
husband.  Lo !  you  may  well  shade  your  eyes  to  shut  out  such  an  image, 
and  cry,  in  the  aeep  agony  of  your  soul,  *  The  last  State  of  this  man  is,  in- 
deed, more  lamentable  than  the  first  I'  Yet  look  at  me,  Helen— look  at 
me,  for  I  am  truly  an  object  of  commiseration;  pitiable  as  the  criminal, 
whose  turpitude  is  forgotten  at  sight  of  that  gallows  on  which  he  is 
about  to  expiate  it — more  pitiable,  for  I  must  still  live — live!  Yes,  I 
will  live  to  accomplish  ray  aim.  And,  if  ever  I  devoutly  thank  Heaven 
for  any  one  thing,  it  will  be  for  the  length  of  days  it  grants  me  to  secure 


"  Herbert !  you  fill  me  with  terror  and  alarm !  Your  heart  is  hardened, 
of  a  truth  !  Merciful  Providence,  soften  it  to  a  sense  of  Thy  goodness 
and  justice." 

"Justice!  there  is  no  justice  for  me— for  such  as  me!  Where  is  the 
justice  of  the  Providence  which  allows  Satan  to  go  to  and  zto  on  the  earth, 
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tempting  the  aristocratio  mendicants  encumbering  it  beyond  their  itrength? 
Why  not  cut  them  down,  and  cast  them  forth  to  perish  as  useless  off- 
shoots  firom  the  parent  txee  ?  I  have  not  the  patience  of  a  Job  to  scrape 
the  incrustations  of  poverty  from  my  festering  body,  and  feel  grateful  for 
the  potsherd  found  upon  its  dunghilL" 

"I  did  not  promise  to  listen  to  profaneness — to  pardon  impiety." 
"  Is  that  profaneness? — is  that  impiety  ?  1  scarcely  know  what  is  profane, 
what  is  impious  now;  and  yet  I  learnt  my  prayen  at  a  mother's  knee ! 
Religion  reqoires  as  constant  practioe  as  any  other  science,  I  find.  I  will, 
therefore,  drop  all  metaphor,  and  tellyou  simply,  that  I  was  born  with  all 
the  pride,  extravagance,  ambition,  and  impetuosity  of  an  heir-apparent  to 
a  princely  fortune,  with  the  portion  of  an  infantry  ensign ;  that  I  was 
lapped  in  luxury,  like  my  eider  brother — that  I  was  educated  like 
my  eider  brother— clothed,  waited  on,  petted  like  my  eider  brother 
— and  that,  until  one-and-twenty  years  of  age,  1  scarcely  knew  the 
profbund,  the  immeasurable  difference  of  Station,  which  birth  had 
placed  between  us ; — then  I  learnt  it,  wofolly,  abhorrently,  loathingly 
learnt  it,  with  the  remembrance  of  the  same  event  fresh  in  my  mind, 
when  my  eider  brother  attained  his  majority.  I  was  also  of  age— but 
what  did  I  inherit?  Where  were  the  broad  acres  over  which  I  strode, 
with  the  inward  heart-swellings  of  a  new-made  possessor?  Where  were 
the  pealing  bells,  which,  fbr  my  eider  brother,  resounded  over  hüls  and 
Valleys  ?  Where  were  the  Streaming  bannen,  with  their  lying  mottoes, 
which  fiaunted  gaudily  in  the  summer  air  ?  Where  the  crowd  of  con- 
gratnlating  friends — the  train  of  obsequious  domestics — the  servile  land- 
agent— the  fawning  farm-bailiff — the  cribbing  house-steward — and  all 
the  harpies  who  prey  upon  the  sons  of  wealth  and  rank  ?  On  that  day 
a  painfol  silence  and  restraint  appeared  to  prevail  thronghont  entire 
natore ;  people  regarded  me  with  a  sort  of  mortifying  commiseration, 
worse  than  tne  most  pointed  indifference ;  the  very  servant  who  assisted 
me  to  dress,  and  who,  in  general,  was  too  loquacious,  was  mute  and  re- 
served,  as  if  oppressed  with  the  oonsciousness,  that  1  was  less  independent 
than  himself ;  while  my  brother,  Sir  Charles,  was  overpoweringly 
patroniwmg.  He  came  into  my  room  the  first  thing,  to  wish  me  health 
and  happiness.  He  took  my  hand,  and  whilst  his  own  trembled  with 
emotion,  he  protested  that  his  home  was  still  mine,  his  heart  and  purse 
mine,  his  afiection  mine ;  bat  I  spurned  the  proflFered  generosity ;  I  re- 
jected  the  bread  of  dependence,  the  liberality  which  wonld  curb  and 
cripple  my  indignation,  the  love  which  would  claim  a  warm  and  sincere 
retarn.  I  went  forth  into  the  wide  country,  to  breathe  fireer,  to  think 
freer,  to  commune  freer,  with  the  spirit  of  evil  dogging  my  steps  ;  and 
then  I  fbrmed  my  plans ;  and  then  I  determined  to  victimise  tnat  for- 
tone which  had  so  victimised  me.  I  therefore  returned  to  my  eider 
brother's  süperb  manrion.  I  hastened  to  him ;  I  aüected  to  be  touched 
by  his  fraternal  kindness;  to  accept,  with  gratitude,  his  affectionate 
assistance ;  to  be,  in  fact,  reconcilea  to  my  destiny.  My  brother  was 
completely  deceived  by  my  simulated  humiüty  and  resignation  ;  he  was 
delighted  with  the  magnanimous  scorn  of  fortune  I  evinced ;  he  rose 
with  eagerness  to  embrace  me.  I  feel  his  arms  round  me  yet ;  they  bind 
me  as  tne  ehains  bind  the  galley-slave,  croding  into  his  sinewy  flesh ;  1 
long  to  bunt  firom  their  odious  thrall,  and,  but  for  this  accuned  marria^e, 
should  so  have  done.     My  grand  soheme  was,  without  ever  allowing  him 
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to  discover  it,  to  become  a  spy  upon  my  brother,  to  keep  bim  Single,  to 
watch  over  the  property,  and  improve  it  for  my  own  ultimate  advantage. 
And  what  a  task  I  undertook !  How  frequently  was  my  most  artfolhr- 
arranged  schemes  frustrated  by  the  merest  accident,  wben  just  on  the 
verge,  as  I  fondly  flattered  mysel£  of  being  happily  brought  to  com- 

Eletionl  How  often,  like  the  child  with  the  cara-raised  Castle,  have  I 
uilt  up  story  after  story  of  a  mansion  towering  as  my  ambition,  and 
when  just,  with  a  trembling  hand,  about  to  place  the  last  stone  on  the 
pinnacle,  lo !  it  all  feil  to  the  ground.  How  often  have  I  had  to  weave 
the  net  of  fraud  and  falsehood  around  my  poor  credulous  victim  again 
and  again,  and,  like  the  spider,  from  my  very  bowels  1  I  taught  him 
to  believe  that  my  vigilance  arose  from  intense  and  anxious  affection, 
and  he  thanked  me  for  my  love  with  a  sobbing  tearfulness.  But  others 
suspected  the  true  motive ;  those  who  loved  him  with  more  sincerity,  and 
loathed  the  villain  who  '  smiled,  and  murdered  while  he  smileöV  They 
hinted  friendiy  cautions ;  they  strove  to  put  him  on  his  guard  against 
my  treachery ;  but  I  persuaded  him  that  their  pretended  ßndness  arose 
from  malice;  that  they  envied  me  the  affection  and  confidence  which 
made  the  sole  solace  of  my  life,  and  endeavoured  by  groundless  calumnies 
to  deprive  me  of  it  So  they  were  banished  with  ignominy,  and  I  re- 
mained  the  triumphant  master  of  the  fielcL  So  much  for  equity  in  Uns 
world ! 

"  There  was  but  one  human  being  on  the  face  of  this  earth  who  really 
understood  me — who  really  appreciated  my  baseness,  and  who  seconded 
my  wishes.  And  that  was  a  former  tutor»  whom  my  brother  detected  in 
playing  on  a  young  sister's  inexperience,  and  who  was  dismissed  with 
disgrace  and  exposure  in  consequence.  What  feelings  of  revenge  he 
nourished !  How  terribly  vindictive  was  his  natura  !  Mine  was  cowardly, 
contemptible,  in  comparison.  To  him  I  confided  all.  He  advised  me  in 
all ;  he  assisted  me  in  all ;  only  restraining  himself  from  the  commission 
of  atrocious  crime,  from  the  certainty  that  death  would  soon  release  us 
both  from  the  object  of  our  mutual  aversiön  and  alarm ;  he  pantäng  as 
much  for  yengeance  as  I  for  riches ;  he  as  desirous  that  the  man  who 
knew  his  shame  should  sleep  in  the  silence  of  the  graye,  as  I  to  possess 
that  wealth  only  to  be  obtained  from  that  deep  and  opiate  slumber  of  the 
tomb.  And  nothing  could  be  more  tormentinffly  exciting  than  the  fre- 
quent  appearances  of  approaching  dissolution  which  Sir  Charles's  malady 
assumedy  and  from  Which,  however,  he  constantly  rallied  as  if  by  a 
miracle,  conyincing  me  that  pain  is  not  so  ezhausting  as  the  yigorous  sup- 
pose,  and  that  Nature  fights  like  a  gladiator  against  her  pnme  enemy, 
Death.rt 

"  And  is  it  possible,  my  husband,  that  you  could  so  analyse  the  mys- 
teriös of  the  mighty  secret  of  Nature  ?  It  is  not,  it  cannot  be  possible, 
that  regret  for  his  restoration  to  health,  sorrow  for  the  alleviation  of  the 
racking  tortures  by  which  he  was  too  frequently  so  completely  pros- 
trated  as  to  resemble  death  indeed,  were  the  only  feelings  which  you  ex- 
perienced  on  such  occasions !  I  will  not  believe  it  of  you— of  any  one 
—4t  is  too  monstrous!  Man's  dxsposition  may  be  corrupted,  may  be 
depraved,  but  not  to  that  extent.  Mo,  no,  no !  Pride  could  never  suggest 
such  infamous  ideas,  nor  famine  sanction  them ;  you  go  too  far  in  be- 
lying  yourself,  Herbert ;  you  forget  the  past  in  the  anger  of  the  present; 
you  are  describing  the  sentiments  which  agitate  you  now,  not  the  more 
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manly,  the  more  worthy  ones,  which  softened  your  heart  at  the  sight  of 
the  aogoish  you  beheld." 

"  By  Heaven,  I  do  not  I" 

"  Then,  Heaven  pardon  you !  I  never  heard  more  diabolical  atro- 
city." 

"Diabolical  as  you  may  consider  my  conduct,  madam,  I  sinned  as 
mach  for  you  as  for  myself." 

"  For  me?     Oh !  did  you  sin  for  me?" 

44  Yes,  I  did,  and  do  daily  and  hourly,  if  it  be  a  sin " 

44  It  is  a  grievous  one,  my  husband — a  most  grievous  one,  believe  me. 
Do  not,  then,  in  mercy,  commit  it  in  thought,  even,  for  me.  Had  your 
brother  died — had  you  socceeded  to  all  his  wealth — had  you  taken  me 
rrom  this  abjectness  to  a  palace — the  change  could  not  have  made  me 
happy ;  that  is  not  in  the  power  of  wealth  to  enect" 

"  It  is  !  it  is !  It  would  make  you  happy ;  it  would  make  me  happy ; 
it  would  make  us  happy  together,  at  last.  I  am  sick  at  heart  at  seeing 
you  grovelling  in  this  squalor  and  misery.  I  loathe  the  matchless  beauty 
that  contrasts  so  strikingly  with  the  ohscure  poverty  in  which  I  see  it 
withering  away.     You  must  be  wretched,  Helen." 

*'  Do  I  ever  deplore  my  Situation  ?" 

**  No.  Would  that  you  did  !  I  need  the  -Stimulus  of  lamentation  to 
stir  my  sluggish  resolution,  Why  are  you  so  content? — it  must  be 
hypocrisy.  Never  teil  me  that  ambition  is  dead  in  your  heart — that  the 
pride  of  birth  is  forgotten — that  the  splendour  which  you  abandoned  for 
me  is  not  regretted,  not  longed  for,  with  the  irrepressible  longing  whose 
craving  gnaws  into  the  yery  soul.  The  noxious  weeds  of  penury  cannot 
have  entirely  choked  up  the  avenues  of  all  desire,  of  all  aspiration,  all 
taste  for  the  luxuries  of  your  youth,  all  the  hopes  your  luckless  love  for 
me  firustrated.  I  never  will  believe  it.  I  never  will  believe  that  regal- 
looking  brow  doesnot  throb  for  the  Coronet  it  was  intended  to  be  adorned 
with.  I  never  will  believe  that  those  dark  eyes  do  not  flash  with  deeper 
intensity,  when  fancy  paints  the  geros  which  should  of  right  encircle  that 
brow.     No,  no,  no ;  you  are  ambitious  still,  hide  it  as  you  may." 

"1  am  not,  Herbert — I  am  not.  Your  ambition  has  frightened  mine 
from  my  heart  for  ever.  Your  ambition  has  taught  me  to  see  what  an 
awful  vice  it  can  become,  when  wrongfully  indulged — to  what  crime«  it 
can  lead.  I  was  ambitious ;  but,  thank  Heaven  1  I  am  so  no  longer — 
can  never  be  so  again.  Oh !  my  dear  husband,  if  you  could  only  wider- 
stand the  sweet  peace,  the  delightful  repose  I  now  enjoy,  you,  too,  would 
stifle  the  fatal  passion  which  you  never  can  gratify,  without  outraging 
nature,  religion,  and  God." 

"  Helen ! — Mrs.  Montague ! — ha,  ha,  ha !  Why,  where  did  you  pick 
up  this  horrid  cant  ?     You ! — who  could  have  taught  you  this  infernal 

"  You." 

"  Me  I  That's  capital !  I  despise  the  whole  of  such  prayer-meeting 
trash/' 

"  Yet,  from  you  alone  I  learnt  it,  or  rather  from  your  cruelty.  Oh, 
Herbert !  I  must  have  been  callous  indeed,  both  to  precept  and  example, 
not  to  have  been  schooled  by  so  rüde  an  instructor.  Do  not,  then, 
endeavour,  I  implore  you,  to  deprive  me  of  the  fruits  of  so  painful  a 
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culture.  You  have  unsorupulously  robbed  me  of  all  eUe  I  possessed  on 
this  now  most  barren  surface — health,  heauty,  hope,  and  even  bread." 
"  But  may  it  not  be  possible  to  restore  all  again?" 
«  Never.  The  chiefest  object  of  happiness  ig  gone  for  ever — my  hus- 
band's  love.  Had  you  saved  me  that  from  the  wreck  of  ruin  and  adver- 
sity,  I  abould  still  have  esteemed  myself  most  rieh ;  but,  that  wanting,  I 
should  feel  poor  if  possessing  all  this  world  could  bestow  besides.  Oh ! 
.  having  it  to  comfort  and  console,  to  cheer  me  on,  I  should  never  have 
been  conscious  of  the  disgraoe  and  privations  I  embraced  when  I  became 
your  wife  ;  but,  on  the  very  threshold  of  bridal  felicity,  ere  my  foot  was 
firmly  planted  on  the  floor  of  the  home  I  entered  hand  in  Land  with 
misery,  Jrou  abandoned  me  for  the  lawless  and  the  profligate ;  you  tainted 
the  atmosphere  the  breath  of  virtue  would  have  purined  for  you;  you 
darkened  the  horizon  the  radianoe  of  love  would  have  brightenea  for  you; 
you  blighted  the  one  foul  fiower,  struggüng  in  this  dungeon-gloom, 
towards  the  feeble  ray,  which  hope  shed  through  the  prison  bars  of  de- 
spair ;  you  cast  me  on  the  damp  and  humid  ground,  chained  to  want  and 
woe,  bound  to  sorrow  and  anguish ;  and  yet  you  promise  me  a  renewal 
of  the  past — a  restoration  of  former  illusions.  You  cannot,  you  never 
will  have  it  in  your  power  to  fulfil  that  promise«  God  only  can  redeem 
the  pledge  for  you.  God  only  can  render  the  innocent  delusions  of  the 
deceived  heart  real." 

il  Why,  living  in  this  abominable  solitude  bas  made  you  as  super- 
stitious  as  a  einder-wenoh !" 

^  "  No,  not  superstitious,  only  practically  alive  to  the  follies  of  Imagina- 
tion, the  deceitrulness  of  terrestnal  antieipations ;  the  utter  emptiness  of 
all  save  resignation  to  the  deerees  of  the  Almighty,  to  which  I  am  quite 
8ubmis8ive•,, 

"  You  I— • you  submissive  I  you  resigned  I—-no,  Helen,  no  j  I  know 
you  too  well«  What  you  flatter  yourself  is  such,  is  only  the  sullenness 
of  misery,  the  moroseness  of  despair." 

"  It  may  be  as  you  say,  but  I  hope  it  is  not  I  feel  a  gentler,  a  more 
soothing  quietude  of  mind  than  the  resentfulness  of  misery,  the  misan- 
thropy  of  despair,  could  produce.1' 

(t  You  fancy  so  now  ;  but  wait  until  the  ebb  of  fortune  is  onoa  more 
at  its  tidal  flow,  which  it  may  be  yet  for  us,  despite  this  present  barrier, 
and  then  see  where  these  attempennff  inward  placidities  would  be." 

"  Where  they  now  are,  I  trust— the  tranqinllising  oonsolations  of  this 
desolate  bosom.  What  could  fortune,  at  her  füllest  flush,  do,  alas  1  for 
me?" 

"  Why,  place  you  in  the  world's  caressing  eye  once  more ;  restore  you 
to  ease,  affluence,  and  friends ;  invest  you  with  talent,  virtue,  worth, 
— nay,  even  godlineas.  Fortune  can  do  all  this,  and  more«  -  and  more 
than  this  ;  and  you  know  it,  and  you  wish  it." 

"  I  do  know  it,  for  I  see  the  miracles  it  works  daily  ;  but,  Heaven  is 
my  witness,  I  do  not  wish  it.  Hank  and  riohes  could  only  make  my 
Situation  the  more  painfully  conspieuous.  Now,  I  am  permitted  to  be 
wretched  without  inquiry ;  no  one  heeds  the  anguish  of  poverty,  no  one 
pauses  in  the  oareer  of  pleasure  to  sympathise  with  the  deserted  wife  of 
the  penniless  raui.  Her  heart  may  writhe  in  its  unmolested  agony,  and 
break  and  kill  in  obscurity,  without  exoiting  one  passing  emotion,  one 
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responsive  pulse  of  commiseration ;  but  the  lady  grieving  in  grandeur 
must  be  pitied,  must  be  consoled ;  she  is  in  too  exalted  a  porition  to  be 
overlooked  in  her  distress ;  the  brow  that  aches  on  eider-down,  the  tears 
which  are  dried  with  Brabant  lace,  are  too  sacredly  important  to  the 
sycophants  of  fashion  to  be  unassuaged  by  its  importunity.  It  would 
be  an  ontrage  to  its  Convention*!  arrangements  to  suffer  her  to  seek  the 
grave  in  the  silence  of  the  wounded  spirit's  affliction — the  unobtrusive- 
ness  of  the  heart's  cureless  woe." 

"  Then  you  do  not  find  your  present  ezistence  so  absolutely,  so  in- 
tolerably  nnendnrable  ?" 

w  No,  far  from  it ;  miserable,  destitute  though  it  be.  And  were  you 
but  kind,  Herbert»  I  should  even  oonsider  it  worthy  of  envy." 

"Kindl — how can  I  be  kind,  poor  and  necessitous  as  I  am,  reduced 
to  every  degrading  stratagem  to  supply  our  merest  wants  ?  Had  I  the 
wealth  I  once  hoped  to  lay  at  your  feet,  I  might  attempt  to  regain  your 
esteein." 

"  What  I  do  you  then  imagine  that  a  man  of  feeling  can  show  no  other 
marks  of  kindness  to  a  vornan  save  those  which  wealth  en&bles  him  to 
evince  ?  How  utterly  you  mistake  her  nature,  Herbertl— how  injurious 
is  such  an  opinion  to  her  disinterestedness !  A  word  of  tenderness,  a 
glance  of  approbation,  an  act  of  spontaneous  affectkra,  are  more  valued, 
more  treasured,  than  all  the  luxuries  which  wealth  could  heap  upon  her ; 
they  might  gratify  her  vanity,  but  the  others  would  of  a  certainty  touch 
hersouir 

"  You  are  so  awfully  sentimental^  Helen,  so  terribly  seK-denying,  that 
I  am  almost  puzzled  how  to  argue  with  you.  However,  notwitnstanding 
your  romantic  professions  of  content,  your  rather  exaggerated  assertions 
of  resignation,  I  shall  never  cease  to  lament  the  penury  which  calls  forth 
such  heroism — nerer  cease  to  deplore  the  hourly  sacnfices  you  are  con- 
strained  to  offer  at  its  squalid  shnne ;  never  cease  to  struggle  to  defeat 
the  malice  of  fortune  ;  never  cease  to  endeavour  to  achieve  the  greatness 
she  denied  me  at  my  birth." 

u  Let  me  entreat  you,  then,  to  give  those  future  exertions  a  less  cul- 
pable  direction.  I  shudder  to  think  that  I  might  have  had  my  wants 
relieved  at  the  price  of  your  brother's  life ;  I  might,  as  it  were,  have 
steeped  my  daily  bread  almost  in  your  brother's  blood.  How  rejoiced 
I  am  that  bis  marriage,  by  thwarting  your  xell  designs,  has  actually 
saved  you  from  the  commission  of  more  than  mental  frateicide.'' 

"If  the  world  compelled  me  to  become  this  Cain — if  Providence 
obliged  me  to  oovet  a  brother's  goods  to  snatch  me,  and  those  more  dear 
to  me,  from  starvation,  am  I  so  guilty  ?  Hated  by  the  world,  abandoned 
by  Providence,  equally  hating  and  detesting  the  world,  which  is  ever 
most  odious  to  the  child  of  need, — and,  in  my  frenzy,  well-nigh  equally 
abandoning  the  Providence  which  allowed  me  to  be  the  sport  of  such 
eomplicated  suffering, — I  did  long  fbr  riches,  my  brothers  riches,  to 
spite  the  destiny  I  loathe  and  abhor,  that  I  anathematise  from  my  heart 
ofhearts." 

"  Ah,  Herbert !  ah,  my  husband!  if  von  were  more  just  to  yourself, 
less  blinded  by  the  evil  passions — which,  like  &lse  guides,  have  led 
you  astray— you  would  be  less  unjust  to  Providence,  less  unjust  to  the 
world ;  which  I  maintain  is  still  a  very  good  world,  a  delightful  world, 
an  eDchantmg  world.     Do  we  not  all  feel  it  to  be  such  in  the  days 
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of  our  youth  and  innocence  ?  And  ask  any  healthy,  happy  child  now 
his  experience  of  it,  in  its  sammer  beauty,  with  its  warm  glistening 
skies,  its  gorgeous  flowera,  its  luscious  fruits,  its  glancing  birds,  its 
sparkling  insects,  its  jocund  games,  its  mother's  lavish  kisses,  joy- 
brimmed  eyes,  fervent  prayers  and  blessings, — and  he  will  teil  you  that 
he  cannot  comprehend  a  fairer  heaven,  can  scarcely  believe  in  a  fairer. 
And  what  changes  for  us  those  early,  those  exquisite  impressions? 
The  world  is  the  same  as  then ;  nay,  if  possible,  even  more  embellished. 
Alas !  alas !  the  transformation  is  wrought  by  time,  by  the  indulgence  of 
gross  and  inordinate  desires  :  wild,  wilfui  ambition ;  dissatisfaction  at  our 
Station  in  life ;  the  feverish  and  futile  aim  to  rise  above  it ;  the  envy, 
hatred,  and  malice,  which  eat  their  silent  and  corroding  way  into  the 
heart,  as  the  still,  deep  stream  by  degrees  frays  itself  a  passage  through 
the  hardest  rock ;  the  indifference  to  the  present,  the  want  offaith  in  the 
future ;  the  wish  rather  for  temporal  than  eternal  blessings ; — these — these 
combine  to  render  the  world  a  scene  of  suffering,  sorrow,  disappointment, 
and  irreligion  for  us.  These — these  dim  our  summer-skies, — blight  our 
summer-flowera, — make  dissonant  our  seraph  woodland  warblers, — strip 
our  fields  of  verdure,  our  trees  of  foliage,  our  rose  of  perfume,  our  lily  of 
purity,  our  mother's  prayer  of  memory's  benign  echo.  But  the  darkness 
and  the  desolation  are  within, — the  silence  and  corruption  are  within ; 
our  heart  hath  clouded  all,  crushed  all,  withered  all,  and  silenoed  all." 

"  By  Jove  I  Helen !  I  never  heard  a  finer  discourse  on  ethics  ?  Why, 
you  outdo  Paley's  i  Moral  Pbilosophy'  all  to  nothing !  But  what  are  the 
charms  of  nature  to  me  ?  What  do  I  care,  or  any  other  desperate  man, 
whether  the  flower  he  tramples  under  foot  is  sweet  or  not,  in  his  hurry 
through  the  world  ?  Talk  piain  prose,  homely  common  sense,  and  then, 
perhaps,  if  I  can  keep  awake  any  longer  to  listen,  you  may  convince  me 
that  I  complain  without  a  cause ;  but,  as  for  the  beauty  of  the  primitive 
world,  I  give  it  to  the  dogs." 

"  And  yet  it  is  my  solemn  conviction,  believe  it  or  not  as  you  will, 
that  if  you  but  studied  to  cultivate  the  innate  peace,  only  fnund  in  the 
nature  you  despise,  your  heart  would  revive  from  its  torpor,  and  the 
bloom  and  fragrance  of  boyhood  would  be  restored  to  it.  Let  us  only 
live  for  each  other  and  heaven ;  let  us  scorn  to  walk  in  a  vain  shadow, 
and  disquiet  ourselves  for  nought,  and  the  world  you  think  so  cruelly 
neglects  you  will  shower  its  favours  on  you ;  and  the  Providence  you  tax 
with  forsaking  you  will  load  you  with  benefits  unspeakably  gracious  and 
enduring.n 

"And  do  you  suppose  I  could  be  content  with  such  a  negative 
State  of  existence  ?  Do  you  imagine  I  could  sit  down  beneath  a  roof 
like  this,  to  worse  than  dream  away  the  active  animation  stirring  in  my 
soul  ?  Do  you  fancy  I  could  let  this  boiling  blood  cream  over  like  a 
stagnant  pool,  beneath  a  sluggish  sky  ?  Do  you  think  I  could  even 
tolerate  being,  under  Buch  tarne,  profitless  circumstances  ?  No,  no ;  not 
for  all  the  serenity  you  promise, — not  for  all  the  serenity  you  seem  to 
enjoy,  would  I  erase  the  plana  of  aggrandisement  mapped  out  on  my 
heart  I  must  have  a  stronger  incentive  to  forego  them  than  the  far- 
distant  and  intangible  ones  you  would  beguile  me  with.  Go  to  bed, 
Helen,  and  leave  me  to  my  reflections,  I  am  not  to  be  reformed  bj 
fanaticism ;  my  hour  is  not  yet  come.  60,  and  pray  for  me ;  go !  To- 
morrow  I  will  teil  you  every  particular  connected  with  my  brother'a 
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marriage, — it  is  quite  a  romance ;  your  stränge  and  tedious  homily  has 
led  me  oompletely  away  from  the  subject.  Go,  and  good  night  to  you, 
my  poor,  pale  wife !" 

Helen  obeyed  her  husband,  in  as  far  as  retiring  to  her  bedroom  and 
praying  for  him  could  be  considered  compliance  with  bis  order ;  but  as 
for  lying  down,  as  to  sleeping,  that  was  out,  totally  out  of  her  power. 
She  was  too  cold,  faint,  and  exhausted,  to  dose  her  eyes ;  too  anxious  to 
hear  the  confessions  of  her  misguided,  and  yet  most  beloved  Herbert, 
to  be  able  to  compose  her  agitation  safficiently  for  rest.  Besides,  the 
morning  was  already  far  advanced — the  morning  which  was  to  reveal  so 
mach ;  for  their  long  conversation  had  allowed  hours  to  pass  imperceptibly, 
and  the  cold  grey  dawn  was  streaking  the  sky  as  Helen  entered  her 
cheeriess  little  garret ;  she  therefore  only  changed  her  dress,  ready  for 
the  humble  domestic  affairs  she  was  obliged  to  superintend ;  and  after  a 
time  stole  down  stairs  to  see  to  them  early  enough,  to  afford  unreserved 
leisure  to  her  husband's  Communications. 
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▲  TALE  OF  THE  8IXTEENTH  CENTUBT. 

Chapter  III. 

Tying  bis  patient  palfry  with  that  of  the  abbot's,  to  whom  he  pressed 
to  do  the  Service  with  all  the  feigned  humility  of  a  lay  brother,  to  the 
trank  of  a  birch,  whose  silver  stem  sprang  up  like  a  elender  pillar  of  silver 
from  a  crevice  in  the  old  bridge,  Cozza  knelt  for  a  moment  in  prayer  at 
the  foot  of  a  wayside  cross,  reared,  as  the  legend  ran,  to  the  memory  of  a 
knight  who,  long  before  the  erection  of  the  bridge,  had  perished  while 
crossing  the  ford  below  during  a  stormy  January  night,  though,  accord- 
ing  to  a  conflicting  story,  it  recorded  the  murder  of  a  Flemish  merchant 
in  a  dark  cavern  near  the  falls,  far  beneath  the  grey  arch.  A  half-oblite- 
rated  inscription  on  the  shaft,  bidding  the  passer-by  pray  for  the  soul-  of 
Walter  de  Cläre,  would  favour  the  former  opinion.  Still,  at  stated  periods, 
the  monks  of  Strata  Florida  sang  masses  at  midnight  for  the  soul  of  the 
departed. 

Taking  the  arm  of  his  more  youthful  and  vigorous  companion,  the 
abbot,  turning  into  a  precipitous  path  to  the  left  of  the  road,  commenced 
the  descent  with  the  hesitating  step  of  one  more  accustomed  to  rush- 
strewn  floor  and  smooth-paved  cloister  than  the  broken  passage  of  a 
torrent-path.  At  every  step  he  glanced  up  inquiringly  at  the  bridge, 
whose  dark  shadow  contrasted  strongly  witn  its  rough  surface,  frosted 
by  the  moonlight,  that,  finding  its  way  by  devious  openinga  through  the 
obscure  wood  above,  strove  in  vain  to  light  up  the  black  stream  tha 
foamed  and  seethed  in  impotent  madness  in  the  narrow  hell  of  water 
beneath.  Many  a  traveller  had  entered  that  rocky  mouth  and  returned8 
do  more. 
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"  I  see  no  fissure,"  seid  the  abbot,  impatiently  turning  round  to  bis 
companion,  whoee  pale  face  grew  dark,  as  if  it  had  been  ahaded  by  the 
wing  of  a  passing  spirit 

"  Further  down — yet  further  down,"  he  said,  in  a  deep  hoarse  yoice. 
u  Gird  up  your  robe  to  the  very  giidle;  the  fissure  gapes  wider  than  even 
on  yesternight.  Step  on  yon  broad,  smooth  table-rook  that  overhangs 
the  bed  of  the  torrent.     Bend  over ;  1  am  dose  at  thy  back." 

The  abbot  leant  forward  and  peered  into  the  darkness,  and,  standing 
again  erect,  he  looked  like  a  spectre,  his  white  robes  gleaming  in  the 
moonlight,  that  now  broke  through  in  the  noon  of  night  to  the  very 
surface  of  the  hell-pool. 

"  How  dreadful  is  this  place  !"  he  exclaimed ;  tl  well  might  the  holy 
men  of  God  believe  that  here  lay  an  entrance  to  the  purgatory  of  Ocean, 
the  roar  of  the  torrent  drowmng  the  cries  of  the  suffering  wretches. 
O  Domine  dirige  nos!" 

"  Then  join  them,  fool !"  cried  Cosza,  who  had  hitherto  remained 
silent,  with  the  shriek  of  a  raadman  when  the  hour  of  frenzy  approaches, 
strikiug  the  wretched  man  as  he  spoke  heavily  on  the  brow  with  his 
clenched  fist  There  was  a  heavy  plunge,  a  whirlpool  of  spouting  foam, 
a  stifled  cry  of  "  Ob,  Mother  of  God !"  and  a  mangled  form,  borne 
through  the  winding  chasm  in  a  moment  with  the  speed  of  light,  and 
helplessly  as  a  thistledown  on  a  swollen  river,  perceptible  to  the  eye  by 
the  flash  of  the  white  robe  as  it  passed,  floated  out  slowly,  spread  out 
upon  the  dark  water,  floated  under  the  dull  shadow  of  the  bndge,  was 
retarded  for  a  moment  by  some  rock  that  impeded  its  progress,  then 
hurried  on  by  a  aide  current — hurried  on,  and  passed  away. 

"  Heretic  !  dullard !"  exclaimed  the  raonk,  "  well  hast  thou  deseired 
thy  fate.  Now  have  I  requited  thee  for  proud  soorn  and  cruel  jibe  on 
the  poor  monk  of  Italv,  and  now  thy  yacant  seat  shall  another  take— 
now  the  cause  of  God  shall  go  on  and  prosper.  I  thank  God  for  this 
hour  of  yengeance !"  And  the  murderer  feil  on  his  knees,  in  impious 
mockery  of  the  God  of  peace  and  love. 

For  a  moment  he  remained  motionless  ere  the  fire  of  conscienee  was 
lit  in  heart  and  brain~-a  flame  that  would  grow  fieroer,  but  never  could 
be  extinguisheiL  But  an  instant  before  the  abbot  had  stood  beside 
that  red-handed  murderer,  whose  baleful  look  had  rested  on  those 
calm,  placid  features,  now  marred  and  deüaced  by  death.  And  such  a 
death  f  One  little  moment,  and  that  soul  stood  before  the  face  of  its 
Creator,  if  such  there  were— for  Coxza  doubted  of  hell  and  heaven — and 
it  was  he  who  had  sent  it  "  unknelled  and  unannealed,"  with  all  its  im- 
perfections  on  its  head,  to  that  dread  bar !  Could  he,  who  but  three 
short  hours  since  sat  at  the  head  of  his  chapter  in  all  the  pride  of 
Spiritual  and  temporal  power,  be   already  a  swollen  and  dwfigured 


corpse? 


He  was  a  murderer-— his  livid  face  was  branded  by  passion  with  the 
badge  of  Cain.  It  was  base  and  cowardly— vet  he  trembled  with  the 
fears  of  those  poor  superstitious  serfs  at  whose  confessions  he  had 
mocked.  That  peal  of  thunder,  rolling  among  the  distant  hüls,  and 
now  yibratrag  nearer,  was  it  the  voice  of  God,  such  as  spoke  to  Cain 
when  the  fint-shed  blood  was  still  steaming  up  an  accursed  libation  to 
the  golden  clouds  ? 
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How  it  blast«  him,  that  lightning,  that  flashed  through  the  arch  like 
the  flaming  sword  of  some  arenging  angel.  Now  all  nature  seemed 
gifted  with  a  voice  to  denounce  his  crime  and  to  prodaim  it  to  the 
unrvene.  Into  hu  perturbed  mind  thronged  legends  of  murdered  saints, 
and  of  the  dreadful  end  of  their  murderers. 

The  thunder's  dreadful  "organ-pipe"  proelaimed  it,  and  told  it  with 
the  Toice  of  Hcaven  to  the  winds;  and  the  roaring  waten  caught  it  next, 
as  they  feil  from  rockv  ledge  to  shelf  below,  and  they  shouted  it  to 
the  little  silrer-tongued  brooks  that  rippled  down  the  hüls;  and  the 
fading  leaves  became  instinct  with  life,  and  nestled  and  beut  together  in 
fearful  whisperings  that  maddened  him  to  hear ;  and  some  night-bird, 
screaming  far  overhead,  like  a  soul  taking  flight,  bore  it  away  to  other 
lands ;  perhaps  to  bis  own  fair  country  of  vine  and  orange-biossoms,  the 
land  of  nis  innocent  youth,  the  land  of  his  earliest  orimes. 

Bat  the  steinest  witness  was  the  wind  that  howled  around  him,  and 
flapped  his  robe  as  he  stood  gazing  with  wild  eyes  and  clutched  hands  at 
the  spot  where  the  body  had  disappeared.  It  was  the  wind  that,  pouring 
down  the  ravioe  of  the  mountains,  roared  like  a  demon  for  his  prey,  and 
shook  the  surging  and  rocking  trees,  and  bellowed  in  defeated  rage  through 
the  echoing  arch,  as  if  men  were  Standing  above  and  calling  for  the 
mnrderer,  over  the  dark  abyss  of  the  torrent.  Was  some  spirit  coming  to 
«mite  him  where  he  stood — the  murderer,  the  infidel,  the  sinner  against 
the  Holy  Ghost,  if  erer  one  lived  on  God's  earth  ?  Now  it  grew  calmer, 
and  died  away  in  inarticulate  mutterings ;  then  it  swept  along  with  redou- 
bled  violence,  so  that  the  very  trees  bent  under  it  like  pliant  rushes.  And 
this  storm  his  crime  had  called  up.  Groans  and  shrieks  seemed  to  reach 
him  from  the  darkness  beyond.  Tbe  merest  imagination  grew  at  once  to 
a  reality.  The  storm  grew  bolder.  Crime  never  looked  so  horrible  as 
on  such  a  night,  when  tne  minister  of  God  seemed  abroad  riding  on  the 
storm« 

The  monk,  clinging  to  the  rock,  looked  down  again  lipon  the  fatal  spot 
from  which  his  eyes  had  hitherto  been  arerted.  The  waters,  swollen  by 
rain  that  had  fällen  at  noon,  foamed  like  a  hell-caldron  within  their 
narrow  prison.  He  could  not  see  the  body;  a  fragment  of  a  white  robe 
lay  upon  a  rock  almost  beyond  the  reach  of  the  water,  but  as  he  gazed  a 
blast  carried  it  down  the  stream  and  it  passed  away.  The  arch  threw  its 
deepest  shadow  upon  one  still  eddy,  and  there  the  body  might  lie,  or  it 
mignt  bare  been  borne  down  to  the  falls  below  by  the  raging  impetuosity 
of  the  stream.  What  if  it  had  been  dashed  on  some  dry-Hchened  rock,  . 
where  it  could  be  seen  by  the  first  fisherman  who  waded  down  thither  ere 
day break  ?  Oh,  horror!  that  crime  should  prore  so  useless,  and  that  all 
should  be  lost  in  heaven  and  nothing  gained  on  earth ! 

Come  what  will,  he  must  see  the  end.  Bedrenched  as  he  was,  with  the 
speed  of  one  who,  winged  with  hope,  follows  a  wounded  deer,  the  Italian 
clambered  ahne  up  that  steep,  rarely-trodden  path,  and  in  amoment  was 
again  upon  the  wayside.  There,  beside  the  cross,  lighted  by  a  momentary 
break  in  the  storm,  stood  the  palfreys,  drenched  and  trembhng  in  the  rain 
and  wind.  The  abbot's  he  unfastened,  and  lashing  him  with  a  thong,  urged 
him  at  the  height  of  his  speed  towards  Aberystwith.  Swift  as  a  moun- 
taineer  he  sought  the  right-hand  path.   Clambering  down  the  rocky  aide, 
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pushing  bis  way  through  busb,  bramble,  and  tbick  underwood,  be  hurried 
on  to  the  great  falls,  guided  by  the  souttd  of  tbeir  loud-voiced  thunder. 

Working  bis  toilsome  way,  soalced  with  rain,  and  bleeding  witb  the 
tborns  tbat  tore  bis  hands,  he  reached  a  small  cavern,  the  scene  of  ancient 
murder,  bollowed  out  of  a  rock  tbat  overhung  tbe  falb.  Close  to  bim — 
00  close  tbat  he  could  have  touched  it — poured  down  the  sbeet  of  water 
from  a  beight  of  ninety  feet,  like  a  river  flasbing  past  witb  the  speed  of 
light,  broken  iato  crystal  foam  by  the  angles  of  Black  rock  tbat  broke  the 
thin  veil  of  water  that  leapt  on  to  basins  below,  from  whence  it  feil  again 
to  tbe  bed  beneath.  No  mangled  corpse  was  tbere — no  relic  of  tbe  deed  of 
blood ;  pure  and  unstained  by  göre,  the  waten  passed  like  molten  silrer 
from  a  mine  fused  by  the  hidden  fire  of  a  volcano. 

"  Bat  ab !  God  above,  Holy  Virgin,  and  all  the  saints  who  pity  man, 
was  tbat  a  human  voice,  or  a  mocking  fiend,  that  cries  so  shrilly  from  above, 
*  My  lord  abbot?'  In  God's  name  answer !" — a  quick  footstep  crushing  its 
way  through  bushes.  The  murderer  will  be  caught  like  a  wolf  in  bis 
den;  to  escape  is  impossible;  the  steps  come  nearer.  With  a  scowl  of 
rage  and  terror  Cozza  grasps  a  poniard.  The  blade  flasbes  in  the 
moonlight.  Hush !  keep  closer,  cower  down  behind  that  jutting  rock, 
<(  My  lord  abbot"  He  comes — 'tis  Jerome ;  be  passes  so  near  that  the 
murderer  feit  bis  warm  breath ;  ono  blow,  he  falls  with  a  deep  groan. 
He  stays  not  to  repeat  the  stroke.  Deep  panting,  with  glaring  eye,  and 
with  the  band  still  clutching  tbe  knife  in  all  the  wild  energy  of  his 
despair,  the  monk  regained  the  path.  With  a  hurried  look  around, 
and  listening  for  a  moment,  he  leapt  on  his  palfrey,  and  galloped  in  the 
directum  of  the  monastery. 

Away  from  tbe  scene  of  blood,  his  fears  subsided.  He  grew  calmer, 
and  mocked  at  his  guilty  quabns  as  he  urged  on  his  benumbed  steed 
witb  word  and  blow.  White  was  his  monk's  robe  when  he  had  beut  his 
knee  at  early  matins,  but  now,  to  tbe  eye  of  sorrowing  angel  and  guar- 
dian  spirit,  it  was  all  bestained.  He  hurries  on,  hardly  daring,  in  spite 
of  the  hardihood  of  a  seared  conscience,  to  look  back  upon  a  track  tra- 
versed  but  a  few  hours  since  ;  shutting  his  eye  at  lonely  spots  which  be 
had  seen  lying  peaceful  beneath  the  sunset,  when  his  mind  was  labouring 
witb  thougbt  of  a  murder  as  yet  unperformed — with  thoughts  of  priestly 
power  and  potency  yet  to  come.  The  moon  looked  forth  again,  as  lf 
the  struggles  of  nature  had  passed  away  with  the  crime  it  were  vain  to 
veil.  How  calmly  it  looked  down  upon  him,  like  tbe  sorrowing  gaze  of 
God  himself.  Tbe  shadows  that  feil  on  roadside  wall  and  hedge  seemed 
double.  "  'Twas  fantasy,"  he  said;  "  mere  brain-sick  thougbt."  He  had 
but  sent  two  accursed  heretics  a  few  days  earlier  to  judgment. 

He  thought  of  the  dropping  of  blood  when  the  ripples  of  a  rill  caught 
his  ear ;  and  now  he  sweats  for  very  anguish,  for  'tis  scarce  a  mile  from 
tbe  monastery,  and  behind  him,  on  the  night  wind,  comes  the  trampling 
of  hone's  hoofs,     The  dead  pursue  not  the  living ! 
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Chapteb  IV, 

Conscience  needs  no  corporeal  form  to  haunt  the  criminal ;  she  is 
invisible,  but  present  in  the  cell  and  on  the  scaffold;  and  her  loudest 
voice  is  when  he  Stands  for  the  moment  before  death,  trembling  and  ap- 
palled  before  the  gaziug  thousands.  Cozza  is  paralysed  with  fear ;  his 
Wdihood  forsakes  him.  From  his  half-frozen  nand  drops  the  bridle,  as 
a  horseman  rides  up  and  salutes  him.  A  piain  trooper  oy  his  dress — a 
crosa  on  his  piain  doublet,  and  a  red  feather  in  a  piain  steel  morion. 
'Twas  a  hearfry,  jovial  yoice  that  bid  him  hail.  Strangely  discordant 
it  seemed  in  the  murderer's  ears — could  it  be  a  minister  of  blood? 

"  Pax  vobiscum,  Sir  Monk!  but  I  have  ridden  hard  to  reach  thee. 
Thy  palfrey  flew  as  I've  seen  a  wild  horse  before  the  wolves  of  the 
savannaha.  But  how  pale  and  haggard  thou  lookest — art  unwell,  man? 
Hast  thou  just  left  some  bed  of  death?  They  say  monks  spend  not  all 
their  time  by  dying  men." 

"  Death-—dying  men!"  stammered  the  Italian,  unable  to  shake  off  the 
fears  that  beset  him  in  spite  of  the  subtlety  of  his  nature. 

"Death,  good  Signor  Echo — yes,  death ;  and  why  not?  Do  Adam 's 
children  never  die  among  these  healthy  mountains  ?  If  none  look  better 
than  thee,  thou  sheeted  ghost  with  thy  shroud  on,  the  sexton  has  good 
guerdon  and  worn-out  shovels." 

"  A  peace  to  thy  ribaldry,  good  soldier,  for  such  I  jndge  thee,"  said 
the  monk,  instantly  sohered  by  the  vicinity  to  danger,  and  assuming  his 
wonted  soft  and  servile  voice.  "  I  ride  on  business  of  the  convent,  and 
have  visited  no  dead  to-night* 

"  Well,  by  the  mass !  if  thou  hadst  just  emerged  from  a  charnel- 
house,  thou  couldst  not  look  more  like  a  mould-turner  than  thou  dost. 
By  our  Lady  !  if  thou  hadst  seen  death  in  as  many  shapes  as  I  have,  the 
fearful  change,  as  the  murable  matins  call  it,  Coming  over  white  and 
dusky  faces  alike,  thou  would  not  fear  it,  but  prepare  to  meet  it  gaily, 
flask  in  hand,  like  a  welcome  guest  or  an  expected  bride,  rather  than 
freeze  thy  blood  on  cold  stone,  whining  out  prayers  in  darap  cells, 
wrapped  in  sackcloths,  as  those  of  you  who  don't  love  women  and  the  wine- 
cup  do.     It's  a  cursed  scurvy  life — give  me  the  camp,  father." 

"  Good  night,  friend.  I  am  bound  for  yonder  monastery,"  said  Cozza, 
impatient  of  the  wild  license  of  the  rough  trooper. 

"  Not  too  fast,  piou3  brother.  I  wend  thither  too ;  and  this  stout  roan 
longs  for  his  oats  as  much  as  I  do  for  a  pasty." 

They  had  approached  the  gate  as  they  spoke,  and  within  could  be 
heard  the  deep  sound  of  the  bell  tolling  for  lauds,  or  midnight  service. 
The  lay  brother  that  opened  the  barred  door  started  at  the  sight  of  Cozza, 
who,  frowning  at  his  wondering  gaze,  silenced  his  curiosity  by  bidding 
him  find  fit  lodgings  and  refection  for  the  stranger. 

"  And  where  left  thou  our  holy  father?"  said  a  monk  who  met  them 
on  their  way  to  the  hospitium. 

"  I  bade  him  adieu,"  said  Cozza,  coldly,  "  within  sight  of  the  ocean. 
He  bade  me  tarry  with  him ;  but  I  would  no  longer  loiter  amid  worldly 
soenes,  unfitted  for  the  Christian  mind.  And  there  was  a  pageant  on  the 
morrow,  and  jousts." 
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"Farewell  tili  the  morning,"  said  the  soldier,  as  he  left  him  over 
a  flask  of  Xeres  and  a  smoking  fowl.  "  It  is  already  reddening  for  the 
dawn." 

"  Red  as  blood,"  muttered  the  Italian  with  a  sigh,  as  he  hastened  to 
his  cell,  and,  apparelled  as  he  was,  threw  himself  on  his  poor  pallet,  but 
not  to  sleep ;  for  with  each  half-formed  dream  came  thoughts  of  seas  of 
blood,  of  the  torrent,  and  of  floating  corses  and  inarticulate  voicea ;  and 
every  scene,  just  as  it  would  have  raelted  into  gentle,  soothing,  blessed 
sleep,  was  lit  up  with  the  glare  of  an  impending  comet,  that  went  through 
his  brain  like  a  blinding  flash,  and  made  him  leap  up  and  stare  around. 
Then  again  he  would  lie  down,  and  act  over  each  raoment  of  the  crime, 
feel  the  night  air  play  upon  his  fevered  cheek,  and  the  blood  again 
throbbing  more  leisurely  to  his  heart,  when  that  cry  of  "My  lord 
abbot  V*  rang  in  his  ears — the  voice  of  that  accursed  monk  who  ever 
crossed  his  path  to  thwart  and  to  torment — whose  presence  was  as  hateful 
to  him,  as  torturing,  as  a  pure  angel's  would  be  to  the  mad  blasphemers  of 
helft  dark  regions.  Again  his  breath  rests  upon  his  cheek ;  it  seems  for 
hours— hours  of  agony.  Again  the  cry,  "  My  lord  abbot !"  and  he 
wakes  from  his  first  short  sleep.  It  is  day ;  the  realities  of  a  gnawing 
conscience  seem  less  dreadful  tnan  the  pangs  of  those  dreams.  There  are 
the  bare  walls  of  his  cell ;  a  stream  of  palelight  falls  through  the  narrow- 

frated  aperture  on  a  crucinx — the  image  of  that  Saviour  whom  he 
ad  crucined  afresh,  to  whom  he  dared  not  pray.  He  awoke  to  the 
dreadful  consciousness — which  no  sophistry  will  hide  from  itself — of  the 
black  and  eternal  presence  of  crime  that  forces  itself  in  every  thought, 
and  blends  with  every  scene — and  he  has  fears  for  the  future. 

How  can  he  meet  the  questions  of  his  mquiring  brethren?  How  can  he 
give  a  probable  account  of  a  death  of  which  he  knows  so  well,  but  should 
know  nothing?  What  if  the  body  should  be  recovered  ?  He  rises  and 
sits  on  the  aide  of  his  pallet,  and  leans  his  burning  brow  upon  his 
hands.  He  has  a  dozen  immature  schemes  within  his  mind ;  it  is  his  to 
twine  them  into  all  the  glosed  semblance  of  truth.  Could  his  palfrey 
have  fallen  over  the  precipice, — the  moon  was  too  bright.  Now  he  has 
it ;  he  leaps  up  in  deught :  that  wild  stranger  must  weave  the  snare.  A 
knock.    He  Starts  as  guilt  will  start. 

"  Fra  Cona." 

«  Who's  there  ?w 

A  well-known  name.     A  monk  enters. 

a  I  heard  a  shriek,  and  came,  thinking  you  might  be  in  some  grievous 
pain,  for  you  have  lately  looked  overworn  with  vigil  and  penanoe." 

"  I  am  well,  brother ;  but  in  a  dream  I  wrestled  with  a  demon  who 
would  not  leave  me,  and  I  shrieked  in  my  despair ;  but  I  muttered  an 
exorcism  and  it  fled.  But  what  of  the — Je — the — are  all  our  brothers 
within  at  their  devotions  ?" 

"  All  save  the  abbot  and  brother  Jerome,  whom  none  have  heard  of 


since  vespers." 


u  Vile  neretic  !  I  gage  my  golden  crucinx  that  he  has  left  us  for  ever. 
But  talk  not  of  him, — mention  not  his  accursed  name,"  said  Coxza,  with 
an  outburst  of  passion  so  unexpected  from  one  so  saintly,  that  it  at  once 
astonished  and  awed  into  eilence  the  humble  servitor.  "  Tarry  not  here 
with  this  idle  prating ;  in  the  absence  of  the  runagate  the  management  of 
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die  holy  house  devolves  by  right  on  me.  The  day  draws  on ;  bring  pens 
and  an  inkborn  to  my  cell,  and  rouse  the  stranger  who  eame  bere  last 
night,  and  bring  bim  nither  in  half  an  hour.w 

In  an  instant  the  lay  brother  returned  with  the  inkborn,  and,  bowing 
humbly  to  the  spiritual  regent,  withdrew.  Then  barring  his  cell  carefully, 
the  Italian,  lifttng  his  rüde  mattress,  drew  a  paper  frorn  a  hiding-place, 
and  began  to  write  earneatly,  but  slowly,  and  with  the  air  of  one  who 
studied  the  shape  of  every  letter.  Then  folding  the  sheet  into  a  Square 
form,  he  bound  it  with  a  silk  band  and  sealed  it  with  a  seal  drawn  from 
his  girdle.  He  had  scarcely  flnished  ere  a  tap  at  the  door  announced  the 
arrival  of  the  stranger.  He  unbarred  it,  dismissed  the  attendant  monk, 
admitted  the  soldier  with  a  smile  of  recognition,  and  again  closed  it 
cautiously  behind  him. 

"  A  soldier,  as  thou  seemest  to  be,"  he  said,  in  a  confidential  voioe, 
"  will,  I  suppose,  do  anything  for  an  angel,  when  he  ventures  his  life  daily 
for  a  paltry  groat?" 

"  1  draw  my  sword  for  bim  who  pays  me  best,"  said  the  soldier,  bluntly, 
making  an  awkward  salute  as  to  one  whom  he  now  discovered  to  be  of 
higher  rank  than  he  had  supposed.     "  Is  the  Service  a  perilons  Service? 
1  The  harder  the  knock«  the  more  crowns  in  the  pouch,'  says  the  adage." 

"No  perilous  task  is  mine,  friend.  I  would  have  thee  but  deliver  this 
letter  to  the  chapter,  to  whom  thou  must  represent  thyself  as  sent  from  the 
caetellan  of  Aberystwith." 

"  Oh,  mere  lying  and  a  little  honest  perjury,"  said  the  man,  with  a 
glanee  of  half-sarcastio  naiveti. 

"  But  I  had  almost  forgot  to  ask  thee  on  what  errand  thou  art  bound  to 
these  wild  regions  away  from  hold  or  garrison.  Art  thou  one  of  Vaughan's 
men,  or  an  hagbutteer  from  Conway  ?" 

"  In  nomine  sanctorum  Lutherus  anathema,"  said  the  soldier,  quickly, 
eyeing  keenly  his  interrogant. 

"  Lutherus  anathema  maranatha,"  replied  Cozza,  giving  the  oounter- 
sign  of  the  Pilgrims  of  Grace. 

"  I  am  sent  hither  from  the  North  to  bid  the  pilgrims  hasten,  for  there 
the  faithful  have  already  risen  against  a  robber  kui?  and  his  butcher  minis- 
ten, more  fit  to  trail  a  pike,  as  ne  onoe  did,  than  hold  the  reins  of  State." 

"  The  beacon  needs  but  to  be  kindled ;  hüls  and  bows  are  already  distri- 
buted.  Once  ring  our  convent-bell  backwards,  and  half  Wales  will  rise 
from  sleep. 

"  But  have  you  no  false  heretics  whom  we  have  to  fear?" 

"  A  few  such  are  there  within  our  convent;  but  for  them,"  said  Cozza, 
with  a  boding  frown,  "  we  will  provide.  Beneath  this  are  vaults  where 
akeletons  fie  in  chains — the  living  shall  take  their  place." 

"  Ah,  ah,"  said  the  soldier,  smüing ;  *'  there's  nothing  like  your  monk 
when  his  blood's  warm,  and  the  stake  is  piled,  and  the  fire  ready." 

But  Cozsa  heard  him  not  Calling  a  numble  monk  who  was  praying 
in  an  adjoining  cell,  he  bid  him  summon  those  he  wot  of  to  meet  him  in 
the  chapter-room  without  a  moment*s  delay. 

« This  soldier  bring»  us  a  letter  from  Aberystwith ;  doubtless  from 
our  holy  father.  Breakinff  the  thread,  he  read  its  contents  with  a 
aimulated  voice  of  sorrow  and  astonishment: 
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" l  To  the  Religious  of  the  Convent  of  Strata  Florida — Salatem  in 
Domine. 
" *  I  grieve  to  teil  von  that  your  father  in  God,  Abbot  Hilary,  feil  asleep 
in  Christ  ßoon  after  bis  arrival  in  this  our  Castle.  Departing  without  a 
groan,  his  blessed  spirit  flew  to  join  the  just  in  heaven.  He  will  be  buried 
in  the  castle  chapel,  privately,  to-morrow  at  eventide,  and  masses  shall 
be  said  for  his  ßouL     Pray  that  he  rests  in  peace.     Farewell. 

"  '  Thomas  Grenville, 
M  *  Governor  of  the  Castle  of  Aberystwith  for  Im  Majesty 
King  Henry  VIII.,  Defender  of  the  Faith.,n 

All  were  silent  for  a  moment;  some  shed  tears,  and  others  hid  their  faces 
in  their  robes.     A  grey-headed  monk  broke  the  silence. 

"  A  sore  blow,  dear  brethren,  has  indeed  this  day  befallen  us ;  bat  for 
the  blessed  men  weep  not,  nor  can  we  regret  the  loss,  if,  as  we  fear,  the  late 
abbot  had  swerved  in  his  heart  frora  the  faith  of  his  fathers,  having,  with 
some  others  of  his  flock,  imbibed  some  tenets  of  the  damnable  heresies  of 
Germany.  In  these  troublous  times  the  abbot's  throne  must  not  remain 
a  day  untenanted.  And  who  is  more  fitting  to  guard  the  flock  frorn  the 
wolves  than  Father  Cozza?  whoee  sanctity  so  few  of  us  can  equal." 

Those  present  hailed  the  choice  with  exclamations.  The  Italian  had 
risen  to  address  them,  when  a  monk,  pale  and  trembling,  rushed  in« 

" An  armed  multitude,"  he  cried,  "  besiege«,  the  monastery  headed  by 
one  bearing  a  banner  blazoned  with  the  wounds  of  Christ.  They 
demand  audience  of  the  abbot,  and  refuse  to  believe  his  absence." 

"  Bid  them  tarry  awhile,"  said  Cozza,  with  a  proud  gesture  of  com- 
mand  that  astonished  his  associates,  who  had  seen  in  him  before  only  the 
self-denying  asoetic,  "  tili  the  abbot  come  forth." 

Then  quickly  assuming  the  rieh  dress  of  his  predecessor,  which  the 
obsequious  servitors  brought  him,  and  followed  by  a  train  of  monks,  he 
hastened  to  the  barred  gate,  now  echoing  with  the  thundering  blowa  of 
the  assailants. 

u  Burst  them  open/9  cried  a  voiee,  "  in  the  name  of  the  Three  Kings, 
and  purge  the  convent  of  be^etics.,, 

"  Open  not  the  doors  to  the  yile  rabble,"  said  the  solcher,  scornfully. 

"  Throw  them  wide,"  said  Cozza  to  the  porter,  who  with  trembling 
band  fumbled  at  the  massive  bolts. 

With  ferocious  cries,  like  a  pack  of  famished  wolves  upon  a  sheepfold, 
in  bunt  the  motley  crowd  of  assailants,  who  feil  back  at  the  sight  of  the 
procession  that  fronted  them. 

The  leader,  a  man  with  the  grizzled  hair  and  stern  look  of  an  old 
solcher,  bore  a  halberd  in  his  hand.  At  his  back  came  a  small  body  of 
men,  whose  richly-embroidered  doublets  and  ornamented  weapons  seemed 
to  indicate  a  higher  rank  than  their  followers,  who  thronged  behind  waving 
their  bills  and  pikes.  Their  costume  was  as  various  as  their  arms,  for 
while  some  wore  the  plumed  helmets  of  knights,  others  had  the  old  hood 
of  a  former  Century,  or  the  flat  cap  of  the  Citizen  of  the  day. 

The  stern  look  of  defiance  in  the  leader's  eye  changed  to  friendly 
greeting  as  he  beheld  Cozza. 

"  We  come,  holy  father,'*  he  exclaimed, "  thinking  to  find  one  who  loved 
not  our  cause  as  thou  dost  From  thy  hand  shall  our  banner  reeeive 
consecration,  ere  we  sweep  down,  like  a  storm,  upon  the  guilty  land." 


TUE  MÖNA8TEBY  OF  THE  FLOWESY  PLAIN.  225 

Cozza  replied  not,  but,  raising  a  crucifix  on  high,  led  the  way  into 
the  church.  Two  by  two  followed  the  monks,  and  the  rebels  thronged 
after  in  a  tumultuoufl  array. 

The  chorch  was  a  beautif ul  erection  of  the  Decorated  period,  though 
here  and  there  a  low  and  massive  pillar,  with  its  toothed  moulding,  spoke 
of  rader  hands  and  an  earlier  age.  On  the  gorgeous  altar,  lustrous 
with  golden  chasings  and  velvet  blazonries,  the  stained  Windows  threw  a 
deeper  and  a  softer  radiance : 

The  music  thunder  rolling  shook 
The  prophets  blazoned  on  their  panes. 

With  unfaltering  voice  and  firm  hand  the  murderer  elevated  the  Host 
above  the  kneeling  mnltitude.  There  was  a  moment's  silence  ere  he 
pronounced  the  solemn  ritual  of  consecration.  It  was  broken  by  a  loud 
föotstep— then  another.  The  foremost  intrader  was  a  noble,  richly  clad 
in  the  rieh  fürs  and  sumptuous  robes  of  the  period,  who,  holding  his 
plumed  hat,  fastened  by  a  carcaoet  of  rubies,  in  one  hand,  and  a  drawn 
sword  in  the  other,  and  disregarding  the  glances  fized  upon  him,  strode 
firmly  and  slowly  to  the  altar. 

The  abbot  trembles  as  he  lays  his  hand  softly  upon  his  Shoulder.  He 
dropt  the  wafer  as  the  golden  cup  against  which  he  reeled  feil,  and 
the  red  wine  streamed  over  his  white  robe. 

u  There  are  stains  on  thy  robe  deeper  than  those  of  wine,"  said  a  harsh 
voice.     It  was  the  soldier,  who  rose  from  the  crowd. 

u  I  denounce  thee,"  said  the  noble,  "  Francisco  Cozza,  as  a  murderer, 
and  as  a  traitor  to  thy  king.  Guy  Beckton,  did  he  not  pay  thee  to  bring 
a  forged  letter  to  the  chanter  Y* 

"  He  did,"  said  the  soldier  ;  "  he  gave  me  two  angels  for  the  price  of 
blood,  which  1  now  fling  at  the  assassin's  feet. 

"  Bring  in  the  body  of  the  murdered  abbot,"  cried  the  noble,  "  that  it 
may  blast  the  wretched  monk." 

As  he  spoke,  a  trampling  was  heard  without,  and  four  peasants  entered 
bearing  a  corpse,  covered  with  a  sheet,  upon  a  hand-bier,  and  placed  it 
before  the  altar,  the  kneeling  men  shrinking  from  its  contact  Again 
cried  the  noble,  and  the  words  pierced  the  murderer's  heart  like  the  sword 
of  the  spirit,  "  Bid  brother  Jerome  come  before  us." 

For  the  first  time  Cozza  spoke,  convulsively.  u  No,  I  defy  you ;  he  is 
dead;  say  rather,  bring  in  the second  bier.     Who  dares  to— " 

"  Father  Jerome  is  present,"  cried  a  figure,  rising  from  the  crowd,  and 
throwing  off  a  dark  hood  that  had  hidden  his  fiice,  and  stepping  beside 
the  bier. 

"  Miserable  reptUe!"  he  shouted — u  murderer!  demon  I  for  whom  hell 
must  frame  some  novel  punishment,  some  redder  Chamber,  O  thank  thy 
Saviour,  whom  thou  hast  scorned,  that  thou  hast  but  one  victim  to  aecuse 
thee  at  God's  bright  bar,  and  to  shame  thee  before  the  fiery  seraphim.  ^  It 
was  I,  who,  suspecting  the  workings  of  thy  black  heart,  and  penetrating 
the  thin  veil  of  thy  miserable  hypoerisy,  followed  thee  to  the  terrible 
abyss,  lively  image  of  the  terrors  of  that  day  of  doom  to  which  thou  art 
hastening  so  fast.  Thy  dagger  scratched  my  flesh,  but  pierced  not 
deeper.  Struck  to  the  earth  by  the  shock,  thou  thoughtest  me  dead. 
Ere  the  sound  of  thy  horse's  hoofs  had  died  away  in  the  distance,  I  had 
met  with  the  minister  of  vengeance  whom  God  had  sent—my  Lord 


226  THE  MONASTBBY  OF  THE  FLOWEBY  PLAIN. 

Cromwell" — the  multitude  started — "  and  you  see  him  before  you,"  It 
was  the  soldier.  "  Innocent  as  I  am,  I  trembled  when  the  morning's 
light  showed  me  this  poor  mangled  body."  As  he  spoke,  he  withdrew 
the  cloth  from  the  face  of  the  corpse.  The  crowd  were  hushed  into 
silence  at  the  awful  scene,  for  the  monk,  Standing  in  all  the  ardour  of 
his  passion,  bis  face  lit  by  the  sunlieht,  and  his  robe  dyed  richer  than 
that  of  princes  with  the  reflection  of  the  painted  Windows — 

Rieh  with  the  blood  of  prophets  and  of  kings, 

Fairer  than  are  the  tiger-moth's  deep  damasked  wings — 

looked  like  some  avenging  angel.  Upon  the  hier  were  turned  the  glassy 
eyes  of  Cozza. 

"  I  came  here,"  said  Cromwell,  assuming  at  onoe  his  natural  roiee,  and 
treading  the  rebel  flag  contemptuonsly  under  his  feet  as  he  spoke,  H  in 
the  king's  name." 

The  rebels  statted  at  the  sound.  Some  even  brandished  their  arms,  and 
others  raised  faint  shouts  of  (( Down  with  the  heretics ;"  bat  they  quickly 
died  away. 

"  Resistance  is  in  vain,"  he  said;  "  a  force  treble  yonrs,  of  arquebasiers 
with  lighted  matches,  gird  round  the  monastery ;  we  took  care  to  gather 
the  hounds  together  ere  we  pitched  the  toils.  In  the  name  of  King 
Henry,  I  offer  an  amnesty  to  all.  I  bid  you  hasten  to  your  homes,  and 
leave  those  to  govern  the  realra  who  are  fitter  for  the  office  than  a  pack 
of  base  hinds  and  scurvy  drudges.  Ten  monks,  whose  names  I  have  here, 
shall  be  furnished  with  a  crown  apiece,  and  shall  be  sent  forth  to  tili 
the  earth;  but  to  one  alone  God  and  man  refuses  pardon;  for  him  the 
headsman  waits  impatiently,  and  counts  the  minutes. 

He  pointed,  as  he  spoke,  sternly  to  the  trembling  abbot,  who  clung 
helplessly,  as  if  all  courage  had  deserted  him,  to  the  altar-cloth. 

"  Francisco  Cosza,  thy  crimes  are  manifbld.  This  is  not  the  first  blood 
that  has  stained  those  hands.  Remember  Amalfi — but  why  waste  words 
on  such  a  black  monster?  Brother  Jerome,  esteemed  for  thy  sanetity  and 
unostentatious  virtue  of  thy  life,  we  appoint  theo  abbot  of  the  monas- 
tery of  Strata  Florida  in  the  room  of  Francisco  Cosza,  condemned  to 
death  for  a  thousand  crimes." 

At  the  hated  name  of  Jerome,  Cozza,  who  had  httherto  stood  motion- 
less  as  the  corpse  on  which  he  gazed,  started  up,  and,  cleaving  his  way 
through  the  crowd,  drew  a  short  poniard  from  his  eleeve,  and  aimed  a  blow 
at  Jerome  ;  but  his  intended  victim  swerving  aside,  the  weapon  failed  to 
inflict^a  wound.  Then  forcing  his  way  through  the  multitude,  who  made 
a  path  for  him  in  their  terror,  he  leaped  through  a  door  leading  to  the 
belfry,  and  disappeared. 

<(  Ten  gold  pieces  if  he's  taken  alive,'*  said  Cromwell.  With  horrible 
coolness  of  preparation,  an  arquebusier  lighted  his  match  at  a  censer,  and, 
followed  by  two  billmen,  hurried  in  pursuit.  It  was  too  late ;  ere  they 
could  reach  him,  the  murderer,  winged  by  despair,  had  thrown  himself  to 
the  pared  court  below. 

By  the  order  of '  Cromwell,  his  body  having  been  for  awhile  hung  upon 
the  topmost  pinnacle  of  the  tower,  was  taken  down  and  buried,  without 
or  requiem,  in  the  orchard  of  the  monastery. 

"  VSNOBAXCE  IS  MINE  ;  I  WILL  REPAT  IT  8AITH  THE  LORD." 
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THE  CONFEDERATES ;  OR,  THE  DAYS  OF  MARGARET  OF 

PARMA. 

AN  HISTORICAL  ROKANCE. 

Cbapter  XLIL 

On  the  morning  sucoeeding  the  day  rendered  so  eventfol  in  the  annals 
of  Antwerp  by  the  breaking  out  of  the  Iconoclasts,  Margaret's  attention, 
as  she  entered  the  apartment  of  her  mother,  was  attracted  towards  the 
paper  which  Chievosa  had  recommended  to  be  placed  upon  the  heart  of 
his  patient.  Attribut  mg  her  speedy  recovery  to  the  timely  letting  of 
blood,  and  to  the  composing-draughts  she  had  herseif  prepared — for  she 
was  well  yersed  in  the  use  of  medical  herbs,  a  great  acquirement  in  those 
days,  when  the  noble  science  of  healing  was  yet  in  the  hands  of  quacks 
and  empirics — Margaret  had  paid  bat  litüe  attention  to  the  injunction  of 
Chievosa ;  nor  had  he  reclaimed  his  amulet,  and  she  now  regarded  it 
with  some  interest.  Charms  of  all  kinds,  at  that  tdme  generally  supposed 
to  be  possessed  of  much  power,  Father  Eustace  and  her  uncle  Paul — the 
one  from  a  spirit  of  piety,  the  other  from  his  clear  judgment — had  taught 
her  to  despise.  On  examining  it,  however,  she  found  that,  besides  the 
starry  figures,  which  she  oould  well  ünagine  to  belong  to  astrology,  there 
were  many  words  written  in  an  unknown  language,  wnich,  in  spite  of  her 
education,  and  a  mind  attuned  to  a  higher  tone  than  ordinary,  gave  her 
some  apprehension  as  she  gazed  upon  them.  Latin  she  knew,  and  with 
Greek  cnaracters  she  had  some  acquaintance,  but  in  no  language,  living 
or  dead,  of  which  she  had  any  knowledge,  did  these  letters  hold  a 
place. 

For  some  time  she  looked  at  them  with  a  sort  of  vague  curiosity,  and 
had  almost  persuaded  herseif  that  they  were  but  the  tracings  of  fancy, 
when  suddenly  a  thought  flashed  across  her  mind — a  thought  in  those 
times  fraught  with  horror  and  disgust — and,  cultivated  as  Margaret 
really  was,  she  was  not  above  the  prejudice  of  her  epoch, — they  raust  be 
Hebrew  characters,  and  the  mystery  of  Chievosa's  hfe  was  disclosed :  he 
was  a  vile  Jew.  An  Israelite  had  spent  years  under  her  father's  roof,  and 
had  dared  to  select  her  for  his  bride !  The  thought  humbled  her  to  the 
very  dust  Yet  she  might  be  mistaken ;  and,  under  the  influence  of  con- 
tending  feelings,  she  again  fixed  her  eyes  upon  the  paper  with  intensity, 
and  then  flung  it  from  ner  as  though  it  had  power  to  sting, 

Margaret  would  not — could  not  remain  in  this  incertitude.  There  was 
but  one  person  able  to  enlighten  and  advise  her  in  such  a  case;  she 
would  seek  Father  Eustace,  and  that  before  she  again  encountered  Chie- 
vosa, or  she  might  not  have  her  feelings  sufficiently  under  control,  and 
be  hurried  away  to  betray  her  knowledge  of  his  secret  prematurely.  That 
very  instant  would  she  to  St.  MichaeFs.  And,  depositing  the  suspicious 
paper  in  a  small  box,  in  order  not  to  sully  her  hands  by  the  toucb,  she  set 
forth  on  her  self-imposed  errand. 

Au  the  town  lay  nushed  in  its  panic.  No  tocsin  announced  the  deso- 
lation  of  the  previous  eve — no  alarm  was  given ;  and  Margaret,  who  had 
long  since  ceased  to  hold  any  comraunication  with  former  friends  and  ac- 
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quaintances,  had  no  means  of  becoming  aware  of  what  had  passed.  It 
was  yet  very  early,  and  there  was  nothing  in  the  aspect  of  the  streets  to 
arouse  suspicion  or  timidity.  Thus  she  proceeded,  unconscious  of  danger. 
Nor,  as  she  approached  the  abhey,  did  sne  discover  any  change.  All  was 
still  and  in  order ;  the  gates  were  thrown  open  as  usual,  and  Margaret 
passed  them  unchallenged,  and  entered  the  church,  which  she  was  not 
surprised  at  that  hour  to  find,  as  she  at  first  thought,  quite  deserted. 
Near  the  railing,  however,  which  divided  the  body  of  the  church  from  the 
choir,  stood  a  monk,  whom,  on  nearer  approach,  she  perceiyed  to  be 
Father  Eustace. 

She  congratulated  herseif  at  finding  him  thus  alone ;  bat  the  expres- 
sion  of  his  visage  seemed  somewhat  changed  from  what  it  usually  bore. 
With  head  erect  and  firm  attitude,  he  looked  like  one  inspired  with  some 
purpose  of  more  than  ordinary  import,  and  Margaret  remained  for  a  few 
seconds  uncertain  whether  she  should  break  in  upon  his  meditations.  Bat 
the  urgency  of  her  Situation  overcame  her  reluctance,  and,  advancing  to 
the  spot  wnere  he  stood,  she  attracted  the  attention  of  the  good  father. 

"  You,  Margaret ! — you  here,  my  child  ?  What  can  have  brought 
you  to  this  place?" 

Margaret  stood  still  in  amazement. 

"What,"  continued  the  priest,  with  startling  earnestness — "what 
more  has  happened?" 

"  Happened,  father !     What  can  you  mean  ?" 

"  Yes,  daughter ; — what  miserable  chance  has  induced  you  to  come 
hither  this  day  ?    Do  you  not  know  that  the  house  of  God  is  no  longer  a 
place  of  safety  ? — no  longer  can  be  a  refuge  to  the  affiicted  ?" 
"  I  do  not  underatand  you,  father !" 

"  My  dear  child,  may  not  the  wicked  men  who,  as  we  have  but  just 
heard,  have  sacrilegiously  despoiled  the  church  of  our  Lady,  also  direct 
their  steps  towards  our  Community  ?  Indeed,  it  is  in  the  expectation  of 
such  an  event  that  I  am  here,  hoping,  by  a  word  of  timely  warning,  to 
touch  the  souls  of  some  of  those  sinful  men,  and  preserve  them  from  com- 
mitting  so  great  an  iniquity.  All  the  other  guardians  of  the  convent 
have  thought  it  wiser  to  conceal  themselves.  Every  one  follows  the  dic- 
tates  of  his  own  conscience.     Mine  points  out  my  place  to  be  here." 

Margaret  was  bewildered.  She  stared  wildly  at  Father  Eustace,  and 
it  was  only  by  reiteration  that  he  could  make  her  comprehend  the  events 
of  the  night. 

"  All  is  quiet,"  she  saidL  "  I  saw  no  trace  of  disorder  as  I  came  along 
the  streets.  All  was  still  as  the  grave.  This  Community,  father,  may  be 
spared." 

"  Many  of  our  brethren  think  so,  daughter.  I  do  not.  At  any  rate, 
it  is  best  to  be  prepared." 

M  They  will  not  come  tili  night ;  they  will  not  dare  to  commit  such  an 
outrage  in  the  light  of  day,"  said  Margaret.  "  And  I  have  something 
of  importance  to  communicate  to  you.  Look,  good  father;  this  was 
given  to  me  by  Lopez/' 

Father  Eustace  took  the  paper  from  its  small  repository,  unfolded  it 
slowly,  and  examined  it  with  attention. 

"  This  is  an  important  document  indeed,  my  child,"  he  said,  "  and  one 
that  may  ayail  us  much.    It  may  even  enable  me  to  extricate  you  in  time 
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of  need  fcom  bis  toils,  at  once  and  for  ever.  This  confirms  the  very 
worst  that  I  had  feared  of  him.  Still,  my  child,  it  is  painful,  very 
painful,  to  be  an  Instrument  of  destniction  to  another,  even  to  a  bad  man. 
This  will  require  much  thought.  I  must  satisfy  my  conscience  perfectly 
before  I  can  act  in  such  a  matter.  But  teil  me  how  came  you  by  it  ?  Do 
not  omit  even  the  most  trifling  circumstance." 

Margaret  then  minutely  detailed  the  oocurrences  of  the  previous  days. 
She  was  longer  about  the  recital  than  she  could  bave  anticipated;  and 
Father  Eustace,  still  holding  the  charm  in  bis  hand,  was  listening 
witb  the  most  profound  attention,  when  suddenly,  without  any  previous 
noise  to  announce  the  corning  flood,  the  cburch  became  fiUed  with  the  dis- 
orderly  mob  whose  toils  of  the  night»  far  from  slacking  their  thirst  for 
booty,  had  rendered  them  still  more  rapacious  and  desperate.  The  loffcy 
arched  roof  reverberated  tbeir  wild  yelis  as  they  advanced  at  once,  with- 
out, as  it  appeared,  any  intention  of  insulting  him,  towards  the  place 
where  the  priest  stood :  so  bent,  indeed,  were  they  on  their  purpose  as 
scarcely  to  be  conscious  of  bis  presence.     Margaret  was  about  to  fly. 

a  Stay,"  said  the  priest — "  stay  by  me ;  I  will  teil  you  when  and  how 
to  depart;"  and,  advancing  with  a  bold  step  towards  the  foremost  of  the 
assailants,  he  began  to  admonisb  them  in  loud,  firm  tones,  on  their  im- 
piety. 

His  listeners  at  first  seemed  willing  to  proceed  without  even  giving 
themselves  the  trouble  of  noticing  him;  but  there  was  something  in  his 
words  of  alternate  threat  and  persuasion — a  simple  yet  fervent  eloquence 
that  arrested  their  steps.  A  circle  formed  around  him  and  became  gradu- 
ally  more  dense.  Encouraged  by  this  sign,  he  warmed  with  his  subject, 
and  the  effect  that  he  produced  grew  with  every  minute  stronger,  forming 
a  striking  proof  how  easy  it  would  have  been,  by  tbe  slightest  sbow  of  re- 
sistance,  to  check  the  wavering,  though  unruly  spirit  of  the  mob,  who 
were  alike  unprepared  to  cope  with  physical  or  with  moral  Opposition. 
The  impression  of  Father's  Eustace's  oratory  had  now  even  reached  those 
who  had  already  begun  their  Operations — the  number  of  his  auditors  in- 
creased  rapidly,  and  the  effort  might  have  proved  successful,  had  not  a 
circumstance  mtervened  to  annihilate  the  whole. 

Margaret  had  hitherto  remained  unobserved;  but  at  this  juncture  a 
trifling  change  of  posture  revealed  her  presence  to  one  of  the  girls,  who 
pointed  her  out  to  her  companions  with  a  laugh  and  a  jest  that  soon  went 
round.  Her  obvious  wish  to  escape  Observation,  her  youth,  her  loveli- 
ness,  her  being  alone  at  that  early  honr  with  a  monk,  and  that  not  even 
in  the  confessional,  all  these  were  circumstances  to  awaken  the  suspicions 
and  hilarity  of  the  gross  persons  by  whom  they  were  surrounded. 

Father  Eustace  saw  at  a  glance  the  edifice  of  repentance  and  shame  he 
had  nearly  erected  in  the  bosoms  of  his  auditors  by  this  unlucky  chance 
crumbling  into  dust,  and  that  all  further  efforts  would  be  but  too  pro- 
bably  unavailing.  Still,  he  would  not  be  discouraged.  Again,  his  calm, 
firm  bearing,  and  the  dignity  which  virtue  imparted  to  his  whole  being, 
were  about  to  silence  their  insolent  jests,  when  at  that  moment  a  new 
actor  appeared  upon  the  scene. 

Lopez  Chievosa  had  followed  the  Iconoclasts  througbout  tbe  night, 
entering  with  them  into  every  churcb  andmonastery  which  they  hadpro- 
faned,  and  when  they  divided  into  different  bands,  still  clinging  to  the 
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most  considerable.  Owing  to  his  extreme  presence  of  mind,  the  subtlety 
and  agility  of  his  movement*,  and  a  thorough  knowledge  of  localities,  he 
had  hitherto  escaped  detection;  bat  now,  heedless  of  everything  bat  his 
amulet,  which  he  nad  recognised  in  the  hands  of  Father  Eustace,  he  darted 
fbrward»  and,  pushing  boldly  aside  all  those  who  stood  between  him  and  his 
object,  snatched  the  paper  from  the  unwary  monk's  fingen,  mattering  in 
a  low  bat  impressive  tone, 

"  Base  monk,  and  false  girl,  von  shall  pay  dearly  far  this  !M  The  next 
moment  he  was  lost  in  the  crowd,  too  amazed  to  intercept  his  retreat. 

His  appearance  was  striking — his  woids  were  scareely  less  so— and  the 
people  had  no  doubt  bat  he  was  the  deceived  lover  or  brother  of  the  de- 
raded  eirl.  Father  Eustace  saw  that  to  remonstrate  further  would  be 
worse  than  useless,  and  to  remain  were  only  to  expose  himself  and  Mar- 
garet to  the  grossest  insults.  For  himself,  he  would  have  braved  them 
with  pleasure  in  so  just  a  cause;  bat  he  coald  not  refuse  his  assistance  to 
the  poor  girl's  pleading  and  terrified  looks,  for  the  general  spoliation  of 
the  diurch  now  oegan  in  earnest. 

"  To  the  high  altar,'1  he  whispered  to  Margaret  "  Precede  me ;  I  will 
follow." 

Margaret  obeyed,  and  the  priest  was  permitted  to  withdrawnnmolested 
in  the  same  direction.  When  they  had  reached  the  high  altar  he  took  the 
lead,  and  opening  a  small  door  behind  the  altar-piece,  glided  through  the 
opening  (bllowed  by  Margaret.  After  crossing  a  somewhat  narrow  Space 
in  the  wall  they  found  themselves  in  the  inner  court  of  the  conyent,  from 
whence  he  led  her  to  one  of  the  gates  opening  on  the  quay ;  nor  did  he 
leave  her  tili  he  saw  her  safely  on  her  road  along  the  deserted  walk. 

Unfortanately,  however,  the  door  through  which  he  had  quitted  the 
church  had  been  heedlessly  left  ajar,  and  the  passage  in  the  wall,  where 
many  of  the  church  treasures  were  deposited,  was  soon  filled  by  die  Ico- 
noclasts  and  despoiled  of  its  Contents,  wnich,  bat  for  his  imprudence,  would 
eertainly  hare  escaped  pillage. 


Chaptsb  XLIII. 

High  mass  was  over  at  all  the  churches  of  Brüssels  when  the  regent 
left  the  beautiful  chapel  of  the  Palais  de  la  Cour,  accompanied  by  the 
Count  of  Egmont,  and  followed,  though  at  some  distance,  by  a  long  train 
•  of  ladies  and  nobles.  The  serenity  that  the  ceremony  at  wnich  they  had 
just  asristed  was  calculated  to  prdduce,  was  by  no  means  yisible  on  the 
countenances  of  the  deyotees,  least  of  all  on  those  of  Margaret  of  Parma 
and  the  Count  of  Egmont;  agitation  and  discontent  were  evidently  stamped 
on  both.  Scareely  had  she  passed  the  threshold  of  the  chapel,  when  the 
duchess  turned  to  her  companion  with  a  frowning  brow. 

u  The  tidings  we  have  just  recetved  from  your  province,  my  lord,  are 
not  the  most  agreeable.  How  unhappy  am  I !"  she  exclaimed,  bitterly, 
*«  that  under  my  rule  such  outrages  against  the  church  and  the  king 
ahould  haye  been  committed !  And  wül  you,  Count  of  Egmont,  from 
whom  the  king  expects  so  much — will  you  suffer  these  things  to  pass  with 
impunity  ?   Or  does  not  your  honour  rather  bid  you  reyenge  them?'9 

The  count  paused  for  a  moment  before  he  repfied : 
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"It  wer©  wisest,  perhaps,  madam,  to  keep  the  heim  of  the  State steady 
before  thinking  of  religious  matters." 

"  That  is,  indeed,  most  unworthy  counsel  P  answered  the  regent,  in- 
dignantly  ;  "  such  are  not  my  feelings,  nor  those  of  my  royal  brother. 
We  would  both  sacrifice  all  earthly  goods  to  the  cause  of  religion ;  for, 
where  that  is  destroyed,  of  what  avaü  is  empire?" 

Bitter  thonghts  rose  to  the  countfs  mind.  He  remembered  how  easy 
it  would  have  been  for  her  and  the  bigoted  sovereign,  by  a  few  rational 
concessions,  which  sound  policy,  humanity,  and  justice  alike  recom- 
mended,  to  have  stunted  at  their  very  growth  those  disorders  which  now 
seemed  about  to  overspread  the  land.  It  was  easy — such  were  his  re- 
flections — for  the  regent,  unshackled  as  she  was  by  any  personal  interest 
in  the  Low  Countries,  to  act  up  to  the  Suggestion  of  her  fanaticism ; 
under  the  influence  of  such  thonghts,  he  answered : 

"  That  your  highness  may  think  so,  is  natural  enough ;  but  we,  who 
have  everything  to  lose  in  the  struggle,  may  be  pardoned  if  we  hold  other 
opinions." 

*'  These  unhappy  heretics,"  said  the  princess,  with  severity,  "  must  he 
exterminated  by  nre  and  sword,  or  driven  from  the  lands  which  they  dis- 
grace  with  their  misdeeds !" 

"  It  would  be  dJmcult,  madam,  to  exterminate  two  hundred  thousand 

men;  and  if  it  were  practicable " 

The  count  paused,  for  well  did  he  know  that  the  gentle  humanity  in 
his  own  bosom  would  find  no  echo  in  a  heart  hardened  by  bigotry.  Tnere 
wafl  no  Community  of  thoughts  or  feelings  between  the  two.  The  natura 
of  the  one  was  all  frankness  and  kindness ;  the  other,  all  suspicion  and 
deoeit  And  who  that  mistrusts  can  love  mankind?  The  regent  loved 
God,  but  she  hated  man ; — should  we  not  rather  say,  thought  she  loved 
God?  She  fiincied  she  obeyed  his  command ;  how  deep  must  have  been 
her  error  to  think  she  could  do  this,  when  acting  contrary  to  the  very 
commands  that  God  has  laid  down!  The  Lord  chasteneth  whom  he 
loreth,  but  he  has  not  commissioned  the  poor  frail  sinners  of  this  world 
to  do  the  like  by  one  another,  But  Margaret  came  of  a  fierce  race,  and 
often  mistook  the  impulses  of  the  hot  blood  of  Charles  the  Bold,  and  that 
of  her  own  imperial  father,  for  those  of  her  conscience. 

The  count,  tmwilling  to  prolong  the  discussion,  was  much  relieved 
when,  at  the  door  of  her  apartmen^  Margaret  dismissed  him,  though  she 
did  so  in  the  most  ungracious  manner. 

The  duchess  retired  to  her  private  apartment ;  she  feit  the  wish  to  be 
alone.  The  difficulties  of  her  position  were  hourly  increasing  ;  not  so 
the  means  to  face  them ;  and  she  was  desirous  of  a  few  hours  of  solitude 
to  contemplate  affairs  under  all  their  bearings,  for  the  only  counsel  she 
would  receive  unreservedly  was  that  of  her  own  heart  She  was  also 
eager  to  revolve  over  in  her  own  mind  the  motives  most  likely  to  influ- 
ence each  and  all  of  those  who  surrounded  her,  and  th*  opinions  they 
would  probably  advocate  in  the  Council  it  would  be  her  nezt  duty  to 
assemble.  All  this  demanded  deep  consideration ;  for  how  loud  soever 
her  Indignation  might  speak,  she  inwardly  feit  she  would  not  be  sup- 
ported  in  too  severe  measures.  She  had,  moreover,  received  but  con- 
rosed  and  irregulär  accounts  of  what  had  passed,  and  her  fears  for  the 
future  were  vague  and  undefined.    She  sunk  into  one  of  the  richly- 
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carved  chairs  of  her  apartment,  and  suffered  minutes  to  glide  into  hours 
without  heediog  their  progress.  The  entrance  of  her  page  roused  her 
from  her  trance. 

"  An  audience  1"  she  exclaimed,  in  answer  to  the  boy's  humbly  uttered 
request,  and  an  angry  flush  crimsoned  her  veiy  brow.  "  And  who,  say 
you,  demands  admittance  at  such  an  hour,  and  on  such  a  day  ?" 

"  The  Spaniard,  madam." 

«  Diego  Maya?" 

The  answer  was  in  the  affirmative,  but  the  duchess  still  hesitated. 

"  He  is  fresh  from  Antwerp,  and  says  he  has  important  news  to  com- 
municate  to  your  highness,"  added  the  boy. 

The  regent  grew  pale. 

"  Let  nun  attend  me  in  my  doset" 

The  page  retired.  When  left  alone,  Margaret  clasped  her  rosary 
between  her  hands. 

"  Queen  of  Heayen !"  she  exclaimed,  "  hast  thou  again  been  insulted? 
Is  this  news  a  token  from  thee  that,  until  I  avenge  thee,  evilg  will  crowd 
upon  evils,  as  wave  heaves  upon  wave,  until  they  submerge  me  ?  I  must 
be  prepared  for  the  worst !" 

She  suffered  her  rosary  to  glide  through  her  fingers,  whilst  she  stood 
immovable,  lost  in  thought 

When  the  regent  entered  the  room  where  she  generally  received 
those  whom  she  met  but  upon  public  afiairs,  she  found  a  young  man 
awaiting  her  with  folded  arms,  and  a  look  so  grave  and  ßorrowful,  that, 
to  her  apprehensive  mind,  he  had  told  a  tale  of  disasters  before  even  he 
became  aware  of  her  presence.  This  person,  who  had  long  been  known 
to  the  regent  under  the  nom  de  guerre  of  Diego  Maya,  but  with  whom 
our  readers  have  hitherto  been  familiär  under  the  appellation  of  Lopes 
Chievosa,  feil  into  an  attitude  of  deep  respect  the  moment  he  became 
conscious,  or  chose  to  appear  conscious,  of  the  presence  of  his  august 
mistress ;  but  though  his  person  was  gracefully  inclined,  and  his  head 
lowered  with  more  than  usual  humility,  there  was  something  so  elevating 
in  his  striking  personal  beauty — as,  indeed,  there  always  is  in  every  ad- 
vantage  of  Nature's  own  stamping — that  his  very  deference  seemed  miied 
with  a  shade  of  loftiness.  Margaret  of  Parma,  heedless  as  she  was  of 
such  matters,  had  often,  in  spite  of  herseif,  been  Struck  with  his  appear- 
ance,  and  wondered  to  what  parentage  he  might  belong,  and  how  it  had 
happened  that  he  was  placed  in  the  circumstances  under  which  she 
had  known  him ;  but  of  this  she  had  never  been  able  to  gain  any  know- 
ledge. 

"  You  have  given  me  to  understand  that  you  have  important  news 
from  Antwerp  ?"  said  the  duchess. 

"  Alas,  madam,  important  and  sad !"  replied  her  visitor,  in  the  softest 
tones  of  his  musical  voice. 

"Nothing,  Ihope,against  the  Church?w  And  the  duchess  paused,  aa  if 
unable  to  continue. 

"  There  is  not  now  a  church  or  a  chapel  in  the  town  that  is  not  ruined 
within— perhaps  even  their  walls  had  not  been  spared,  but  the  heretics 
have  an  eye  to  their  becoming  temples  for  their  iniquities." 

The  duchess  endeavoured  to  control  her  emotion,  but  it  overpowered 
her,  and  she  sunk  in  a  chair,  covering  her  face  with  both  her  hands. 
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A  long  silence  ensued,  which  Chievosa  had  too  much  tact  to  break, 
When  Margaret  removed  her  hands,  her  face  was  of  an  ashy  colour. 

"  All  the  churches,  did  you  say  ?    Even  our  Lady's  ?" 

"All,  madam  !     The  cathedral  is  completely  demolished." 

"  Give  me  every  detail — the  very  smallest — that  is,  if  yoaknow  them," 
said  the  regent,  in  a  smothered  tone. 

"  I  know  more— far  more  than  I  have  pleasure  in  conimunicating," 
said  her  swarthy  interlocutor. 

"  We  will  have  all  your  news  in  turn ;  recoant  first  the  proceedings 
of  the  Iconoclasts ;  we  can,  alas  !  hear  nothing  that  can  grieve  us  more." 

Chievosa  commenced.  He  described  how  he  had  followed  band  after 
band,  and  witnessed,  with  a  bleeding  heart,  their  sacrilegious  profana- 
tions.  He  recounted,  point  by  point,  the  sacking  of  our  Lady.  His 
ntterance  was  low,  and  he  spoke  in  concise  terms,  as  if  he  touched  upon  a 
subject  so  painful  unwillingly  and  with  regret ;  but  he  gradually  grew 
eloquent ;  his  voice  thrilled  and  trembled  as  he  described,  rather  with  the 
language  of  poetry  than  that  of  history,  the  facts  of  which  he  had  been  a 
witness.  More  than  once  did  a  groan  escape  the  Ups  of  Margaret  as 
she  listened  to  the  detailed  account  of  the  destruction  of  so  many  holy 
things ;  and  when  he  spoke  of  the  demolishing  of  the  great  crucifix,  her 
Indignation  knew  no  bounds.  She  walked  up  and  down  the  room  in 
speechless  agitation  ;  at  last,  by  a  streng  effort,  she  calmed  herseif  suffi- 
ciently  to  hearken  to  what  was  to  follow.  As  the  narrator  described  the 
accidental  destruction  of  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  knights  of  the 
Golden  Fleece,  her  eyes  sparkled  with  a  transient  gleam  of  satisfaction  ; 
but  as  she  listened  to  the  long  train  of  disasters  that  ensued,  it  passed 
away,  and  left  no  trace  upon  her  countenance.  One  point  raised  again  a 
fresh  storm  of  anger  in  her  bosom.  It  was  when  Chievosa,  Coming  to 
the  particulars  of  the  pillage  of  the  church  of  St.  Michael,  related  how 
a  false  priest,  named  Father  Eustace,  had  delivered  over  with  his  own 
hands  the  treasures  of  the  convent  to  the  rapacity  of  the  heretics. 

"It  is  impossible!"  exclaimed  the  duchess,  horror-stricken — "this 
cannot  be !  It  must  have  been  a  mistake— an  unlucky  chance — an  incon- 
ceivable  fit  of  timidity  ;  surely  none  of  the  holy  order  of  the  Premonträs 
could  be  so  base,  so  vile ;  eise  would  he  long  since  have  been  expelled 
from  the  bosom  of  that  godly  Community." 

"Alas,  madam!  his  treachery,  though  long  known  to  me,  has  re- 
mained  unsuspected  by  his  brethren ;  nor  has  he,  doubtless,  railed  to 
frame  some  good  excuse  for  his  action.  He  is  a  plausible  man  ;  as,  in- 
deed,  the  double  and  difficult  part  he  has  long  been  in  the  practice  of 
playing,  fully  proves." 

"  How  so  ?"  inquired  the  duchess,  looking  somewhat  incredulous. 

"  His  history,  if  your  highness  have  the  patience  to  listen  to  it,  would 
prove  the  correctness  of  my  assertion.  He  did  not  embrace  a  monastic 
life  from  choice  or  a  sincere  vocation,  but  merely  as  a  measure  of  pru- 
dence,  to  shield  himself  from  the  misfortunes  which  the  heretical  opinions 
of  his  family  had  brought  upon  them.  It  was  after  his  sister,  who  was 
betrothed  to  one  of  the  most  zealous  adherents  of  the  new  schism,  a 
tried  friend  of  one  of  the  '  Trumpets  of  Calvin/  had  paid  with  her  life 
for  the  errors  which  all  her  family  aud  friends  shared  alike,  that  he 
entered  the  cloister,  to  conceal  himself  from  the  eyes  of  the  suspicious. 
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Bat  in  adopting  the  monk's  cowl,  Father  Eustace  did  not  renounoe  his 
secret  and  impure  tenets.  He  has  long  entertained  a  dose  intimaey  and 
friendship  witn  acknowledged  heretics ;  one  of  whom— for  they  are  all 
members  of  the  same  family— has  but  lately  fallen  ander  the  oensure  of 
the  Church,  bat,  being'  secretly  a  Gueux,  was  released  for  a  time  at  the 
instigation  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  'and  the  Count  of  Brederode.  Thia 
man's  name  is  Van  Meeren.     But  I  weary  your  highness." 

41  Prooeed !"  said  the  duchess,  her  eyes  flashing  with  anger.  <c  I  know 
of  whom  you  would  speak — it  is  the  man  whote  looms  decorate  my  palace. 
And  so  tnis  is  the  true,  staunch  Catholic— the  quiet,  inoffensive  burgher 
for  whom  the  prince  so  warmly  pleaded  ?" 

"  The  Prince  of  Orange  could  not  forsake  a  Gueux, "  replied  Chievosa, 
in  a  marked  manner. 

The  princess  spoke  not ;  but  with  knit  brow  and  compressed  lips  fixed 
her  eye  sternly  on  the  opposite  wall.  Perceiving  that  Lopez  did  not 
break  the  silence,  she  made  a  gesture  of  impatience. 

"  Proceed — go  on  with  that  story«     I  would  hear  the  end  of  it." 
"  The  eider  brother  of  thia  merenant — this  Van  Meeren — has  also  long 
been  a  heretic — he  has  since  become  a  chief  among  that  party,  and  is  a 
desperate  Gueux." 

"  Of  him,  methinks,  I  have  heard,"  interrupted  the  regent.  "  A  hot- 
headed  man— violent  in  his  opinions." 

"  Capable  of  every  mischief,  your  highness,  as  he  has  proved  in  these 
recent  transactions.  He  hates  my  lang,  my  countiy,  and  my  nation, 
because  he  says  that  hatred  constitutea  the  love  due  to  his  own  people. 
He  is  a  deep  and  dangerous  charaoter." 

"  I  think  you  have  often  spoken  of  him  before  ?"  said  the  regent,  fixing 
her  half-closed  eye  upon  the  countenance  of  her  interloeutor. 

A  deep  flush  spread  over  the  Spaniard's  fiace,  and  extended  to  his 
swarthy  brow.  Afraid  of  betraying  too  much  the  personal  hatred  that 
excited  him  against  Paul,  he  adroitly  turned  the  subjeet, 

a  These  are  the  friends  of  Father  Eustace,  and  through  them  doea  he 
communicate  with  the  Gueuz,  of  whom,  disgrace  to  the  habit  that  he 
wears,  he  is  one.  He  is,  indeed,  a  wolf  in  aheep's  clothing.  And  when 
Count  Louis  of  Nassau  first  devised  this  plan  of  sacking  the  churehes, 
that  he  might  pay,  support,  and  extend  the  number  of  his  partisans  by 
his  spoils        " 

At  these  words  the  regent  started. 

'<  Bad,  unprinoipled  as  I  know  him  to  be,  thia  passes  all  belief;  nor  can 
I  credit  it!*' 

u  Here  are  letters,  madam,  that  will  prove  my  words  trae,',  said  Lopex, 
drawing  fortb  a  small  packet,  and  handing  it  to  the  duchess. 

"  With  what  traitors  am  I  surrounded  !n  exclaimed  the  princess,  in  a 
bitterness  of  spirit  she  could  no  longer  control.  "  Bat  the  prince  knows 
not  of  this?" 

"  He  doee,  madam ;  in  common  with  all  the  Gueux  throughout  the 
Netherlands.  It  is  a  widely-spread  design,  of  which  I  hope  soon  to  dis- 
cover  the  thread,  and  deliver  it  safely  into  your  highness's  nands.  It  was 
Count  Brederode  and  his  associates,  who,  through  such  men  as  Paul  ran 
Meeren,  have  instigated  and  brought  orer  the  heretkal  rabble  of  Antwerp, 
to  commit  these  before  unheard-of  deeds  of  riolence.    Father  Eustace,  of 
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the  Premontres— or  Floris  van  Hoven,  aa  was  his  name  in  the  world— - 
under  pretenoe  of  reinaining  in  the  Church  to  moderate  or  turn  away 
firom  their  purpose,  by  his  representations,  the  evil  men  who  might  attack 
it,  stood  by  to  see  it  deseorated  to  the  cry  of  *  Vwe  ks  Gtwux!'  and  laid 
bare  to  them  the  seoret  door  by  the  high  altar,  which  led  to  one  of  the 
repositories  for  the  holy  veesels,  and  other  valuables,  belonging  to  his 
oonununity.  The  oonsternation  of  the  brethren  when  they  discovered 
one  whom  they  bad  always  regarded  as  a  shining  light  among  them,  to 
have  thus  fidlen,  passes  aU  desoription." 

"  If  he  be  what  you  have  described  him,  he  is  indeed  a  wolf  in  the 
flock  of  the  shepberd,  and  must  be  ejected  thence.  This  must  be  duly 
looked  into,  and  a  guilt  of  so  deep  a  die  reoeive  a  punishment  propor« 
tioned  to  the  offenes." 

Approaohing  the  table,  Margaret  wrote  a  few  lines  on  the  blank  leaf 
of  a  Dook  that  appeared  to  contain  many  annotations  j  it  was  Maoni« 
avelli's  M  Prince,  or  the  Art  of  Ruling."  A  smile,  which  betrayed  the 
fiend  within,  passed  over  Chievosa's  handsome  features,  as  he  marked  the 
success  of  his  machinations.  So  artfully,  indeed,  had  he  interwoven  the 
web  of  truth  and  falsehood,  of  fact  and  fiction,  and  so  well  had  he 
adapted  them  to  the  peculiar  prejudices  and  feelings  of  his  listener,  that 
it  would  have  required  an  almost  superhuman  keenness  of  intellect,  or  a 
knowledge  of  Chievosa's  peculiar  circumstances,  to  have  been  able  to 
unravel  the  intricacies  of  ms  tale.  Margaret  of  Parma  turned  to  her 
informer,  and  said : 

"  Know  you  more  concerning  this  conspiracy  ?" 
"  I  have  heard  that  it  was  intended  to  push  crime  and  audacity  so  far, 
as  to  submit  the  whole  of  the  country  to  the  same  System  of  pillage,  and 
even  to  add  murder  to  sacrilege,  should  they  not  be  able,  by  the  latter 
alone,  to  frighten  your  highness  into  granting  all  their  desires.  Brüssels 
is  not  to  escape  the  &te  of  other  towns ;  nor— I  grieve  to  say  it — is  your 
sacred  person  to  be  respeoted." 

41  They  never  shall  wring  anything  firom  me !"  ezclaimed  the  duchess. 
"  But  surely  you  have  no  proof  of  this  T 

"  At  present  I  can  but  speak  of  what  I  have  heard  with  my  own  ears  \ 
but  soon,  I  hone,  I  shall  be  able  to  lay  before  your  highness  sufficient 
proo£s  of  the  mlsehood  of  every  member  of  your  counciL" 

"  You  have  already  suoceeded  in  openin?  my  eyes  to  the  treaohery  of 
the  Count  of  Egmont  I  have  since  heard  more.  There  is  a  secretary 
of  his— Caaembrot,  Lord  of  Bakerseel— who  possesses  the  whole  of  hu 
oonfidence,  and  who,  aa  I  am  oredibly  mfiormed,  is  a  Gueux  and  a 
heretic. 

A  tlight,  almost  imperoeptible  shade  of  embarrassmeut  crossed  Chie- 
voea's  countenance. 

"  I  never  saw  him  at  any  of  their  Conferences,"  he  seid ;  and  added, 
somewhat  hesitatingly,  "  Nor  do  I  believe  him  to  be  either." 

"  Nay,  I  am  too  well  informed  on  that  head,"  rejoined  the  duchess, 
drily,  "  to  have  any  doubts  whatever  on  the  subject." 

Having  liatened  to  a  lengihened  detail  of  all  that  had  oocurred  in 
Antwerp,  the  duchess  closed  this  long  and,  to  her,  affitating  Conference, 

"  Continue  but  as  vigilant,  as  active  as  you  have  hitherto  been,"  said 
she,  "  and  von  may  depend  upon  my  assurance  that  the  king,  who  loves 
to  reward  those  who  serve  him  well,  will  not  overlook  you,    Fidelity  is 
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now  so  rare,  that,  even  in  a  humble  walk  of  life,  it  cannot  be  eo  hid  bat 
its  merits  will  bring  upon  it  recompense.  I  will  represent  what  you  have 
done  in  a  manner  by  which  you  shall  see  how  satisfied  I  am  with  your 
conduct.  Your  Information  bas  ever  been  most  astonishingly  correct  and 
extensive,  and  your  representations  of  characters  prove  as  mach  capacity, 
as  to  penetrate  thus  into  the  secrets  of  those  wbose  machinations  would 
lose  tne  State  argues  adroitness  and  resolution.  I  have  not  forgotten  your 
timely  warning  of  tbe  oonfederacy  when  it  was  yet  in  its  bud — the  night- 
scene  that  passed  at  tbe  palace  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  when  be  and 

that  false   De  Hörn  dared  to  question But  it  matters  not.     I 

merely  mention  it  in  order  that  you  may  see  how  mindful  I  am  of  the 
past.  I  have  even  sent  his  majesty  the  list,  written  down  by  yourself,  of 
the  names  of  those  who  attended  the  banquet  held  at  the  Count  of  Cul- 
lenberg's  last  April.  As  far  as  I  could  discover,  it  was  correct  to  the 
letter — the  most  so,  indeed,  of  any  handed  me  on  that  occasion.  Your 
announcement,  too,  of  the  entrance  of  Count  Brederode  and  his  adhe- 
rents  into  Antwerp  was  timely ;  and  despatch  is  the  next  best  thing  to 
secrecy.  You  perceive,  I  forget  none  of  your  Services.  If  I  do  not  ac- 
knowledge  them  now,  it  is  because  my  exchequer  is  low.  But  I  know," 
ehe  continued,  "that  money  only  is  not  what  you  most  desire.  Ho- 
nours,  too,  will  be  added,  all  in  good  time.  Persevere  but  as  faithfully 
and  Buccessrully  as  you  have  done  heretofore,  and  you  may  depend  upon 
my  good  wilL 

When  her  agent  had  withdrawn,  in  spite  of  her  utmost  efforts  at  com- 
posure  the  regent  could  not  partake  of  her  meal  as  usual,  and,  after 
spending  several  hours  in  her  oratory,  was  compelled  to  yield  to  the 
weakness  of  her  nature,  and  seek  her  couch.  She  was  restless  and 
feverish,  and  the  Symptoms  of  her  hereditary  malady,  the  gout,  became 
so  strong,  that  her  anxious  ladies  entreated  her  to  permit  the  attendance 
of  her  physician.  He  came,  and  prescribed  composing  draughts.  But 
what  leech  can  prescribe  for  an  anxious  mind? — what  draught  soothe 
away  the  busy  thought  ? 

When  Chievosa  turned  his  back  upon  the  Palais  de  la  Cour,  his  pro- 
ceedings  would  have  puzzled  an  observer.  He  glided  cautiously  under  the 
shadow  of  the  buildings  until  he  reached  the  opposite  street.  Here  he 
did  not  pause,  but  hurried  up  one  alley,  and  down  another,  as  if  anxious 
to  obliterate  all  traces  of  his  course ;  then  retraced  his  steps,  by  another 
passage,  nearly  to  the  spot  whence  he  had  started ;  and,  finally,  stopped 
before  the  palace  of  the  Prince  of  Orange.  Here,  as  we  have  seen,  he 
was  well  known,  and  was  suffered  to  pass  unchallenged ;  nor  did  be  find 
any  difficulty  in  being  introduced  into  the  prince's  presence,  who  left  the 
apartment  in  which  he  had  been  occupied  with  his  secretaries  to  receive 
ms  visitor  in  a  more  private  closet. 

"  Have  you  brought  me  any  fresh  Information  ?"  he  inquired.  "  It  is 
long  since  I  have  seen  you  ?" 

The  manner  of  Chievosa  was  very  düFerent  in  the  presence  of  the 
prince  to  that  which  he  had  observed  towards  the  regent.  His  attitude 
was  less  servile,  and  yet  his  looks  were  more  guarded,  as  if  he  were 
arming  himself  aginst  the  penetrating  glances  to  which  he  was  now 
exposed. 

"  I  never  approach  your  highness  but  when  I  have  soraething  of  im- 
portance  to  commumcate.,> 
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"  I  know,"  replied  the  prince,  "  you  widerstand  your  business  tho- 
rooghly." 

Chievosa's  cheek  flushed  at  theee  words,  so  drily  spoken,  bat  he 
answered  them  not 

"  The  Iconoclaflts  have  begun  their  Operations  at  Antwerp,"  said  he ; 
"  and,  being  desirous  of  giving  you  the  first  intelligence,  I  left  them  at 
their  work.  The  magistrates  are  so  confounded,  that  I  have  no  doubt 
they  will  negleet  to  send  messengers  to  the  regent  and  to  your  highness 
until  they  have  in  sonie  measnre  recovered  frorn  the  stunning  effects  of 
their  surprise." 

"  I  expected  this,"  observed  the  prince,  coolly.  "  Were  other  dis- 
torbances  joined  to  that  ?" 

"  As  yet  there  have  been  none — none  at  least  of  any  consequence  had 
takenplace  before  Heft  the  town.  Sorae  litüe  episodes  there  were  of  course." 

"  The  Protestants,  I  conclude,  are  not  implicated  ?"  inquired  the  Prince. 
"  As  elsewhere,  it  is  the  lowest  rabble  of  the  town  that  have  committed 
these  depredations  ?" 

"  Certainly  up  to  the  time  of  my  departure  it  was  so." 

"  It  would  have  been  very  easy  for  the  magistrates  to  have  quelled  the 
whole  afiair  at  once— but  I  knew  it  would  be  so — I  was  convinced  that  the 
raoment  I  left  they  would  not  know  how  to  face  mattere." 

"  Their  weakness  is  indeed  inconceivable,"  said  Lopez;  "  a  handful  of 
determined  men  could  have  turned  all  these  robbers  out  of  the  gates,  but 
the  whole  town  seems  to  have  fallen  asleep.  Since  your  highness  has  left, 
a  general  lethargy  pervades  all  the  better  classes.  Unfortunately,  there 
is  no  lack  of  evü  men  who  are  willing  to  turn  this  unlucky  event  to  the 
best  account  for  their  interests  or  their  intrigues.  Among  them  there  is 
one  man  who,  I  regret  to  say,  has  already  availed  himself  of  it  for  the 
worst  possible  purpose." 

tf  Indeed  !     How  mav  that  be?" 

"  This  man,  a  Cathohc  priest,  a  monk  of  the  order  of  the  Premontres, 
is — does — in  short,  gives  the  regent,  from  time  to  time,  usefiil  hints — at 
least  such  as  she  conceives  to  be  useful,  though  based  more  on  hiß  malice 
than  on  truth." 

"  In  short  he  is  a  spy,"  remarked  the  prince,  whilst  a  slight  smile  passed 
over  his  Ups  that  again  crimsoned  Chievosa's  cheek. 

"  He  is,  or  pretends  to  be,  a  friend  to  the  Gueux  and  Protestants,  that 
he  may  the  more  surely  betray  them.  He  has,  to  my  certain  knowledge, 
paved  the  way  to  these  acte  of  violence  that  have  disgraced  the  town ; 
misguiding  by  his  treacherous  counsels  some  poor  fishermen  who  had 
confidence  in  nim,  with  the  design,  should  the  plan  succeed,  of  represefft- 
ing  the  whole  affair  to  the  regent  as  originating  with  these  parties,  and 
of  declaring  that  their  furtherance  of  such  scandals  was  the  result  of  their 
ill-will  to  the  Catholic  Church  and  the  regent's  authority,  and  that  they 
were  perpetrated  with  a  view  to  frightening  her  into  compliance  with  their 


"  But  as  you  have  arrived  here  in  all  haste,"  interrupted  the  prince, 
u  surely  he  has  not  yet  had  time  to  inform  the  prince»  ?" 

"  I  fear  he  was  beforehand  with  me,  your  highness,  for  I  only  left  the 
town  on  the  morning  foUowing  the  night  on  which  the  image-breakers 
began  their  work  of  destruction.    Whereas  I  know  he  sent  off  a  messenger 
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to  warn  the  prineess  when  tke  evil  hadscarcely  begun.  We  orossed  each 
other  on  the  road — he  on  his  return — I  upon  my  way  hither.  I  managed 
to  draw  his  teeret  from  him,  for  I  had  some  shrewd  suspicions  of  his  real 
character  and  objeet,  though  I  did  not  effect  this  without  difficulty-~I 
may  even  say  some  personal  risk." 

"  I  widerstand,"  said  the  prince.  "  You  shall  not  have  done  this  in  vain. 
Go  on— go  on." 

"This  messenger  had even  been  ohaxged  with  letters  as  proofs of  what 
the  priest  advanoed — letters,  forged  of  course — from  the  ohiefs  of  the 
Gueux,  supposed  to  have  been  written  to  one  another." 

"  And  these  letters  were  to  prove,"  said  the  prince,  "that  the  Gueux 
and  Protestants  have  organised  the  Iconoclasts  all  over  the  country  ?" 

u  Exactly  so,  your  highness." 

44  And  know  you  by  whom  they  were  purported  to  be  written?" 

Chievosa  hesitated  a  moraent,  in  evident  embairassment. 

"  I  dare  scarcely  teil  your  highness— it  seems  so  incredible,  though  it 
is  strictly  true." 

The  prince  reiterated  his  commands. 

"  Then  I  will  own  what  I  know,  even  at  the  riak  of  passing  for  a  bar. 
These  letters  bore  the  signature  of  Count  Louis  of  Nassau." 

The  prince  started:  but  he  immediately  reeovered  himself. 

"  You  must  be  mistaken,"  said  he,  with  emphasis.  "  No  one  would 
have  dared  to  venture  on  so  vile  a  fabrication.  Another  name  must  have 
been  misused— it  could  not  have  been  that  of  Count  Louis." 

"  The  duchess  was  not  so  incredulous,"  said  Lopex,  with  a  alight  smile. 
"  I  am  credibly  informed  that  she  believed  them  to  be,  not,  indeed,  coun- 
terfeits,  but  Originals  in  the  band  of  the  count." 

The  prince  insisted  no  further ;  nor  was  it  poasible  for  Chievosa's  keen 
glance  to  detect  whether  a  disbelief  of  the  story  altogether,  a  disagreeable 
conviction  of  its  veracity,  or  a  disinclination  to  pursue  the  subjeet  with  a 
person  whom  he  held  in  such  slight  esteem  as  his  visitor,  were  the  cause 
of  his  thus  waving  the  subjeet, 

"  What  can  the  monk's  objeet  be?"  inquired  the  prince,  after  a  pause, 
"  in  playing  the  part  you  would  assign  to  nim?" 

"  Ambition.  He  knows  the  regent  to  be  all-powerfiil  with  the  Church  of 
Borne,  of  which  she  is  one  of  the  stauncheet  supporters." 

A  slight  elevatum  of  the  prince's  brow  was  the  only  sign  of  attention. 

"Besides,"  continued  Chievosa,  "the  man  is  radieaUy  bad.  He  has 
pursued  with  a  secret  and  deadly  enmity,  under  the  mask  of  friendship, 
and  that  for  years,  an  honest  burgher  of  Antwerp,  whom  your  highneas 
has  deigned  to  notice— poor  Van  Meeren,  the  tapestry  weaver." 

"  Ah !  I  remember,"  said  the  prinoe. 

"  It  was  he  who  denounced  the  inoffensive  man;  and  when  your  high- 
ness caused  his  Hberation  he  tracked  him  on  his  night,  and  threw  him 
again  into  the  power  from  which  he  had  so  lately  been  released." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  this  ?"  inquired  the  prince. 

( ( I  have  spoken  to  those  who  saw  die  oapture  of  the  vessel  on  board 
which  he  was  leaving  the  country,  and  himself  at  the  port  of  Middle- 
borg." 

"  Have  you  traced  him  further?" 

"  I  have  not  been  able,  my  lord." 
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"This  is  passing  stränge!  And  what  was,  or  could  be,  the  priest's 
motive  for  so  persevering  a  persecution?" 

"Blind  zeal  for  the  interest  of  the  Churoh.  At  least,  that  is  the  only 
motive  I  can  suppose.  Being  the  spiritual  guide  of  the  only  daughter  and 
heiress  of  this  rieh  merchant,  he  has  long  desired  to  ensure  her  person, 
and  with  it  her  wealth,  to  one  of  the  poorer  sisterhoods  #f  Antwerp,  and 
a  long  subsisting  attachment  of  the  daughter,  supported  and  encouraged 
fay  the  father,  alone  stood  in  the  way  of  bis  favounte  plan.  Van  Meeren 
once  disposed  of,  the  artful  monk  knew  well  how  to  turn  the  sorrow  of  the 
bereaved  daughter  into  the  Channel  of  bis  wishes." 

"And  the  expecting  lover  is,  doubtless,  yourself,  Senor  Lopez?*' 

"  Your  highness's  penetration  has  discovered  my  Beeret  at  a  glance." 

"  That  was  not  dimcult,"  replied  the  prince,  with  a  gracious  and  un- 
bending  air. 

"  !£,"  continued  Chievosa,  drawing  himself  up  to  ins  fall  height,  "  I 
sueeeed  in  securing  such  a  fate,  I  frankly  own  I  shall  withdraw  myself 
from  your  higbness's  Service.  I  have  already  confessed,  in  all  sincerity, 
that  mine  is  a  career  which  necessity  alone  has  oompelled  me  to  embrace. 
Bot  having  once  been  forced  into  it,  I  beüeve  I  am  as  honest  in  my  call- 
ing  as  most  other  men." 

"  Hidden  senrices  are  often  the  most  useful,"  said  William  of  Nassau, 
who  more  than  any  other  man  was  aware  of  their  value.  cc  You  know  I 
am  not  ungrateful  for  them.  You  have  already  rendered  me  good  Service, 
for  which  I  shall  requite  you  to  the  utmost  of  my  power,  and  if  I  can,  1 
will  further  your  union,  even  at  the  risk  of  loeing  all  the  advantages  which 
I  derive  from  your  valuable  informations." 

Lopez  expressed  his  gratitude  in  a  terse,  raanly  manner,  and  assured 
the  prince,  what  was  true,  that  he  had  always  been  paid  above  his  deserta, 

"  And  so,"  continued  the  prince,  "  your  enemy  is — I  really  forget,  and 
yet  would  wish  to  remember — a  monk — of  what  order  did  you  say  ?" 

"  Of  the  Premontres,  your  highness.  In  religion  he  is  caued  Father 
Eustace,  in  the  world  he  was  Floris  Tan  Hoven." 

William  of  Nassau  needed  not,  like  Margaret  of  Parma,  to  write  down 
any  details  which  he  was  desirous  of  presenring.  What  was  once  written 
on  the  tablet  of  his  memory  was  engraven  as  on  adamant :  nor  time,  nor 
weightter  things  could  eflnee  it.  Of  this  the  artful  Spaniard  was  well 
aware. 

"  I  gathered,"  continued  he,  "  from  his  messenger  something  about  his 
having,  either  unwittingly,  or  to  further  some  fresh  and  malicious  designs, 
deHyered  oyer  the  treasures  of  his  Church  into  the  hands  of  the  Iconoclasts. 
If  so,  he  will  be  soon  out  of  my  way,  and  I  need  bear  him  no  malioa. 
When  I  hare  something  fresh  of  importanoe  to  communicate— something 
which  your  highness  might  think  worthy  of  reward— I  will  venture  to  oome 
and  entreat  you  to  remember  the  gracious  promise  you  have  this  day 
given  me,  of  furthering  my  most  earnest  desire  in  this  world ;  when, 
though  no  longer  proving  my  devotion  after  the  same  manner,  I  shall  not 
cease  to  be  your  devoted  serrant." 

"  You  could  searoely  select  a  better  one,"  obserred  the  prince,  and  the 
audience  was  at  an  end :  but,  as  we  have  dury  shown,  when  the  tardy 
mcasengsra  of  the  magistrates  of  Antwerp  arrived  at  the  palace  of  the 
regent  and  that  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  their  intalligenoe  had  no  longer 
anythmg  starding  to  either. 
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SHAKSPEARE  AND  HIB  CRITIC8. 

In  Shakspeare's  progress  towards  fame  he  began,  like  lion-like  March, 
in  storm,  assailed  by  the  blast»  of  invective  and  exasperated  envy,  to  end 
in  the  soft  and  warm  sunshine  of  an  April  of  uncontested  security.  He 
pursued  his  way,  a  nameless  recruit  in  the  forlorn  hope  who  strive  to 
acale  Olympus,  without  even  ambition— "  that  last  infirmity  of  noble 
minds" — to  spur  him  onwards,  to  reach,  as  'twere  in  very  spite  of  him- 
self,  the  highest  throne  of  immortality.  This  spoilt  child  of  fortune's 
reputation  sunk  under  the  Stuarts,  to  rise  again  alter  one  short  Century 
of  forgetfulness,  like  that  classic  stream  that,  suddenly  melting  into  the 
earth,  rises  again  to  pursue  its  bright  progress  to  the  sea  at  some  dis- 
tance  from  the  spot  where  its  waters  are  so  suddenly  engulfed.  He 
defied  Fortune,  and  robbed  her  of  her  wheel,  broke  off  the  spokes,  and 
rolled  it  to  the  fiends  ;  still  ehe  pursued  him  with  that  golden  cincture, 
destined  for  him  before  earth  had  a  name,  the  glorious  crown  that  had 
rested  on  the  grey  temples  of  the  old  Mceonides,  the  birthright  which  he 
could  not  lose.  He  left  Stratford  a  penniless  outcast,  to  seek  his  fortune 
in  the  Babylon  of  the  West ;  he  returned  to  his  father's  home  füll  of 
honour,  to  ehd  his  days  in  peace,  and  in  whose  humble  rillage  church,  now, 
"  after  life's  fitfiil  fever,  he  sleeps  weD,"  leaving  his  works  not  even  ga- 
thered  from  the  Stalls  of  St  Paul's  Churchyard  or  the  tiring-room  on  the 
Bankside,  without  writing  in  his  life  a  line  that  would  indicate  that  fond 
desire — that  lingering  after  immortality — that  so  generally  accompanies 
genius.  He  might  arise  from  his  tomb  after  two  centuries  to  find  his  plays 
in  every  hand — his  name  on  every  tongue.  Yet  he,  too,  had  enemies,  as 
there  are  those  who  have  preferred  the  damps  of  a  dungeon  to  clear  air 
and  blessed  sunshine ;  from  his  early  rival,  who  called  nun  a  "  beggarly 
Shakescene,"  ua  poor  factotum,"  sneered  at  the  youthful  rant  of  his 
revisal  of  "Henry  VI.,"  and  the  poverty  of  "  Pericles,"  down  to  Johnson, 
who  dogmatised  at  any  risk,  and  whose  mind  was  cast  into  too  unchange- 
able  a  mould  to  be  absorbed  into  the  catholicity  of  Shakspeare,  and  even  to 
Gifford,  whose  bitterness  learnt  to  defend  Ben  tili  he  grew  into  a  contempt 
of  Will. 

On  the  continent  his  glory  has  spread  unequally.  In  Germany,  the 
labours  of  Tieck  and  Schlegel,  Schiller  and  Goethe,  have  infoaed  into 
that  Teutonic  mind,  so  akin  to  ours,  a  love  for  Shakspeare,  as  complete 
though  perhaps  less  critical  than  our  own.  In  Goethe's  <(  Wahrheit  und 
Dichtung,"  the  most  poetical  of  autobiographies,  we  find  the  great  com- 
panions  of  his  youth  racking  their  brains  to  paraphrase  even  the  idle 
quips  and  the  tedious  jests  of  "  Love's  Labour  Lost" 

In  France,  the  obedient  and  unquestioning  followers  of  that  arch-im- 
poster  and  witty  sciolist  Voltaire  have  bended  to  that  monstrous  oracle 
which  pronounced  the  writers  of  the  Elizabethan  age  as  nought,  and  the 
works  of  Shakspeare  himself  nothing  but  a  "  great  dunghill,"  thß  divine 
author  a  "  drunken  savage,"  and  which  describes  "  Hamlet"  as  a  play 
where  a  wife  poisons  her  husband,  while  her  son,  taking  her  prime  minister 
for  a  rat»  kills  him ;  the  play  finishing  with  a  dinner-party,  where  every 
one  getö  drunk  and  cuts  the  throat  of  his  fellow.  We  eztract  his  remarks 
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on  the  character  of  Fahtaff,  which  we  find  in  that  vile  Compound  of 
obscenity  and  blasphemy  "  L'Homme  aux  Quarante  Ecus :" — "  A  Mr. 
Home,  a  great  connoisseur,  of  Scotland,  teaches  us  the  manner  of  making 
our  heroes  talk  wisely.  I  subjoin  an  excellent  example,  drawn  from  the 
tragedy  of  '  Henry  IV.,'  the  composition  of  his  divine  Shakspeare. 
This  divine  Shakspeare  iutroduces  my  LordFahtaff,  a  chief  justice,  who 
represents  to  the  lang  that  he  has  just  hung  a  prisoner,  John  ColeviUe  : 
4  Sire,  le  voilä ;  je  tous  le  livre.  Je  supplie  votre  grace  de  faire  enregistrer 
ce  feit  d'armes  parmi  les  autres  de  cette  journee,  ou,  par  Dieu,  je  le  ferai 
mettre  dans  une  ballade,  avec  mon  portrait  ä  la  t&te.  On  verra  ColeviUe 
me  baisant  les  pieds.  Voilä  ce  que  je  ferai  si  vous  ne  rendez  pas  ma  gloire 
aussi  brillante  qu  une  piece  de  deux  sous  doree.  Et  alors  vous  la  verrez 
dans  le  clair  ciel  de  la  renommee  ternir  votre  splendeur  comme  la  pleine 
lune  efface  les  charbons  Steinte  de  Ferment  de  Fair,  qui  ne  paraissent 
autour  d'elle  que  comme  des  tetes  d'epingle.'  "  To  this  extract,  which  we 
have  purposely  left  untranslated,  to  allow  our  readers  to  enjoy  the  mock 
solemnity  with  which  the  scoffer  gives  so  mournful  a  piece  of  tragedy,  he 
adds :  "  This  is  the  absurd  and  abominable  gallimaufry,  very  frequent  in 
the  divine  Shakspeare,  that  Mr.  John  Home  proposes  for  our  model  of 
good  taste  and  genius,  and  in  comparison  of  which  Mr.  Home  dubs  the 
'  Iphigenia'  and  *  Phedra'  of  Racine  as  mere  absurdities." 

This  extract  drives  the  French  to  either  of  these  two  dilemmas — either 
the  monarch  of  wits  was  too  dull  and  too  careless  to  detect  the  exquisite 
humour  of  our  mock  heroic,  or  he  was  fully  aware  of  the  irony,  and  wil- 
fully  hid  it,  in  affected  ignorance,  from  his  readers.  Between  a  fool  and 
a  liar  the  alternative  is  as  little  pleasing  as  between  Johnson's  rotten  egg 
and  bad  oyster.  u  This,"  says  Coleridge,  speaking  of  one  of  Voltaire's 
remarks,  "is  not  very  like  Shakspeare,  büt  it  is  very  like  Voltaire." 
What  could  be  the  appreciation  of  the  man  who,  though  he  owned  and 
attempted  to  reform  the  incorrections  of  his  own  stage,  when  he  translated 
a  play  of  Shakspeare,  passed  with  a  sneer  over  "  Lear"  and  "  Othello," 
and  alighted  upon  "  Julius  Csasar  ?" 

Of  the  absurd  caricatures  of  Shakspeare  introduced  on  the  modern 
French  boards  we  cannot  say  too  little.  Macbeth  in  a  nightcap  is  the 
smallest  of  these.  But  let  us  pass  over  them,  when  we  remember  that 
even  Schiller  has  cut  out  the  coarse  but  natural  remarks  of  Macbeth* s 
Porter,  and  put  in  his  mouth  a  song  fall  of  the  rosy-fingered  dawn  and 
"  Phibbus  car."  One  Frenchman  thinks  his  kings  are  not  kingly,  while 
another  laughs  at  Hamlet  alluding  to  his  royal  mother's  shoes : 

Or  ere  those  shoes  were  old  wherewith  she 
Followed  my  dead  father  to  the  grave. 

But  to  return  to  our  English  carpers,  who 

Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike ; 
Hint  at  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike. 

Unlike  the  Roman  hireling  who  entered  the  dungeon  to  murder  Marius, 
they  drop  not  their  poisoned  pens,  scared  by  the  sublimity  of  him  who  sits 
enthroned.  Dennis  and  Rymer  think  his  Romans  are  not  sufficiently 
Roman,  while  Johnson  "  pcoh-poobs*'  his  works  as  an  usher  would  a 
schoolboy's  theme,  or  a  manager  the  produetion  of  a  Grub-street  wit 
Everythingfs  wrong.    "  Betwixt  the  Substantive  and  the  adjeetive,  which 
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should  agree  together  in  number,  case,  and  gender,  he  made  a  breacb, 

thus And  betwixt  the  nominative  case,  which,  your  lordship  knows, 

should  govern  the  verb,  he  suspended  his  voice  in  the  epilogue  a  dozen 
times,  three  seconds  and  three-fifths,  by  a  stop-watch,  my  lord,  each 
time."  Admirable  grammarian !  excellent  observer !  dull  monarch  of 
long-winded  periods !     Take  him  anywhere : 

"  Shakspeare  writes  often  with  great  appearance  of  toil  and  study, 
what  is  written  at  last  with  little  ease  or  faciHty.  ...  In  tragedy  he 
is  always  struggling  to  be  comic.  ...  In  his  tragic  seenes  there  is 
always  something  wanting.  (Matchless  impudence !)  His  tragedy  pleases 
only  by  action,  and  is  the  effect  of  skill.  His  dialogue  is  not  wholly 
without  ruggedness  or  difficulty.  His  sentiments  are  forced,  and  his 
action  improbable.  He  sacrifices  virtue  to  conyenience  ;  and  is  so  mach 
more  careful  to  please  than  to  instruct,  that  he  seems  to  write  with 
no  moral  purpose — a  fault  which  the  barbarity  of  the  age  cannot  ex- 
tenuate.  His  plots  are  loosely  formed,  and  carelessly  pursued ;  rather 
written  with  ease  than  to  instruct  or  delight  Catastrophes  improbably 
produced,  are  imperfectly  represented ;  their  end  neglected ;  and  he  has 
no  regard  to  distiaction  of  time  and  place.  In  his  Comic  dialoguea  he 
fatls;  his  jests  are  gross  and  unpleasantly  licentious.  (Fiel  Doctor, 
then  some  licentiousness  may  be  agreeable.)  In  tragedy,  the  more  he 
laboured  the  worse  he  wrote  ;  and  whenever  he  solicits  his  invention,  or 
strains  his  faculties,*  the  oflspring  of  his  throe  is  tumour,  weariness, 
tediousness,  and  obscurity.  In  narrative  he  is  yerbose  ;  he  affects  a  dis- 
proportionate  pomp  of  diction— (Gnothi  seauton  descendit  e  cealol)— and 
felis  into  a  wearisome  train  of  circumlocution.  His  set  speeches  are 
cold,  weak,  and  pedantic ;  and  he  Beidom  escapes  without  the  pity  or 
resentment  of  his  hearers.  He  is  sometimes  entangled  with  an  unwieldy 
sentiment,  which  he  cannot  well  express  and  will  not  reject ;  he  puts  lt 
in  any  words,  and  leaves  the  reader  to  disentangle  the  knot  The 
equahty  of  words  to  things  is  often  neglected,  and  trivial  sentiments 
and  vulgär  ideas  disappoint  the  attention.  What  he  does  best  he  soon 
ceases  to  do.  He  is  not  long  soft  and  pathetic  withont  some  idle  con- 
ceit  or  contemptible  equivocation.  He  no  sooner  beging  to  more  than  he 
counteracts  himself,  and  terror  and  pity,  as  they  are  rising  in  the  mind, 
are  checked  and  blasted  by  sudden  frigidity.  Quibbles  lead  him  out  of 
the  way,  and  engulf  him  in  mud.  For  a  quibble  he  sacrifices  nature.  A 
poor  and  harren  quibble  gave  him  such  delight,  that  he  was  content  to 
purchase  it  by  the  sacrifice  of  reason,  propriety,  and  truth.  A  quibble 
was  for  him  the  Cleopatra  for  which  he  lost  the  v>orld>  and  was  content 
to  lose  it." 

And,  with  the  ridiculous  verdict  that  his  comedy  was  nature  and  his 
tragedy  art,  he  bangs  down  the  scurvy  play-book,  and  hurries  off  to 
despotise  at  the  Kitcat  Club. 

Oh!  the  fatuity  of  man.  AlasI  the  hold  that  envy  has  orer  the  wisest 
and  the  best ! 

For  Shakspeare  to  be  strack  from  the  firmament  where  he  dwells  "  a 
bright  particular  star,"  were,  indeed,  for  a  man  of  war  from  his  youth  to 
be  jpelted  to  death  by  children  in  puny  battle.  It  were,  indeed,  to  say 
again, 

The  eagle,  towering  in  his  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawked  at  and  killed. 
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And  although  we  have  in  these  extracts  distüled  into  one  mortal  dose 
for  any  bat  the  divin©  one  the  poison  that  stains  some  dozen  leaves, 
we  have  said  sufficient  to  prove  irrefutablv  how  far  Shakspeare  was  ap- 
preciated  by  Dr.  Johnson.  Not  even  Dryden's  genius  could  tear  off  the 
vry  from  the  old  tower  to  see  the  füll  beauty  of  itfl  rieh  carvellings  and 
antic  forma,  He  says  :  "  Shakspeare  is  many  times  flat  and  insipid ;  his 
comic  wit  degenerating  into  clenches,  his  serioos  swelling  into  bombast." 
He  even  laid  polluted  hands  on  the  "Tempest,"  and  blotted  its  stain- 
less  purity  with  the  lasciviousness  of  a  corrupt  court ;  while  old  Täte, 
who  turnet!  David's  lyre  into  a  jews-harp,  bedizened  mad  Lear  in  a  suit 
of  lace. 

Even  Hume,  like  his  arch-leader  Voltaire,  has  his  kick  at  the  dead 
lion: 

"  A  reasonable  propriety  of  thought,"  he  says,  nibbing  his  pen  newly, 
"he  (onr  Will,  everybody  s  Will)  cannot  for  any  time  uphold.  It  is  in 
Tain  we  look  either  for  continued  purity  or  simplicity  of  diction.  Total 
ignorance  of  all  theatrical  propriety,  and  wantof  taste,  gives  way  only  at 
intervals  to  the  irradiations  of  genius."  Even  a  late  almost  unknown 
anthor  picks  up  his  dirty  pebble  to  sling  at  the  giant's  brow.  He 
speak8  of  Rowe  s  tragedies  "  as  belog  free  from  the  barbarism  of  Shak- 
speareM — Rowe,  whom  nobody  can  read,  who  wrote  on  paper  "  dipped 
in  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  EasL" 

Let  ns  enter  on  particular  plays.  Warburton,  who  must  always  see 
further  into  a  millstone  than  his  brother,  finds  in  the  Fria^s  words 
in  the  "  Measure  for  Measure," 

.    .    •    .  Thy  best  of  rest  issleep, 

And  that  thou  oft  provok*st;  and  yet  grossly  fearest 

Thy  death,  which  is  no  more, 

a  plagiarism  from  Cicero ;  and  Johnson  caps  it  by  dubbing  it  impious, 

trite,  and  vulgär. 
Fools,  purblind  fools,  did  ye  erer  read  the  Scripture  ? — "  But  some 

are  fidlen  adeep" 
Does  he  say  eternal  sleep— free  e'en  from  dreams  ?  ^ 
Weary  of  the  sublime  revery  of  Claudio,  Johnson  listens  with  delight 

to  the  foul  interpolations  put  in  the  mouths  of  Froth  and  fflbow,  which 

he  calls  "  very  natural  and  pleasing."    The  dull-eyed  critic ! 

Get  thee  glass  eyes, 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not. 

The  play  is  a  painful  play,  that  jars  like  discord  on  sweet  harmony. 
Haaditt  says  of  it :  "It  w  a  play  as  füll  of  genius  as  wisdom,  but  it  has 
a  general  want  of  passion,  and  out  sympathies  are  defeated."  And 
Coleridge  adds :  "  It  is  the  most  painful,  or  say,  rather,  the  only  painful 
part  of  Shakspeare's  genuine  works."  The  metre  is  rough,  and  the  lan- 
guage  crude.  To  ourselves  it  seems  the  unwilling  work  of  a  matured 
mmd,  written  either  for  some  day  of  need,  or  after  some  painful  national 
event,  such  as  the  executton  of  Essex. 

But  let  us  leare  the  blind  to  lead  the  blind,  as  they  have  done  from  all 
time,  and  will  to  all  eternity. 
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A  mosaic  pavement  will  be  nothing  to  the  variety  of  the  stray  re- 
marks  which  we  must  gather  in  under  thls  head  as  our  task  draws  nearer 
to  its  close.  Let  us  first  glance  at  the  loyalty  of  Shakspeare,  whith  seems 
to  have  been  extreme,  even  allowing  for  the  language  of  flattery  and  grati- 
tude,  and  the  high-flown  notions  of  an  age  of  despotic  government  Com- 
pliments  to  several  sovereigns  are  scattered  through  bis  works.  In  "  Mac- 
beth," written  at  Stratford  three  years  after  the  ascent  of  James,  there 
18  a  well-turned  allusion  to  the  toucning  for  the  evil,  on  which  greatstress 
was  probably  laid  by  that  superstitious  king : 

A  most  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king  ; 
Which  often,  since  roy  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  seen  him  do.     How  he  solicits  Heaven, 
Himself  best  knows ;  but  strangely-visited  people, 
All  swoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  despair  of  surgery,  he  eures  ; 
Hanging  a  golden  stamp  about  their  neck, 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers ;  and  'tis  spoken 
To  the  sueeeeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediction.     With  this  stränge  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy ; 
And  sundry  blessings  hang  about  bis  throne, 
Tiiat  speak  him  füll  of  grace. 

In  the  scene  with  the  witches  on  the  blasted  heath  he  just  alludes  to 
the  union  of  the  two  crowns.  The  English  Solomon,  himself  a  scholar, 
must  have  appreciated  so  graceful  a  compliment  upou  such  a  subjeetfrom 
such  a  pen.  There  is  indeed  extant  a  credible  tradition  that  James 
wrote  to  him  with  his  own  royal  band,  the  letter  having  been  afterwards 
in  the  possession  of  Sir  William  Davenant  It  is  probable  that  the 
accession  of  a  Scottish  king  drew  his  attention  first  to  Scottish  history, 
as  presenting  legends  sure  to  be  attractive  to  the  crowds  of  hungry 
Norsemen  who  flocked  towards  the  rising  sun. 

That  Queen  Elizabeth  honoured  our  poet  there  can  be  no  question, 
although  no  fbundation  more  solid  than  ms  well-known  rapiöÜty  of  com- 
position  may  have  given  rise  to  the  story  of  his  writing  the  "  Merry 
Wives  of  Windsor"  in  a  fortnight,  at  the  request  of  his  royal  mistress, 
who  wanted  to  see  Falstaff'm  love — like  Milton's  elephant  twining  his 
lithe  proboscis  to  amuse  £ve. 

In  the  "  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,w  in  that  beautiful  embodiment  of 
those  legends  which  were  dying  away  since  his  youth,  he  has  inserted  a 
pieoe  of  flattery  which  must  have  been  irresistible  to  the  Virgin  Queen  : 

That  very  time  I  saw  (but  thou  could'st  not), 
Flying  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm'd :  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  vestal  throned  in  the  tuest, 
And  loos'd  his  love-shaft  smartly  from  his  bow, 
As  it  shoüld  pierce  a  hundred  thousand  hearts : 
But  I  roightsee  young  Cupid 's  fiery  shaft 
Quench'd  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  wat'ry  moon, 
And  the  imperial  vot'ress  passed  by, 
In  maiden  meditation,  fancy  free. 
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Which  of  the  herd  of  lovers  thought  he  of — Leicester,  Essex,  Eric  of 
SwedeD,  Anjou  of  France,  or  the  Austrian  prince  ? 

"The  Merry  Wives"  disappointa  one  by  containing  no  allusion  that 
would  flatter  the  royal  auditor,  with  the  exception  of  a  fewcomparatively 
poor  lines  on  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  unless  it  he  in  the  moral  of  the 
piece: 

Fie  on  sinful  fantasy ! 

Fie  on  lust  and  luxury ! 

But  the  crowning  piece  of  all  is  in  the  last  scene  of  "  Henry  VUL,"  a 
play  which,  probably  left  unfinished  hy  the  poet,  was  not  acted  at  least 
tili  afiter  his  death,  when  its  first  rehearsal,  by  an  accidental  fire,  torned 
the  Globe,  in  which  he  had  so  often  "  strutted  his  litüe  hour,"  into  a  sorf 
of  foneral  pile  in  honour  of  the  dead.  The  flattering  allusion  to  the 
Irving  cur  and  the  dead  lion  are  placed  prophetically  in  the  mouth  of 
Cranmer.  Its  interest  is  only  marred  by  tne  more  than  unoertainty  of 
its  coming  from  the  pen  of  Shakspeare. 

This  royal  infant  (Heaven  still  move  about  her  1), 

Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promises 

Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessings, 

Which  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness :  she  shall  be 

(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodness) 

A  pattern  to  all  princes  liying  with  her, 

And  all  that  shall  succeed :  Sheba  was  never 

More  covetous  of  wisdom  and  fair  virtue, 

Than  this  poor  soul  shall  be :  all  princely  graces, 

That  mould  up  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 

With  all  the  yirtues  that  attend  the  good, 

Shall  still  be  doubled  on  her :  truth  shall  nurse  her, 

Holy,  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her : 

She  shall  be  lov*d  and  fear*d :  her  own  shall  bless  her: 

Her  foes  shake  like  a  field  of  beaten  com, 

And  hang  their  heads  with  sorrow :  good  grows  with  her : 

In  her  daysv  everv  man  shall  eat'in  peace 

Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  sing 

The  merry  songs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours : 

God  shall  be  truly  known  ;  and  those  about  her 

From  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour, 

And  by  those  claim  their  greatness,  not  by  blood. 

Nor  shall  this  peace  sleep  with  her :  but  when 

The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phcenix 

Her  ashes  new  create  another  heir, 

As  great  in  admiration  as  herseif  % 

(And  when  Heaven  shall  call  her  from  this  doud  of  darkness,) 

Who,  from  the  sacred  asbes  of  her  honour, 

Shall  star-like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she  was, 

And  so  stand  fix'd :  peace,  plenty,  love,  truth,  terror, 

Shall  then  be  bis,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him ; 

Wherever  the  bright  sun  of  Heaven  shall  shine, 

His  honour,  and  the  greatness  of  his  name 

Shall  be,  and  make  new  creations.*    He  shall  flourisb, 

And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 

To  all  the  plains  about  him :— our  children's  children 

Shall  see  him,  and  bless  Heaven. 

9  An  aüusionto  the  colonyof  Virginia, (?) 
TOL.  XXL  X 
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T3a»»a*a^iofisia^^ 

She  shall  be,  to  ihe  hsppfMSS  of  ISntjlaafJ» 
Afi^agedpriaceBt;  raaoy  days  sfcafl  eee  fcer, 


A«d  yet  so  dar  withsK*  a  deesl  te 

WouW  I  hat  knewa  ao  MKl-to  skesnvatcfie; 

A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass 

To  the  ground,  and  all  the  werld  shall  aourn  her. 

This  has  none  of  Shakspeare's  ioog-reaooading'tnarch  and  energy  divine, 
'tit  moj»  like  die  worst  parts  of  Dekker  or  Marston,  aad  is  a  aad  watery 
paraphrase  of  scriptural  and  olassical  alkisions.  Th»  prolqgoe  to  the 
game  play  bas  Etile  of  the  gaiety  and  variety  of  Shakspaare,  and  eiinoai 
more  of  ihe  proud  defiaoce  whicn  Rare  Ben  Joason  was  so  atcaneelv  wont 
to  burl  in  the  teeth  of  bis  critieal  enemies.  On  the  nnndple  wfiich  most 
ODnunentators  go  upon,  of  setting  down  every  beamtifal  Gae  in  a  donntfid 
play  to  Shakspeare,  we  miAt  put  aside  for  bis  one  or  two  ccenes,  auch 
as  die  death  of  Catherine,  «c.,  -which  are  not,  kowever,  at  all  bejond  the 
powera  of  many  of  his  illustrious  co-mates. 

We  think  that  it  <may  at  «nee  wmngty  iktftmfte  -the  fertility  of  the 
poet's  mind,  as  well  as  his  loyatty  and  the  dsrection  of  Usllioagbts  to  those 
externa!  trappings  of  power  on  whieh  he  had  so  often  gaxed,  to  extract  a 
few  of  the  Danae*  showero  of  ngmes  bj  wfckhhehas  adoroad  so  lavishly 
the  simple  word — A  cbows. 

York.  And  this  feil  tempert  shall  not  cease  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuÜ  on  my  head, 
Like  to  the  glorious  scm's  transparent  heama, 
Shall  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  fiaw. 

Henry  71.9  Part  II*  Act  Itl.,  Scene  1. 

Gloucester.  Uotil  ray  uusshaped  trank  ikat  kears  ab«  head 
Be  rmmdimpalrd  müh  a  glormus  crotmu 

Mmry  VL>  Act  IU«  Seen*  1. 

LadyMütixtk.  Tbe  goidm  rvuitd. 

MtuibeA,  Aot  I.,  Seme  5. 

And  in  other  places  of  the  same  play,  "  the  gcJden  rjgol?  "the  round 
and  top  of  soyereignty,"  CT  the  gold-bound  btow." 

Gannt.  A  tkootaad  flatteren  tit  «Mm  tke  crvwn, 
Whose  coaapats  tt  tu»  trigger  than  Hbf  fcead ; 
And  yet  eooaged  in  so  amatl  a  *erge. 

l&chmi  IT,  Act  Tl.,  Scene  2. 

Same  play,  Act  IIL,  Scene  2  s 

fiioktmd.  Witfam «heaofltt»  aaawi, 
That  girds  the  nartal  teufte  of  a  ksag, 
Holds  Deaah  kb  ooart;  and  tstere  the  antiosita, 
Scoffieg  at  statay'and  grimnng  at  his  poaip. 

The  garkmd  worn  «oooesaivesy. 

Wky  dotk  <ke  crown  Jfe  ahm  ups«  tat  piflow? 


Skep  wthitaowJ 

Yet  not  so  sound,  or  half  to  deepty  awett, 
As  he  whose  brow  by  homely  biggin  bound» 
Snores  ont  the  wate*  of  night. 

Henry  IV.,  Act  IV.,  Scene«!. 


M? 


My  crown  n  in  my  beait,  not  ob  my  head ; 
Not  to  be  seen,  my  crowa  is  called  content 

Hvtry  F/.,  Act  IIL,  Scene  2. 
Tbe  imperial  w&ml  drebng  now  thy  bead, 

The  long-usurped  royalty, 
From  the  dead  temples  of  tbe  Woody  wreteh, 
Have  plucked 


—  »  w  •  V  « 

Hid'st  thoti  that  forehead  whh  a  golden  crown 
Tbat  should  be  branded. 

Richard  III. 

2).  Gloucester.  King  Henry 's  diadem, 

Eachased  witb  all  the  bonours  of  tbe  workL 

And  again : 

The  glorious  gold. 

Henry  VT.,  Part  I.,  Act  I.,  Scene  2. 

How  sweet  a  thing  it  Is  to  wear  a  crown« 
Within  whose  cixcuit  is  elysium. 

Beary  VL,  Part  IIL,  Act  I.,  Scene  2. 

The  inchiwre  rere* 
Of  golden  metal  tont  most  roaad  aiy  bfow* 

And  again: 

The  garland  of  tbe  realm. 

Bichord  IIL,  Act  IT.,  Scene  1. 

Of  Shakspeare's  imbleaching  loyalty  perhape  an  henditaiy  gilt  from 
bim  wbo  fougfet  at  Boswortjh — erery  play  beara  teatunony.  In  many 
there  is  visible  the  cbivalrons  and  personal  attachment  to  his  aorereign 
of  one  who  would  have  followed  nis  monarch — Hke  the  old  servant  he 
bas  bimaelf  so  beautifully  eketched— "  to  tbe  last  gasp  with  trath  and 
loyalty." 

The  deep  tone  of  earaeet  cotmetioti  with  which  tbe  eecond  Richard 
speaks  of  tne  drrine  rigfat  of  kntgB,  aright  bare  com*  Crom  the  Ups  of 
one  who  poured  out  hia  heart's  blood  at  Creesy  or  Potctier« : 

Fox  well  we  know  no  band  of  bone  or  blood 
Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  our  sceptre 
Unless  he  do  profane,  eteal,  or  usarp. 


Ye  know  my  mästen»  God  omnipotent, 
Is  musteriag  in  biscJouds  ob  onr  behalf 
Anaies  of  peatUence ;  and  they  aball  strike 
Tour  children,  yet  unborn  and  uabegot, 
Tbat  liftyour  Tassal  hands  against  my  head, 
And  threat  tbe  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 

Of  his  contempt  fbr  the  "rank-acented  many,"  ' "  tbe  general,"  erery 
line  of  "  CoriobunV9  beaxs  proo&  easily  oozxobozated  from  hu  Sonnets  and 
more  individualised  poems. 

How  deep  and  from  tbe  teul  comee  tbat  ■mertisa, 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough,  rode  sea, 
Can  wash  the  beim  from  an  anointed  head; 
The  fcmtffc  of  worldry  mea  canaat  depoat 
Thedepaty  eieated  by  tbe  Lord. 

Um  adsanars  of  Aas  ahmt  ao^Mmtwn  of  royaity  snay  he  fear*  bat 

z2 
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who  i*  there  whose  heart  does  not  glow  within  him  when  he  read«  such 
burning  lines  of  patriotism  as  those  which  oonelude  "  King  John,"  which 
might  have  been  well  written  when  the  armada  had  dashed  to  pieoes 
upon  our  rock-bound  coast, — would  a  Tyrtaeus  hare  been  wanted  lf  the 
Spaniard  had  landed? 

This  England  never  dxd  and  never  thall 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror, 
But  when  it  firet  did  help  to  wound  itsel£ 

•  •■••• 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arxns, 

And  we  shall  shock  them  ;  nought  shall  make  us  nie 
So  England  to  heraelf  do  prove  but  true. 

Nor   less    admirable  are  those   thrilling  words  of   old   Gaunt  in 

"  Richard  IL,"  which  no  Engliah  audience  should  ever  hear*without 

giving  three  cheen : 

The  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  sceptred  isle, 

This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Man, 

This  other  Eden,  demi-Paradise  ; 

This  fortress,  built  by  nature  for  herseif, 

Against  infection  and  the  hand  of  war ; 

This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world ; 

This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silyer  sea, 

(Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 

Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house, 

Against  the  envy  of  less  happy  lands ;) 

This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England, 

This  nurse,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 

Feared  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth, 

Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home, 

For  Christian  senrice  and  true  chivalry. 

•  ••••• 

This  land  of  such  dear  souls,  this  dear,  dear  land« 

•  •  •  •  •  • 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  sea, 
Whose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  surges 
Of  watery  Neptune. 

•  ••••• 

That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 

In  u  Cymbeline,"  he  callfl  our  tight  little  island  a  "  swan's  nest  in  a 

pool  ;w  and  Cloien  adds : 

Neptune1«  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable,  and  roaring  waters, 
With  sands  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies*  boats, 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  topmast. 

And,  lastly,  what  ardour  shines  forth  in  the  Speech  of  Henry  F.,  so 

well  known  that  we  are  almost  ashamed  to  quote : 

Arid  you,  good  yeomen 
Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  pastures ;  let  us  swear 
That  vou  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not ; 
For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 
That  hath  not  noble  hutrc  m  his  eye». 

Of  the  Obligation*  of  Shakspeare  to  his  predeceatora  and  contempo- 
raries  much  may  be  said,  for  little  ha*  yet  been  written.  Our  space  will 
not  allow  us  to  point  out  more  than  a  few  bteresting  oomridencea  from 
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the  "  Fairy  Queen"  of  that  bard  who  is  supposed  to  have  alluded  to  our 
poet  in  one  of  his  earlier  poems. 

Tbeie  can  be  no  doubt  that  a  poem  so  well  known,  and  of  such 
matchless  beauty,  must  have  been  deeply  perused  by  so  miscellaneous  a 
reader  as  Shakspeare. 

Fiom  the  2nd  book,  6th  canto,  Dan  Johris  plot  to  defame  Hero  in 
u  Mach  Ado  about  Nothing,"  seems  to  have  been  taken.  In  book  1, 
canto  10,  Despair  handing  the  dagger  to  the  Red-Cross  Knight,  reminds 
ns  of  the  temptation  of  Macbeth.  In  the  same  place,  the  phrase,  a  "  sea 
of  sorrows,"  cnanged  by  Hamlet  to  a  "  sea  of  troubles,"  is  found.  Book  2, 
canto  10,  is  the  story  of  Lear  at  füll  length,  much  more  as  Shakspeare 
drew  it  than it  can  be  found  in  the  old fabulous  chronicles,  and  Cordelias 
end  is  the  same ;  while  in  almost  the  next  page  occurs  the  sweet  name 
of  Imogene.  In  book  3,  canto  1,  as  well  as  in  one  of  bis  minor  poems, 
is  the  story  of  "  Venus  and  Adonis,"  which  Shakspeare  enlarged,  adopt- 
ing  all  the  harmony  of  his  predecessor's  verse,  and,  alas  !  all  bis  Hcen- 
tiousness.  In  another  place  we  find  the  name  of  Oberen,  and  the 
beautiful  expression,  "  heart-strings,"  used  in  "  Othello :" 

Though  my  jesses  were  her  dear  heart-strings. 

.  The  conflicting  passion  of  Spencer's  Miser  Malbecco  at  the  loss 
of  his  money  and  his  wife  u  at  one  feil  swoop,"  reminds  us  forcibly  of 
the  scene  between  Shylock  and  Tubah 

The  incantation  of  the  Wiiches  reminds  us  of  the  rhyme  of  Spencer, 
book  4,  canto  8 : 

Then  fair  grew  foule,  and  foule  grew  fair  indight. 

In  our  next  chapter  we  shall  conclude  our  series  by  a  few  general 
remarks,  to  prove  that  the  manners  of  the  Elizabethan  age  are  traceable 
in  every  play  of  Shakspeare. 
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Pakt  III. 

EN   BOÜTE   TO  CALIFORNIA. 

April  23,  1851. — We  have  been  making  but  little  way  since  my  last 
entry,  some  days  not  more  than  three  or  four  miles.  The  weather  has, 
however,  been  delightful,  and  though  occasionaUy  all  but  becalmed,  with 
die  thermometer  dose  upon  90,  we  have  had  the  redeeming  au&iliary 
of  a  refreshing  breeze.  Scarce  has  a  day  of  the  past  week  closed  in  un- 
accompanied  by  a  tropic  squall — which,  by  the  way,  we  were  glad  to  find 
approximations  only  to  something  more  serious  than  all  fire  and  fury,  sig- 
nirying  nothing.  I  watched  with  considerable  interest  the  on-comings  of 
these  stirs  of  the  elements,  of  whose  sudden  exits  and  entrances  I  had 
frequently  read.  A  cloud,  not  much  larger  than  one's  hand,  emerging 
above  the  rim  of  the  horizon,  rapidly  expanding,  and  with  its  black  and 
portentous  aspect  presenting  a  striking  contrast  to  the  bright  sun-illumi- 
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nated  sky  over  which  it  spread,  benign  the  invariable  piecuisor.  Spread« 
ing  with  wonderful  rapidity,  but  little  time  was  afforded  ta  prepare  for 
die  onslaaght ;  bot»  under  the  vigilant  eye  of  onr  captam,  the  requisite 
oanvas  was  taken  in  with  all  despatch  posstble,  and  we  wate  ever  ready 
when  the  uproar  bunt  upon  us,  as  though  ten  thousand  furies,  borae  in 
the  black  efcmd  we  had  been  watcbing,  had  been  kt  looae  upon  us— tor- 
lents  of  nun  descendmg,  and  the  whole  surface  of  the  beavens,  bot  now 
ao  beautifally  clear,  shronded  by  a  gfoomy  grey.  These  squaüs  genenuly 
passed  away  as  aoddenly  aa  they  had  appeared,  leaving  the  aky  bognt 
and  cloudlees,  and  the  aaa  nashing  cheerily  in  the  sontigfat» 

Apbil  24. — We  have  a  feir  wind  this  morning,  and,  if  it  contiimea, 
ahall,  in  all  probabiHty,  eroas  the  line  in  the  course  of  a  coople  of  daya, 
The  heat  ii  somewhat  oppressm,  bot,  withal,  this  part  of  cor  voyage,  n" 
it  be  alone  for  the  tropic  pictures  which  the  evenings  bring  oa  m  their 
rieh  sunsets,  is  moat  defigntfuL  They  are,  verüy,  well  worthy  of  being 
inclnded  in  the  catalogoe  of  the  world's  wonder*.  Nerer  bave  they  been 
portrayed  by  brush  on  canvas— never  descrihed  by  the  pen  ;  they  never 
will  be.  There  is  too  much  of  heaven  in  them  for  mortai  band  siMcaas 
fully  to  copy — too  mach  of  the  empyrean  for  mortal  eye  to  carry,  and  re- 
tain  asemblance  of  our  earth.  In  these  brilliant  pictures  are  seenevery 
imaginahle  hue  and  tint  of  inespressible  beauty,  elsewhere  never  behekL, 
A  few  erenings  since,  one  of  these  remarkable  displays  of  colouring  pre- 
sented,  on  the  right  of  the  sinking  sun,  large  masses  of  clouds  of  the 
darkest  shades  of  grey,  dappled  here  and  there  with  bright  and  beautifiil 
hues,  which  woold  in  all  probability  remind  most  speetators,  as  it  did  me, 
of  the  plumage  of  a  robin's  breast  When  the  fiery  orb  had  disappeared 
in  the  wäre«,  prevsüed  one  blaze  of  gold,  merging  higher  above  the 
horizon  into  a  wide  spread  of  growiog  Baffron,  which  was  again  lost  in  a 
vast  ezpanse  of  the  purest  azure.  On  the  far-spreading  ficld  of  blne,  the 
eye  beneld  a  violet-tinted  white  feathery  cloud,  in  form  like  an  out- 
stretched  wing,  and  as  itfloated  slowly  along,  the  liquid  blue  might  well 
seem  to  the  eye  of  imagination  as  a  wing  that  had  fallen  from  one  of 
the  glorious  denizens  of  heaven.  Last  evening  the  majestic  sun  descended 
in  crimson  splendoar  bebind  gigantic  masses  of  midnight-like  clouds 
gathered  in  the  west,  their  outline«,  as  Igazed,  assuming  the  appearance 
of  a  far-spreading  city,  and  that  on  fire ;  die  tops  of  the  dwellings, 
spires,  and  towers  of  churches,  being  faithfully  delineated,  whilst  no  less 
remarkable  was  the  semblance  of  the  scattered  dwellings  in  the  seeming 
suburhs.  The  whole  of  the  town  appeared  to  be  in  flames;  in  some  parts 
the  red  burning  gaining  greater  ascendancy  than  in  others,  whilst  ouge 
volomes  of  dense  smoke  seemed  to  roll  over  alL  So  perfeot  was  die 
Illusion,  that  all  on  deck  were  alike  strack  with  the  extraordinary  spee- 
tacle,  and  thennimate,approachingmeasl8atcontemplatin|r  theHving 
picture— if  that  be  not  too  catachrestical— observed,  "  Thatre  just  like 
Glasgow  on  fire."  Above  the  scene  of  seeming  conflagration,  aepaxated 
from  it  by  a  ridge  of  light  grey  clouds  on  a  pale  green  aky,  a  bright  atar 
waa  beaniing,  and  with  its  soft  and  pure  radiance,  contrasted  to  the  fiery 
glow  beneath,  Struck  me  as  being  the  most  peaeefolly  beautiful,  atarry 
twinkler  I  had  ever  seeu.    I  most  quit  this  tropic  sunset,  for, 

Untired  myself,  I  chance  may  otbers  ttre. 
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Am  2i— Wkün  im»  eighsy  ariks  of  th*  Kne,  and  hsving-  the 
aeaah-eaat  trades,  we  bad  atnaast  gw ea  mp  hopes  of  speaJriog  a  yessel, 
wken  thie  day,  at  neos,  we  wäre  kigkly  gratified  ky  theannouncement  of 
»kaucnaraVbound  behag  aaan  on,  the  fee  kew.  A*  well;  as  despatching 
katteta  kaaae,  w*  were  deaWoa*  of  procuring  some  cigan  and  playing- 
cards— our  stock  of  tba  latter  heilig  one  pack  only,  in  an ything  but  geod 
fiawRsam  afier  its  m  weeks'  nigktiy  nee— whilst  our  ciga»  were  uniaraV 
gated  rubbish.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  of  tbe  latter,  long  smce 
laianhfd  kato  thm  tirr  we  bad  depended  upon  tbe  stock  wkrek  the  eaptain 
a£ tbe  Q****  naforaaed  na  ke  hast  kid  ia>  to  öüspasa of  to  the  passenger»; 
and  with  tbis  understanding,  Yak  Yak,  Mke  mysek^  bad  deesded  not  to 
aevckaa*  aay  ekewkava.  Geeat,  however,  was  our  dfeeppemtment,  to»  find 
tbat  tke  captaa»  bad  keen  mtbnised  in  tke  artiek;  He  bad  peai  a  good 
price  (we  aaw  tbe.  invoiee)  for  some  of  tke  veriest  trasb  tkat  was  «rar 
pamwd  off  aa  good  upon  a  fidociat  purckaser,  who  nnsoapectingly  laft  tke 
quality  of  the  supplies  to  a  vendor's  honour.  Tbe*  boxes  kave  kaeat  r#- 
caaaaäV  and  Captam  Mala  puvposes  returniag  tkem  a»  tbe*  LiTerpool 
worthy  from  whom  he  purchased  them.  I  may  observe,  by  theway,,  tkat 
tke  raaWidoai  in  ewestion,.  who  suppfied  most  of  our  skip's  Stores,  was  the 
most  mdefatigable  of  tnwt-diapenseis*  It  appeared  tbat  there  waa  only 
■rasen?  and  Yak  Yab  on  board  the  ressel  to  wkom  he  kad  not  mtrodoeed 
himaenv  aaakmg  &  gfatnitous  tender  to  eaek  of  a  kundle  of  tracts,  aoeaaa- 
panyiag  tke  Präsentation  with  mqniries  wkethe*  or  not  the  persoai  aeV 
eVetaed  kad  keen  to  sea  before,  whh  a  few  well-thned  remarks  ahout 
in  gesesaiy  and  searsiekaess  in  particular— strongry  reeosanenoV 
pwrterforthe  latter,  as  the  best  ef  panaeeas,  wmdmgallup  witktke 
addenda  tkat  km  eamldfiinmh  a  weru  prime  artide  ofSte  saidjMrto»  &t 
so  muck  per  dozen. 

To  ratum  to  tke  komeward-bonad.  Our  boat,  coataining  two  of  tbe 
cbbwv  Captain  Jlfain,  aad  Saint  Patrick,  bad  scareely  pasbed  off  freu  the 
Qavoafr  siderwhenl  pereeived,  tbengb  tkeglass»  thaftthe  ▼essel  tkey  were 
about  proceeding  to  bad  also  lowered  her  gig,  which  was  making  for  aa 
throagh  av  saaaewhat  rough  sea.  Tbe  two  boote  raet  about  midway,  yet 
mw  paapsa  psaceaded  to  tke  homeward-bouod,  wküst  her  boat  eoatmaed 
bar  cousse  to  the  Queen.  On  reackmg  us,  oor  riskor,  wkw  was  first 
amata,  annoameed  kis  vessel  to  ke  tbe  Hewsyke—tiu*  stränge  patroniauc 
being  tke  naaae  of  her  owner — ^boond  from  Cakutta  to  London.  Oor 
gnast,  who  was  a  smart,  gentlemanly  fellow,  baving  tke  kgksest  bh»  eye 
tkat  I  ever  sawiav  one  not  of  tke  gentler  sex,  appeared  to  kave  Iresk  rjggad 
aaaasebt  oat  for  the  Visit ;  and  certainly  bis  attne,  tke  frank  expressio»  of 
Ms  Saxoa  features,  and  hk  general  bearing,  fakly  leahsed  my  coneeption 
of  tke  tat«  ideal  of  a  sailor.  Bus  dress  was  ahnost  entirely  of  white — 
iacket,  waisteoat,  and  tronsers,  of  skowy  jean — feultlesely  fittinghia  well- 
kait  sad  symmetratai  figvre.  Tke  vest  was  made  to  bntton  low,  displaw- 
ing  tbe  nili  bosom  of  a  neat  blue-and-white  strined  shirt;  a  biack  sük 
haadkevenief  oace  round  encbcted  bis  neck,  ternunating  with  a  tie,  Ast 
akowed  at  tbe-  toifet  »y  gentkraan  was  no  careleas  or  unskilfal  hand; 
wküst  kis  kat,  wkich  was  low-crowned,  was  eovered  with  tbe  same  white 
aaatarial  aa  tkat  of  wkich  kis  dress  waa  made,  and,  like  it,  was  of  snowy 
wkisanaai  I  may  add>  tkat  ke  wore  atkandsome  signet  ring,  and  tbat  kis 
hands  in  tbeir  wmteness  told  of  anything  bot  kandKng  vopes  aa  being  in- 
duded*the«rtak)gueafkisduties.    Joining  Yah  Yab  and  myaeaf  in  a 
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glass  of  wine,  the  favourable  Impression  made  by  his  first  appearance  was 
more  than  justified  during  the  half  hour  he  was  with  us.  Our  latest  news 
firom  England  was  to  him,  of  course,  of  great  interest,  and  as  we  had  now 
been  six  weeks  at  sea,  we  could  well  understand  the  gleam  of  delight  which 
illumined  his  prepossessing  features  as  we  brought  forth  to  present  to  Um 
several  copies  of  the  "  London  Thunderer,"  including  the  number  pub- 
Kshed  only  the  day  prior  to  our  leaving  England.  We  were  sorry  to  learn 
that  the  Indiaman  had  no  cards  on  board. 

"  We  haye  some  excellent  cigars,"  said  our  visitor,  "but  as  to  cards, 
there  is  not,  to  my  knowledge,  a  pack  on  board  the  Hetosyke — the  cap- 
tain  does  not  play,  and  we  have  no  passengers." 

As,  during  our  conversation,  the  mate  of  the  Indiaman  had  observedJthat 
their  captain  did  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  being  rather  adyanced  in 
years,  and  again,  it  transpired  that  he  himself  had  likewise  but  very  little 
to  attend  to,  I  was  curious  to  learn,  and  so  made  the  inquiry^  how  they 
managed  to  get  through  the  day. 

"  Oh,  we  read/'  replied  he ;  "  and  at  eight  bells  have  our  grog  and 
our  yarna," 

"  But  do  you  not,"  I rejoined,  "find  reading, ho wever great y our  Klang 
for  books,  and  however  interesting  the  subject,  become  wearisome  day 
after  day? — npt  that  you  tire  of  the  books,  but  that  you  cannot  continue  to 
read.  For  my  part,  I  find  it  so,  although  before  entering  on  the  voyage  I 
ahould  not  hare  thought  it  to  be  possible.  We  spin  our  yarns,  also/'  I 
continued — "  we  read  as  much  as  we  can — but,  withal,  find  that  without 
our  rubber  at  eight  bells,  the  day  would  appear  interminable.  How  you 
manage  the  absenoe  of  some  such  amusement  for  your  finale  I  oannot 
comprehend,  as  your  yarn-spinning,  night  after  night,  must  necessarily  be 
anytbing  but '  to  fresh  fields  and  pastures  new.'  " 

"  You  are  right,"  replied  the  mate  of  the  Hewyke  ;  ll  we  fisht  our 
battles  o'er  and  o'er  again— our  yarns  are  more  than  thrice-told  tales,  in- 
deed ;  but  in  the  absence  of  aught  to  amuse  us,  we  inyariably  turn  in  at 


nine." 


To  me  this  was  a  revelation  of  sea-life  strikingly  illustrative  of  man's 
adaptability  to  circumstances.  Here  I  had  before  me  an  individual  seem- 
ingly  contented,  nay,  happy,  in  an  employment  which,  from  its  norelty 
for  one  voyage  I  might  not  find  very  objectionable,  but  which,  with  the 
prospect  of  my  future  to  be  so  passed,  would  almost  drive  me  crasy. 

At  the  expiration  of  about  half  an  hour,  Captain  Main  returned,  bring- 
ing  with  him  several  boxes  of  cigars,  and  some  fine  Cape  pears.  The 
mate  of  the  Indiaman  remained  a  little  longer,  and  then,  shaking  hands 
cordially  with  us,  he  descended  to  his  boat,  and  sorry  we  were  so  soon  to 
lose  him.  What  fraternal  feeling  does  this  ocean  originate,  or  rather  call 
into  play !  How  the  conventionalisms  of  shore  give  way  to  better  feelings 
on  the  wide  waste  of  waters,  when  the  natural  impulses  are  no  longer  re- 
pressed — when  meeting  we  feel  that  nature  has  implanted  within  us  affec- 
tion  for  each  other,  that  we  are  indeed  brothers.  They  gave  way  with  a 
will,  a  ffood  pull  being  before  thera,  the  Indiaman  by  Ulis  time  having 
widened  the  distance  between  us  some  three  miles,  and  as  they  shot  away 
from  the  aide  of  the  Queen,  we  waved  our  hats  to  him  in  farewell,  whilst 
St.  Patrick,  perched  on  the  maintop,  gave  forth  in  good  style  on  his  cornet, 
"  Old  England  is  the  land  we  love." 
Captain  Main  had  taken  with  him  a  quantity  of  potatoes,  which,  as  he 
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had  anticipated,  proved  a  very  aeceptable  offering  to  the  captain  of  the 
Hetosyke.  Over  a  glass  of  claret  that  afternoon  we  tried  the  Indiaman's 
cigars,  which  we  were  right  glad  to  find  well  meriting  the  appeHation  of 
prime,  as  well  as  the  favourable  imprsssion  made  upon  us  by  her  people ; 
for  the  captain  of  the  Hewsyke,  it  appeared,  like  his  officer,  was  a  remark- 
ably  nice  fellow ;  that  she  bore  our  letters  to  the  old  land  rendered,  it  is 
scarcely  requinte  to  add,  the  bumper  that  we  pledged  to  them  individually 
and  collectively,  and  a  safe  arrival  at  home,  from  the  heart 

April  26. — We  crossed  the  line  tbis  day  at  noon,  wind  south-east  by 
south.  Neptune,  as  a  matter  of  course,  visited  na ;  and  there  being  amongst 
the  crew  some  half-dozen  who  had  never  before  crossed  the  important 
boundary,  we  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the  sharing  process  fully 
carried  out.  So  frequently,  howeVer,  has  the  ceremony  been  described, 
that  I  shall  not  attempt  to  inflict  a  description  on  the  reader.  From  Yah 
Yah  and  myself  the  ocean  god — whose  apotheosis  was  admirably  sustained 
— was  gracioualy  pleased  to  accept  a  present  of  rum,  instead  of  the  present 
of  our  chins  to  the  formidable-looking  razor,  and  our  anatomies  to  the 
aqueous  application ;  St  Patrick,  having  crossed  before,  was  of  course  free 
from  all  penalty.  A  week  prior  to  our  reaohing  the  line,  our  lively  Irish- 
jnan  had  frequently  ralliea  us  upon  the  approaching  shower  that  awaited 
us;  affecting  the  belief  that  we  should  find  the  ocean  monarch  not  so  sus- 
ceptible  to  the  charms  of  rum  as  to  enable  us  to  escape  the  ceremony 
through  its  agency.  In  this  banter  he  had  his  joke,  and  in  return  we  had 
ours  with  interest.  Our  plan  was  so  well  arranged,  that  on  the  shavin^-day, 
with  the  first  of  Neptune's  children  undergoing  the  Operation,  Yah  Yah 
and  I  led  the  unsuspecting  Emeralder  from  the  poop  towards  the  scene  of 
actioD ;  and  just  as  he  had  gained  the  waist,  we  drew  aside,  when  from 
aloft  descended  upon  him  a  cataract  of  water  which  made  him  almost  roar 
with  fright.  It  was  now  our  turn  to  laugb,  our  cachination  being  bois- 
terously  joined  in  by  the  sea-god  and  his  suite  from  the  forecastle.  Our 
Neptune  was  well  dressed ;  but  the  best  part  of  the  getting-up  was  the  at- 
tendants,  or  constables,  who  drew  his  car — three  fine  athletic  blacks,  who 
were  stripped  to  their  canras  trousers.  Whether  drilled  or  acting  intui- 
tively  I  know  not,  but  the  manner  in  which  they  held  the  ropes,  as  they 
dragged  the  sea-god  along  the  deck,  the  stooping  body  and  half-averted 
head,  as  they  approached,  was  dramatically  and  strikingly  effective.  These 
blacks,  who  were  about  fire-and-twenty  years  of  age,  Captain  Main,  on  a 
former  voyage,  had  shipped  at  St»  Helena,  where  they  had  been  left  after 
being  taken  from  a  captured  slaver.  I  may  here  obserre  that  our  St 
Patrick  has  undertaken  to  teach  them  to  read;  and  he  införms  us  they 
make  very  attentive  and  very  eager  pupils.  This  day  we  caught  our 
second  shark,  which  measured  seven  feet  in  length.  There  was  Uttle  or 
no  difficulty  in  the  matter,  as  he  no  sooner  saw  than  he  rushed  at  the  bait 
of  pork,  swallowing  it,  hook  and  all,  and  was  immediately  hauled  on 
board.  I  fencied  his  sharkship  must  hare  been  long  fasting,  or  he  cer- 
tainly  would  have  been  a  little  less  hasty  in  his  proceedings;  the  bait 
being  put  on  very  hurriedly  and  clumsily — indeed  the  hook,  much 
more  than  the  pork,  was  presented  for  Mr.  Shark's  acceptance.  Before 
die  bait  was  ready,  our  intended  victim  had  twice  swum  round  the  vessel, 
accompanied  by  his  constant  companion  the  pilot-fish,  and  so  afforded  us 
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a  Toty  IkfonrabsB  oppoatunity  of  eueing'  inr  certatnry  very  bwntaral  e%> 
jeet  Indeed,  1  had  Mttle  coaception  äst  there  wn  aught  betonguyto 
the  fimiy  tribe  so  trory  heaatifuL  Ab  «rat  by  ae  about  a  foot  beneath 
the  saorfaee  of  the  biete  waten,  it  appeared  abont  the  sne  of  a  faH-grown 
troat»  markod  with  aehra-like  amethyst  stnpeeea  a  g  round  ot  awrcir-grey. 
I  obseired,  that  whHe  the  monster  twiee  oreled  the  Yessei,  las  cenaankm 
Dudotaiaed  the  positm  as  first  äsen  hr  aa,  whieh  wae  at  a  dtstance  of 
about  the  breadth  of  one's  band  aeove  the  sherk'a  baek.  In  the  watar, 
the  fange  fing  of  the  latter  appeared  to  be  of  abi%h€^leamingfight  green, 
the  bedy  of  dark  hronae;  bat  theae  shades,  ef  eonrse,  disappeared  wheii  we 
loeked  npon  our  prey  ont  ef  hu  naare  dement,  fighting,  nVTanderiog,  and 
dymg  on  the  deck. 

Ann*  29. — We  bare  now  the  aoeth-east  trade».  It  ib  still  too  warm 
to  be  aHogether  agreeable ;  bat  we  have  a  rforioue  breeee,  are  pfogicanng 
tone  seren  kaots  an  haar,  with  the  probabStty  of  a  eontmaanee  of  the 
wind  from  the  same  favoorable  qoarter  fbr  a  rbrtnight  longer.  We  had 
this  day  a  hearty  kugh  at  the  expenee  of  8t.  Patriek.  It  had  been 
notieed  by  some  of  as  that,  ahhoogh  he  had  fumehed  hiamself  with 
«fameroas  theological  works,  seetning  to  eoasider — except  the  daaaaa — 
any  other  hooks  as  seareely  worthy  of  perasal,  oar  Iriahman  was  aay- 
thtnir  bat  a  hookworm.  To  direet  his  attention  to  the  page  before  htm 
Cor  irre  mkrates  together,  seemed  to  he  all  eut  an  impoesibility  ;  aad 
ahhoogh  he  was  hat  rarely  without  some  hook  ob  Dmntty  in  h»  band, 
he  eeitainry  ap  to  this  time  had  not  xead  aa  many  page»  as  he  had  been 
weeks  at  sea. 

We  had  been  eojoymg  a  eigar  on  deck  after  diaaer,  aad  with  the  last 
glaes  of  the  last  bottle  of  ehret,  St.  Patrick  äatiamted  hia  artenem  of 
proeeedrag  to  the  meintop,  there  to  read  the  work  whash  he  had  broagwt 
ap  with  him  from  the  eabin,  aad  whieh)  in  anawer  to  my  iaawy,  he 
mformed  nfl  was  entiüed  "Lew**  Serieus  CakV*  Awaj  he  aecoraagfy 
went  up  die  riggiag,  and  the  eaptaro,  Yah  Yak,  aad  I,  ceaipasad  aar- 
sefres  on  varions  part»  of  the  deck  fbr  a  nasns.  1  sheaftd  here  obsti  in 
that  St  Patrick  wore  a  stränge  hat,  whieh  he  htgaty  praed,  and  whieh 
he  had  parebased  when  on  board  the  Hcmkye.  1  aad  been  asleep  bat 
a  few  minetes,  when  I  was  awakened  by  a  load  peal  ef  laughter,  eeca- 
sioned  by  the  appearance  of  St.  Patrick,  who»  in  a  great  Barry,  had 
descended  from  his  post  aloffc;  and  there  was  Yah  Yah  and  die  eaptain 
also  just  awake,  Kstening  and  laaghiog,  whilst  the  Emeralder  paead  the 
deck  in  a  great  rage,  declaring  that  some  one  had  stolen  bis  hat 

n  Why,  bow  in  the  name  of  wonder,*  we  inqmreäV  "  eaald  it  ae>  and 
you  not  have  seen  the  abstractor  ?" 

M  Oh,  sure  bof,"  he  rephed,  u  wasn't  I  asleep?  Bot  only  Ist  me  dis> 
eorer  the  taker,  that's  all." 

Asleep!  Wewere  all  amaxed.  What!  fatt  asleep  in  the  mamtop, 
and  with  "  Law,s  Serious  Call'»  in  hk  haad  to  hoot !  Did  I  not  kagh ! 
Did  not  Yah  Yah  and  the  eaptain  laagh  also!  whüst  the  anaoyed 
Emeralder  paeed  the  deck  with  hie  long  hair  Streaming  in  the  wind  and 
orer  his  eyee,  and  looking  daggers  at  as.  We  raggested  that  the  hat 
had  most  likely  been  blown  overboard ;  hat  ao,  ha  sud ;  as  well  aa  lash- 
ing hhneetf,  he  had  so  nwteaed  the  hat  that  its  beiog  blown  orer  was 
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impossible,  and  that  he  fest  mekitfOMof  the  crewwhohad  crept  up 
whilst  he  slept  and  abstraeted  k.    hi  this  he  wae  correet. 

Seeing  St.  Patrick  Ihn  asleep  over  bis  ,fc  Serioo»  Call,*  one  of  us  had 
sent  up  a  man  to  bring  away  Ins  prked  c&qpeasj,  which  had  been  suc- 
cessfully  done,  unheaio»  unseen ;  the  Irishraan  being  as  fast  as  a  church, 
and  his  mouth,  as  the  purloiner  observed»  "  as  wide  open  aa  a  barn-door." 
In  the  course  of  the  eveniag  the  hat  was  resioced,  its  appearance  dis- 

äiing  the  fit  of  salks  into  which  aar  geoerally  ttvely  companion  had 
en ;  the  subject  of  aar  joke  deckrhjg,  howevesj  that  he  should  very 
mneh  like  to  catch  any  one  trymg  to  lepeat  the  experiment  This,  by 
the  way,  is  hardly  probable.  We  anticipate,  as  we  roformed  him,  that  on 
his  next  visit  to  the  maintop  he  wOl  leave  behxnd  so  powerful  a  somnolent 
as  had  proved  to  him  "  The  Serioos  Call,"  which,  we  ventused  to  hint, 
was  eviaently  only  saited  for  readers  very  wide  awake» 

May  8. — We  are  now  owt  of  the  trepiea>  and  with  favonrable  winds 
are  fast  speeding  on  oor  way«  Thai  we  may  be  fortunate  in  weather, 
and  have  a  good  passage  rownd  the  terror-invested  Cape  Hörn,  is  now 
the  aspiration  of  our  hopes;  and  often  are  the  Cape  and  hs  perils  the 
subject  of  conversation.  It  seems,  however,  that  we  shall  arrive  there 
at  the  most  favourable  period  of  the  year;  and  having  a  fiist-rate  and 
well-appointed  vessel,  we  anticipate  a  speedy  passage,  and  Iook  forward 
with  pleasing  anticipations  to  oor  promised  sojourn  for  a  while  at  Valpa- 
raiso. The  following  tines,  which  I  penaed  this  raonring,  may,  from  the 
singularity  of  the  subject,  be  perhaps  worthy  of  perasal : 

THE  OMI2T. 

(WIITTIK    AT    IIA.) 

Last  night  I  woke  from  dieams  of  rnends  aad  hone, 

W herein,  no  loager  oa  the  hca^ing  wäre, 

'Midst  scenes  endeared  to  memory  I  nwascd 

With  one  whose  heart  holds  friendship  with  my  owo— - 

Fricadship — aa,  nol  sifeetion's  tie  is  oun. 

I  woke,  'twas  in  the  very  dead  of  night — 

Not  dark ;  for  through  the  window  of  my  berth — 

Window,  if  space  not  bigger  thao  my  hand 

The  name  deserves — I  looked  upoti  the  sea — 

The  vast  Atlantic,  that  in  cfttll  grey  Iight 

With  heaving  breast,  tariathan  asleep, 

RoDcd  at  aty  side — fearml  compainoa. 

The  wioda  were  all  but  hushed,  the  ua&Ued  saü 

Jlapping  with  bollow  fäll  against  the  mast. 

And  footsteps  of  the  watch  upon  the  deck, 

Sounds  only  heard ;  when  soddenly  arose — 

Strange  melody — a  bird's  ftill  tide  of  song, 

Plaintive  and  sweet  as  e'en  tn  sonset  woods 

By  dressier  heard,  staying  bis  hosaeward  Steps. 

Scarce  did  1  breatne,  afnud  to  break  the  speil, 

If  fancy  'twere — wbich  first  it  seemed  to  be ; 

And  if  I  dreamed,  I  wished  still  more  to  dream, 

Enraptured,  listening,  tili  it  died  away — 

Away,  as  oft  Tve  heard  in  summ  er  days, 

When  lonery  dreaming  'midst  the  perfumed  nehk, 

Watcbtng  the  skyey  nrinstrel  tiD  its  seng 

And  it  were  lost  in  Ueavea. 
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It  ceased — I  waited  long— it  came  no  more. 

Arisiog  then,  I  sought  the  watch  on  deck 

Where  seemed  the  shadowy  sails  like  ghosts  in  air, 

And  brooding  round  a  deep  solemnity : 

But  there  no  song  of  bird  o'er  midnight  sea 

Had  heard  the  wondering  watch.     Y  et  he,  whose  life 

For  yeara  and  years  had  been  upon  the  deep, 

Hearing  me  speak  of  the  mysterious  song, 

With  voice,  whose  accents  tremulous  revealed 

An  awe,  that  'gainstmy  every  effort  found 

A  stränge  response  with  in  my  very  soul, 

Said  'twas  no  fancy,  though  by  bim  ud heard ; 

Tliat  he  before  had  known  such  things  to  bef 

And  ever  found,  when  sung  at  dead  of  night, 

To  him  who  heard  it  presage  of  a  death 

Öffnend  or  kin  on  shore — as  though  the  soul 

Wineed  o'er  the  wave  its  all  mysterious  flight 

To  bid  its  last  farewell.    And  as  be  spoke 

My  beart  grew  cold— sensations  as  of  fear 

Over  me  crept,  as  though  a  voice  had  said, 

"He  whom  tby  dreams  beheld  has  ceased  to  be; 

This  very  hour  his  spirit  passed  away : 

Thou  ne  er  shall  see  him  more." 

I  could  have  wept 
As  to  my  pillow  once  agaia  I  turned, 
To  sleep  not ;  but,  essaying — oh !  how  vain — 
To  chase  away  the  shadows  from  my  heart, 
Oppressive  fear — that  when  my  distant  bourne, 
Tne  vast  Pacific's  shores,  my  foot  shall  press, 
'Tis  fated  mine,  alas !  to  find  no  dream, 
No  fancy's  flight,  the  strain  that  I  had  heard  — 
No  senseless  superstition  that  had  traced 
In  it  the  hand  of  death — a  paasing  soul, 
That  song  of  bird  heard  o'er  the  midnight  sea. 

May  20. — During  the  last  five  days  we  hare  experienced  a  very 
severe  storm — not  a  Storni  as  so  designated  by  a  landsman,  who  might 
naturally  be  expected  to  invest  a  stiffish  gale  with  the  name,  bat  such  as 
the  sailors  themselves  applied  to  the  five  days'  tumult.  The  appearanee 
of  the  sea  during  its  continuance  was  truly  fearful ;  and  I  trugt  we  shall 
finish  our  yoyage  without  a  seeond  edition  of  such  an  elemental  display. 
No  painting,  no  description  can  possibly  conrey  but  a  faint  semblance  of 
the  actual  effects  of  a  storm  at  sea;  for  although  the  angry  mountain  waters 
may  be  depicted  or  described,  the  inky  sky  and  the  almost  heeling-over 
wave-assailed  ship,  the  concomitants  of  the  voices  of  those  angry  waters, 
and  the  bellowings  of  the  rushing  winds,  like  the  mingled  shouts  of  legions 
of  demons  let  loose  upon  us  to  scatter  dismay  and  death,  there  must — all- 
important  as  they  are  to  convey  aught  like  the  reality — ever  be  wanting 
the  pencil  or  the  pen  in  their  attempts  to  portray  how  much  of  the 
terrible  there  exists  in  the  unrestrained  fury  of  a  storm  at  sea.  A  great 
part  of  our  bulwarks  has  been  stoved  in,  the  spritsail-yard  snapped  in 
twain  by  the  force  of  the  waves,  with  various  other  minor  damages.  It 
was  a  grand  sieht,  and  one  I  would  not  willingly  have  lost,  although 
frequent  were  the  drenchings  which  I  received  as,  lashed  to  the  misen- 
mast,  I  remained  on  deck  watching  the  tumultuous  mass  of  green  waters 
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leapiog  and  roaring  around,  appearing  to  strive  against  each  other  which 
abould  first  overwhelm  us,  and  oft  times,  half  triumphant,  boarding  us  with 
impetuous  sweep  upon  the  deck.  One  striking  effect,  and  which  I  do  not 
remember  ever  to  have  hearddescribed  or  read  of,  and  which  mach  strack 
me  with  its  fearful  aspect  during  the  raging  of  the  storm,  was  the  compara- 
tively  limited  Space  of  ocean  which  the  eye  commanded ;  the  rast  expanse 
of  waters  at  times  being  reduced  to  some  apparent  circumscribed  space 
of  fifty  yards — that  is,  our  horizon  was  limited  to  that  eztent  when  we 
were  in  the  Valleys,  when  the  mountain  waves  compassed  us  round  on 
every  aide,  as  thongh  about  to  engulf  ns.  As  may  be  imagined,  we  have 
none  of  us  been  able  to  obtain  much  sleep  during  the  five  nights  of  the 
storm's  continuance.  Skylight  and  companibn  battened  down,  and  all 
possible  means  adopted,  though  they  were,  to  deaden  the  fearful  sounds 
without,  still  the  uproar  of  the  wild  raging  tumult  reached  us  below, 
and  with  the  occasional  deluge  pouring  in  on  the  deck  over  our  heads— a 
fearful  sound  at  all  times,  but  particularly  so  at  night— combined  with 
the  pitching  and  rolling  of  the  labouring  vessel,  banished  all  sleep, 
fatigued  as  we  were,  save  fitful  snatches  which,  in  the  brief  visions  of 
safety,  land,  and  peace,  which  attended  them,  might  not  inaptly  in  our 
position  be  designated  as  like  illusory  peeps  into  a  paradise.  What 
a  weakness  is  superstition !  Last  night  I  gleaned  frorn  the  second  mate, 
that  he  and  the  rest  of  the  crew  were  of  one  opinion  as  to  the  cause  of  our 
iü-luck ;  and  that  it  bad  been  occasioned  by  the  Mother  Carey's  chicken 
having  been  shot  when  they  were  in  the  tropica.  This  price  of  slaughter 
had  been  the  act  of  our  Saint  Patrick,  who  had,  indeed,  brought  down 
three  of  these  interesting  objects ;  and,  although  nothing  was  said  at  the 
time,  1  well  remember  the  significant  looks  exchanged  by  some  of  the 
crew,  as  the  trophies  of  our  Emeralder's  skill  were  brought  on  board 
from  the  captain's  gig,  in  which  he  and  I,  and  the  worthy  skipper,  had  one 
calm  day  taten  a  trip  over  the  almost  still  and  sleeping  waters.  I  endea- 
voured  to  reason  and,  in  turn,  ridicule  the  mate  out  of  his  superstitious 
belief,  but  in  vain  ;  and  whether  we  round  Cape  Hörn  in  safety  or  not, 
certain  it  is  that,  in  the  eyes  of  the  crew,  whatever  ill-luck  may  yet  betide 
us,  to  Saint  Patrick,  in  having  shot  the  Mother  Carey's,  must  it  be  attri- 
buted.  We  are  yet  about  a  thousand  miles  from  the  Cape,  and  may,  con- 
sequently,  regard  the  storm  just  over  as  an  instalment  only  of  the  severe 
weather  in  störe  for  us.  Apart  from  all  feelings  of  attendant  peril,  how 
men  can  acquire  a  Mang  for  sea-life  is  to  me  all  but  incomprehensible. 
"  A  life  on  the  ocean-wave"  may  sound  all  very  well  in  song,  warbled  forth 
in  a  snug  warm  room,  with  a  blazing  fire,  and  cheerful  friendly  faces 
bearaing  around ;  but  a  life  on  the  ocean  wave  in  reality  is  anything  but 
inspiring.  Hearing,  straining,  rolling,  pitching,  you  not  unfrequently 
find  it  impossible  to  dress,  eat,  sit,  or  stand,  with  anything  like  comfort ; 
and  of  a  verity,  if  a  piece  of  humanity  at  any  time  might  reasonably 
seek  to  be  excused  for  rapping  out  sundry  not  very  mild  anathemas,  he 
might  do  so  on  board  ship,  where  he  is  many  a  time  and  oft  bumped 
about  like  a  shuttlecock,  and  compelled  to  exercise  considerable  aguity 
even  in  establishing  a  direct  communication  to  his  mouth  at  dinner,  and 
to  secure  the  Contents  of  his  plate  for  its  intended  destination,  instead  of 
the  lap  of  his  opposite  neighbour. 
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A    HOaiAPHT. 

« 

ChaptebXL 
Ahgus  vLdted  me;  he  lud  recognisedmy  handwriiing,  and  had  kamed 


af  the  acholar  with  whom  I  lodged  tbat  I  vu  in  Hone.  He  was  a  man 
who  by  «low  degnees  had  become  neceaaary  to  me;  I  loved  die  sigbt  of 
hu  faoe,  the  aoand  of  hia  yoioe,  and  the  mannw  of  ins  hehavioiir  ;  hia  aym- 
pathy  gave  lue  to  my  heart  I  aotaght  him,  my  aidour  not  damped  by 
oonsoiousaess  of  die  paia  I  muat  endure  in  bis  presence  whose  proapectB  i 
had  ohscuved:  far  I  was  innrad  to  aufiering,  and  it  came  ;  bot  it  was  in 
(be  aaidet  of  comrezsatioa,  the  least  likely  to  reveal  to  bim  what  paaaed 
wkian  me,  and  I  hoped  tbat  we  newr  appaoached  die  one  aad  aubject  at 
tbeatAftetime,  diaugh  it  nnght  be  in  ailence. 

Aden  had  fbllowad  me  to  Barne»  aocoropanied  by  ihe  chOdren  and 
Eaadne.  In  «aiiy  daya,  Pulci  bad  been  witb  me  in  the  same  aparfcaente 
at  I  thaa  oecupied,  and  be  Joined  me  there  in  the  Eternal  City  again :  it 
was  tbe  tapetittoa  of  a  ibxmer  group,  but  the  aculptor  was  replaced  by  the 
aohfliar,  and  bis  wifo  aad  childran  by  mine.  I  was  thxownback  lipon  my 
past*  witb  an  aUer  axperienoe  afar  off,  putting  jnany  Eves  in  one  upon 
tbe  diift-wajr  «f  nay  exiaseaee.  Borne  then  was  scaree  older  than  formerly 
when  2  .could aotwideaatand her  ruins;  when  I  oould  not entertain  the  aea- 
timeate  tbey  inapired  so  frealy  ;  whv  then  did  I  feel  them  so  deeply  new? 
Time,  wbo  bad  awapt  aver  nheir  apint  so  lang,  had  at  length  awept  by  mine 
— lud  braahed  me  with  bis  wing.  The  touoh  thiiOed  thraugh  me,  for  it 
was  1tm^™*1  ;  nebttifinshy  awoke,  I  diseovered  tbat  my  youth  was  gone. 

.Not  gone,  Muaonio  would  aay,  but  in  its  lesser  diele  begrün  again. 
Qraao,  thequiet  boy,  was  there;  and  Angelina,  thedroQ,  themischieYoua,  die 
laughter-loviog.  In  her  I  aaw  my  own  ohildhood  enfiranchised  and  set  at 
laiga;  inJam  Iaaw  Adoza  in  bar  early  daya,  when  noneof  uahneweach  other; 
aad,  aeeingaa  through  a  new  heaven,  we  played  torether,  the  children  of  a 
new earth.  What  was  Borne  to  her  and  to  thoae  fittle  ones — was  it  old? 
.  When  Adoxa  waa  with  me  alone,  Borne  was  old ;  I  had  taught  her  its 
age ;  but  when  Aagelina  was  on  her  lap  and  Onazio  at  her  aide,  and 
matamal  love  abone  upon  her  mee»  Borne  was  youne;  again — young  as  tbe 
ebildren  her  afeotinns  xeated  on.  They,  innoeent  beings,  knew  not  even 
Natura Vqge;  aha  was  ta  thetmyouag  aad  playaul :  how  tben  abould  they 
know  the  age  of  Borne  ?  Time  touches  not  what  he  would  build  up,  he 
toacbes  not  die  child  he  would  rear,  he  inapires  into  it  no  sympathies  with 
mouidermg  things — for  consumption  is  m  bis  wake;  to  ihe  heart  he 
tpachea  natare  ia  serious»  and  Borne  k  old. 

On  one  of  theee  daya  I  waa  at  bxeakfast  dreamlly  thinldng  over  ihe  in- 
terpretatian  of  my  monumental  inaeription.  Atreathe's  worda  were 
upon  me ;  the  marble  tongue  of  the  aepulchre  had  apoken,  and  waa  atifled 
again  asnidat  its  own  ecnoaa.  Could  I  not  aroid  the  retribution  tbat 
awaited  tue  by  joma  temporal  aacrifice,  or  by  performing  meritorious 
wurka?  I  had  but  £ttla  faith  in  such;  still  glacDy  would  I  have  averted 
a  fate  which  thseatened  othexs  as  well  aa  myself,  whieb  could  only  inflict  ! 

itaelf  on  me  by  aweeping  away  all  those  whom  my  heart  chmg  to,  and  j 

thus  laying  my  affections  bare.  j 

Scoronconcolo,  at  thia  crisia  of  my  reflections,  entered  the  chamber. 

"  What  brings  you  hither?"  I  coldly  aakecL 

"  Before  sunset,"  replied  the  brigand, (( Thanatoa  will  probably  hang 
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tathe  neck  frama  tote;  looaaeio  mfarniyouof  nSenews,  mrlhear 
that  Im  has  annoyed  you  agaia  aiaee  ke  «aeaped  front  tke  gaUeya.*9 
Eyadne  pasaed  dmsagb  tke  ckamher  «s  he  epoke;  hereocurtenanee  waa 
jn. 


2* 
Wie 


«  Teil  me  a«7'  said  I,  noag  fix«  mv  sest,  amaaad  at  thedmdfaL 
Tbasmtoa  and  Jaoopo  aro  ta«  oU  cm^aden,"  aaid  tbe  brig&ad;  *«ln 
not  laaiemkflr  lww  the  Jatter  wonld  have  lobbed  yon  ia  tae  «rtm? 

«re  I  tobaveapaiad  themloager,  a  auitiny  mnet  kave  btwken  outamong 
die  band.  Laie  io  the  evening  of  yaotciday  I  oktajfiad  in&mmation  that 
a  peity  of  inüiiary  waa  io  be  despateked  io  Soanino  witk  oederj  to  «eist 
aponaad  destzoy  my  Kttle  troop.  On  leaiung  thu,  I  seni  Thanaeos  £n> 
ward  with  Orders  for  all,  eneept  Jaoopo  and  himeeaf,  te  £y  to  the  Aatanat 
oa  nbe  ebenen  of  *  profitable  adveamve.  Bj  thk  eaangemeni,  you  iier- 
cenre,  my  band  will  escape,  aad  on  the  4 wo  «ffeaben  will  fall  tae  atuaaV- 
meat  whiek  mi  iatended  for  the  endro  band.* 

My  honror  and  däanay  wem  honndleas.  I  daaniriiinfl  Soominxmoah» 
coldly,  for  it  was  too  lata  ie  mtercedefar  the  viotaae;  andeammaaemaai 
all  I  kadheavd  to  Angae  witheat  delay.  He  enme  aad  ajmipatUaed  warn 
me  in  av  ömtraaa;  he  offered  to  go  wkh  me  to  Sonata*,  aad  we  ataited. 
On  seaclung  the  outskirt*  of  the  pmee,  a  ioud  aeroam  was  keard,  che 
diivereoapped,  we  gut  oet,  and  iooar  eurprise  encoanteiad  Eaadan,  wno, 
unknowp  to  aay  one,  had  ocatofl  hcroolf  aataae  the  carriage  ;  andaewaha 
pointed  with  ioka  of  angaiah  inte  a  woocL  She£d  aot  apeak;  aha 
painted' 

We  made  towasds  the  wood,  wUch  was  eloae  at  band,  wbile  Eraane 
Tan  on  befoia  ns ;  aad.  we  sooncame  in  aigfct  of  a  apentoclo  whiek  wjriaml 
tbcoold-bloodedprophecyoftherokbec.  Thera  hang  Taaaatea,  bis  taoe 
purple,  bis  lips  gorged,  Jus  eyes  staraag.  Aagaa  drewferth  a  cJatsnlause 
aad  cat  the  malametor  down:  bat  the  ffl-amcred  waeteh  was  hnwnelUe, 
and  withont  palse  or  hreath;  thas  the  triple  matitain  of  vitaüty  was  dried 
np ; — ata  man  was  dead. 

A  oold  aweat  atood  oa  my  aarehead,  jay  senaea  began  to  twniah ;  Iieü 
againatAxigiu;  bat  tbeJhoQkvestQi^  me,  aad  Iagaaaaw  Eraane  kaeel- 
ingover  the  body  «of  her  bmtber. 

^  I  kaow  a  man  aot  mr  onV  eaid  Aagns,  **  wbe  was  a  paail  ia  Ihe 
College  at  Ravia.  He  pnsaes  bis  daysin  experiment^  anda»  niTwarabie  ans 
bis  wwaof  adenoe«  I  kave  keardaay  ke  bebeves  k  ppaaSkie,  sometimes,  te 
rakindle  the  vkal  apack  whea  it  iiäs  been  snaasatutely  axtiagniahad:  4o 
bim  let  aa  fartbarith  zepak.^ 

And  then  I  tbangbt  tbat»  witk  ßach  a  mind  aa  aoiacv  ifl  had  lala  law 
of  £aüh  I  xnigbt  myaelf  bare  rcstoned  the  dead  by  caUaag'down  the  fire-of 
beaven:  asit  was»  I  could  only  do  that  good  work  whicnit  was  tbeneieb- 
bour's  part  to  pefiGcmn;  bat  I  was  tbankfol  liiat  aueh  kad  fidlen  to  my  JoL 
At  the  propoaal  of  Aagua,  I  aBaated  to  li£t  tbe  body  into  the  ckaase,  and 
had  tbeeoiatort  to  aee  tkeeyesof  Evadne  fer  an  mstanthrigasan^thonf^bar 
teara  fall  fasL  The  noor  gid  oeatkued  mute;  I  then  sjmrobonnW  that 
dn^amj  bad  depmed  narof  speeek;  and  Iwasnotmiatakeninrnyanraiiae. 

We  drove  to  tbe  banse  of  the  caaanat,  aad  fimad  kam  ia  the  midet  of 
cmabkw,  oonoding  aeids,  wises,  dises  of  ^iaem  mrtalsj  kadatones,  aad 
mmarala  of  other  kinds.  W«  told  bim  the  parpeee  of  onr  yiait,  and  pse- 
miaed  mma  handaome  jawaadj  beaales  other  benefita»  in  the  ereatof  bis 
matoring  animation  to  the  oarpse.  He  lost  na  tkae  an  tae  attempt,  bat 
began  atonoe  tongepaTewMe^aadadjnsthia  loadatonca  aad  wima,  whale 
we  retomedinto  abe  open  air  to<coaverseanthe  eioBisof  the 
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leaving  Evadne  with  the  chemist.  The  man  of  science,  as  Angus  related 
to  me,  though  possessed  of  more  knowledge  than  his  more  fortunate 
brethren,  had  been  constrained,  owing  to  the  necessities  of  poverty  and 
birth,  to  practise  chirurgery  among  thieves.  His  mother  had  been  a 
brigand's  daughter,  and  at  the  age  of  seventeen  had  given  him  birth. 
Such  was  his  origin,  and  his  early  life  had  been  trained  to  the  arte  of  de- 
oeit  and  plunder ;  but  the  mother  had  germs  of  nobleness  in  her  nature, 
and  with  a  spirit  of  gentleness  uncommon  among  her  companions,  she 
gare  this  son  a  purse  of  gold,  and  sent  him  to  Pavia  to  acquire  knowledge. 
There  he  remained  for  some  time,  bat  was  at  length  compelled  by  want 
to  return  home  with  what  science  he  had  learned,  and  to  gain  a  livelihood 
among  thieves,  whose  dreadful  wounds  he  healed. 

On  reaching  the  house  a  second  time,  we  found  the  body  immersed  in 
tepid  water,  many  of  its  veins  opened,  and  loadstones  plaoed  on  the 
bosom,  near  the  heart.  From  time  to  time  the  chemist  inflated  the 
lungs  of  the  victim  with  his  own  breath,  and,  for  the  Space  of  two  hours, 
persevered,  with  seeming  hopelessness,  in  various  and  stränge  devices, 
which  had  an  appearance  of  science  and  imposture  combined.  At  the 
end  of  this  time,  however,  blood  began  to  flow,  and  the  face  became  less 
purple  ;  then  the  ehest  heaved,  and  the  death-rattle  was  heard  to  sound. 

Death  was  there;  he  had  come  to  life  again ;  he  had  come  backwards. 
He  followed  not  the  customary  route,  but  with  a  dreadful  effort,  such  as 
is  rarely  made  by  the  pale  monster,  moved  retrograde  in  the  steps  of  re- 
surrection.  With  him  he  brought  back  a  sinner  to  the  earth,  who,  with 
opened  eyes,  was  to  look  on  the  map  of  his  past  actions,  and  to  jadge  of 
them  as  the  ineidents  of  a  campaign  for  a  time  forgotten.  And  Thanatos 
would  judge  with  the  selfish  instinet  still ;  his  end  had  been  no  glorious 
transfiguration,  Ins  new  beginning  no  beatitude  regained. 

The  heart  continued  to  beat,  but  it  was  with  the  thump  of  the  dyingj 
and  the  ehest  heaved ;  but  breathing  attained  only  to  the  sad,  deep 
sigh,  and  consciousness  followed  timidly, — retracing  the  hour  in  which  the 
eulprit  had  to  meet  his  fate.  He  sobbed,  and  called  on  the  names  of  his 
kindred ;  he  muttered  inwardly,  and  in  solitude  of  soul,  that  the  inevitable 
hour  was  come — that,  like  the  dog,  he  died  ignominiously,  and  unloved. 

The  head  of  Thanatos  began  to  burn ;  the  fire  indueted  surreptitiously 
into  the  victim  did  not  take  kindly  to  the  life-current,  but  blazed  into 
fever.  The  tongue  got  loose ;  its  delirious  ezpressions  gushed  forth, 
and  were  fused  into  a  turbid  flood  of  eloquence, — the  ideas,  one  and  all, 
glowing  with  wonder  at  their  restoration  to  the  frame  whence  they  had 
been  dissevered.  The  soul,  now  luminous  again,  made  abuse  of  language 
and  liberty ;  assuming  the  tone  of  anathema,  it  pronounced  its  curse  upon 
the  heads  of  hired  assassins  and  of  merciless  rulers.  Conversations  were 
repeated,  and  scenes  muttered  over,  which  made  us  tremble :  dialogues 
which  had  the  character  of  being  imported  from  unhallowed  lands,  un* 
▼isited  by  mortal  even  in  his  dreams.  Then  the  hollow  shout  of  demo- 
niacal  recognition  was  heard,  into  which  false  cordiality  was  infused, 
betraying  less  of  courage  than  dismay ;  then  the  whisper  and  its  gesticu- 
lations  were  seen,  the  manner  of  which  conveyed  to  some  new  master  the 
refusal  of  a  soul  already  lapsed ;  for  the  thumb  and  finger  glided  over 
each  other  as  though  they  held  and  coaxed  the  velvety  ear  of  some  stolid 
but  artful  fiend,  the  mouth  stealing  dose  upon  the  auditory  of  the  un- 
seen  listener,— upon  the  ear,  perhaps,  of  the  mule  set  into  the  head  of  no 
irrational,  no  mortal  being !  And  that  whisper,  aecompanied  as  it  was 
by  the  eunning  look  and  sidelong  leer  of  some  unholy  bargain! 
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OF  ALL  NATIONS. 

BT  A  MEHBER. 

Part  VIIL 

On  Sunday,  the  22nd  ultimo,  tbe  usual  weekly  meeting  of  the  Hard-up 
Club  was  held  at  Exeter  Hall.  At  precisely  five  o'clock  the  gallant 
President  took  the  chair.  The  proceedings  of  the  last  meeting  were  then 
read  by  the  secretary,  who  also  called  the  attention  of  honourable  mem- 
bera  et  the  learned  craft  to  the  following  documents : 

"  Whereas,  many  persons  who,  during  the  railway  mania  of  1*44  and 
1845,  subsisted  by  acting  as  jackals  to  the  stock  and  share  brokers  for 
the  purchase  of  scrip,  shares,  or  letters  of  allotment,  are  now  raising  the 
wind  by  serving  copies  of  writs  for  the  attorneys  employed  under  the 
4  Winding-up'  Act  for  the  affairs  of  defunct  schemes — these  worthies, 
having  a  personal  knowledge  of  those  who  transacted  business  with  them, 
tbey  can  easily  identify  them,  which  they  are  in  the  habit  of  doing  when- 
erer  they  have  a  chance,  pioviding  the  fugitives  are  in  good  feather. 

"  Many  of  these  hangers-on  of  the  outside  of  the  Stock  Exchange  are 
now  very  seedy,  and  have  thus  discontinued  the  display  of  watch-guards 
like  chain-cables,  dish  and  plate-like  shirt  studs,  union  pins  resembling 
barbers'  poles,  and  rings  like  masthT  dog-collars.  They  have  also  re- 
verted  to  half-and-half,  when  they  can  get  it,  in  Heu  of  sberry,  which 
latter  they  patronised  in  the  days  when  railways  were  projected  m  cellars 
and  garrets,  and  when  a  document  bearing  the  words  •  duly  registered* 
was  looked  upon  as  bank  stock.  The  better-togged  of  these  nondescript» 
are  crimps  for  the  low  hells  in  Leicester-square.  Many  have  left  their 
country  '  for  their  country's  good,'  for  slight  mistakes  in  orthography, 
such  as  so  misspelliog  their  own  names  as  to  make  them  appear  like  the 
«ognomens  of  others.  The  parliamentary  deeds  of  almost  every  share- 
holder's  contract  of  the  late  railway  schemes  bore  the  marks  of  the  pens 
of  these  persons  of  easy  conscience. 

"  GENERAL  OBOEB. 

"  Ordered,  that,  in  addition  to  the  precaution  already  set  forth  in  the 
eighth  clause  of  the  bye-laws  of  this  honourable  craft,  relative  to  two 
truatworthy  members  being  placed  outside  the  door  as  sentinels  upon  all 
occasions  when  either  the  grand  or  a  branch  lodge  shall  assemble;  it  is 
now  further  ordered,  with  the  view  for  the  better  safety  of  each  and  every 
member  of  this  learned  society,  that  one  possessed  of  the  most  accurate 
Vision,  good  ear,  and  least  drowsy  habits,  be  appointed  interior  watcher, 
or  inside  doorkeeper.  The  duty  of  this  functionary  will  be  to  place 
himself  near  the  door  of  the  room  in  which  the  members  of  the  club  raay 
from  time  to  time  assemble  for  business  or  conviviality.  Be  it  further 
understood,  that,  whether  the  said  room  shall  or  shall  not  be  provided 
with  a  dock,  he  shall  at  each  hour  strike  a  gong,  which,  for  the  purpose 
of  being  rendered  portable,  shall  consiat  of  a  piece  of  sheet  copper.    The 
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said  doorkeeper,  or  watcher,  shall  also  at  the  same  time  audibly  announce 
the  hour  of  night,  saying,  in  addition,  one,  two,  three,  or  four  hours  to 
remain  out — as  the  case  may  be.  This  auxiliary  precaution  would  pre- 
vent  any  honourable  member  from  orerstaying  hu  time,  and  thereby 
running  the  risk,  at  the '  witcbing  hour/  of  being  tapped  on  the  Shoulder  by 
a  sheriiF's  officer.  The  gong  will  be  supplied  at  the  expenae  of  the  society, 
and  will  be  worn,  when  en  routeüxr  the  place  of  aasembly,  beneath  the 
coat  or  waistcoat  of  the  gentleman  entrusted  with  that  cuirass  against 
time  and  bailiffs. 

"Be  it  also  further  ordered,  that,  as  a  greater  safeguard  against  the 
fieeting  hours,  or  the  facinations  of  eloquence,  long  stories  of  personal 
hardships,  priyations,  and  worldly  disappointnients,  be  prohibiied,  and 
their  repetition  by  the  same  narrator  be  strictly  fbrhidden.  Tales  of  woe 
mußt,  therefore,  be  Condensed;  but  if  they  should  possess  such  matter  as 
may  be  deemed  likely  to  prove  useful  or  interesting  to  the  present  or 
future  generations,  they  will  be  entered  on  the  Journals  of  the  club. 

"  By  order  of  the  Cnairman  and  the  Managing  Couunittee, 

(Signed)         "  Wilunq  Fueewkist,  Secretary." 

In  acoordance  with  the  above  useful  hint,  an  electton  forthwith  took 
place  for  the  appointment  of  this  high  office  of  trust,  fbr  which  two  caa- 
didates  were  nominated,  vit,  Lieutenant  Clearview,  R.N.,  late  of  the 
Dreadnought,  and  Captain  Von  Spyall,  fbrmerly  of  the  2nd  Hussars,  Ger- 
man  Legion,  and  author  of  a  treatise  on  the  importance  of  an  unimpaired 
vision  for  officen  and  men  placed  on  the  duty  of  outpost  when  befnre  an 
enemy. 

Much  animation  having  been  nianifested  amoug  the  friends  of  the 
respectire  candidates,  a  show  of  hands  was  demanded,  when  the  majority 
was  found  to  be  in  favour  of  the  ex-German  hussar.     Next  followed 

u  An  Address  from  the  Adrocates  of  Free  Trade  in  War  to  the  Chargi 

d Affaires  fbr  Greece. 

"We,  the  undersigned,  and  numerous  unemployed  sons  of  Mars 
members  of  the  Royal  United  British  and  Foreign  Hard-up  Club,  view 
with  much  interest  the  affairs  of  Greece,  and  condole  with  the  oppressed 
people  of  that  nation  on  their  late  and  present  Situation  andharsh  treat- 
ment  by  the  cabinet  of  her  Britannic  Majesty  on '  the  subject  of  the 
fraudulent  demands  of  Don  Pacifico  fbr  compensation  for  the  alleged 
destruction  of  certain  bundles  of  waste  paper,  stated  to  be  Touchers  for 
pecuniary  claims  of  a  most  exorbitant  amount  on  the  government  of  Por- 
tugal. We,  the  naval  and  military  members  of  this  honourable  society, 
are  quite  convensant  with  the  natura  of  the  trumped-up  claim  of  Don 
Pacifico,  and  can  with  truth  and  confidence  assert  that  he  has  no  demand 
whatever  on  the  ooffers  of  her  Most  Faithful  Majesty  Dona  Maria 
Secunda.  If  gorernments  are  to  be  so  oppressed  as  Greece  has  been,  we 
may  expect  to  see  the  Hard-up  Club  füled  with  bankrupt  kings  and 
queens. 

"  The  non-actively  employed  sword-bearers  by  sea  and  land  will  be 
most  happy  to  lend  ahand  to  Greece  or  Portugal,  if  either  of  these  states 
should  ftei  incuned  to  gire  them  a  chance  of  drawing  the  ayenging 
sword. 
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"Sereral  offioers  who  hare  soldout  of  ihe  British  Service,  others  upon 
half-pay,  but  who  are  suhsistinff  upon  a  moiety  of  that  remunerating 
allowance  to  the  veteran — the  other  portion  being  either  put  or  laidaside 
for  the  dischargeof  tradesmen's  aoeounta,  educatkm  of  children,  or  other 
purpoaee — are  ready  to  join  any  legitimate  eervice,  where  fahr  fighting, 
zank,  occasional  pay  and  rations  may  be  reoeiveöV' 

Hero  followe  a  long  list  of  veterana,  hberating  soldiera  who  had  eerred 
in  the  modern  wan  of  South  America»  Greece,  Spein,  and  Portugal,  all 
of  whom  expressed  their  readiness  to  draw  their  unsullied  Mades. 

Mr.  M'Siurall  said,  fromwhat  he  had  that  day  obserred  a«  to  the  difftV 
oulty  of  finding  aconmmodation  for  a  few  hundreda  of  the  natives  of  the 
United  Eingdom  for  a  place  of  aasemUy,  he  feit  assured  that  it  would 
.he  impossible  to  carry  out  the  gigantic  and  impolitic  design  of  admitting 
föreigners  aa  hrothera  of  the  projeeted  iriendly  soeiety  of  the  Hard-up 
Club  in  eourse  of  fbrmation.  Thoiisands  of  the  aona  and  daughtera  of 
other  lands  had  been  gathered  together  at  the  Great  Exhibition  of  all 
Nations,  many  of  whom  would  probably  be  compelled  to  prolong  their 
stay  in  this  country,  and  tiiua  become  ebgible  as  membera  of  the  learned 
ccaft;  added  to  this,  the  late  oontinenUl  revolutiona  had  caused  over- 
whelming  numbers  of  would-be  patriota  to  flock  to  thia  land  of  free 
conacience  and  liberty .  Hundreda  of  theae  professional  out-throats  hovered 
about  the  vicinityof  Leicester-square  in  aeedy  andtattered  uniform«,  with 
their  breasta  bedwened  with  faded  and  greaay  aeraps  of  ribbon.  Many  of 
these  fomentam  of  civil  war  were  no  better  than  aaet  of  inai*4ratchere,  who 
were  ready  to  imbrae  their  aworda  not  only  in  the  bloodof  their  own  eoun- 
trymeD,  but  in  that  of  the  unoffending  people  of  any  nation  whoae  livea 
they  may  be  called  upon  to  aaerifice  tor  filthy  lucre.  Theae  were  the 
aayages  who  would  be  foiating  themselvea  on  the  club  aa  membera.  If 
admitted,  they  would  swamp  the  Britiah  membera  of  the  projeeted 
national  inatitution.  He  should  therefore  objeet  to  the  admiasion  of 
fcreigners,  except  such  aa  belonged  to  embaasies,  artiata,  or  profeasora  of 
languagea  poaieaahig  diplomaa  of  such  qualincation,  or  such  aa  had  been 
sufficiently  douuciled  in  this  country  aa  to  give  a  degree  of  reapectability 
to  them.  (Loud  dies  of  "  Shame,  shame  !"  accompanied  by  hisse*  and 
groans,  amid  which  diaeordant  tones  thia  caustie  and  un-Engliablike 
orator  retired.) 

Mr.  Waap  said  he  also  objected  to  the  admiasion  of  foreignem,  except 
uoder  auch  restrictions  aa  had  been  proposed  by  ms  honouiable  friend. 
He  (Mr.  Waap)  had  been  frequently  imposed  upon  by  fbreignera  who 
termed  themeelvea  Poles,  but  who  turned  out  to  be  German  Jews.  As  to 
these  men  being  admitted  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club  on  the  plea 
of  being  artista,  professors  of  music,  or  linguista,  he  quite  laughed  at 
auch  pretensions,  which  in  many  caaes  he  knew  had  been  practiaed  as  a 
subterfuge  to  get  lodgings,  or  to  worin  themselvea  into  respectable  fami- 
lies,  where  they  either  contraoted  debte,  or  aedueed  the  wife  or  aome 
other  member  of  the  hitherto  happy  honsehoU.  For  many  years  thia 
country  had  been  in&ated  with  natives  of  France,  Spain,  and  Portugal, 
the  greater  portion  of  whom  had  fled  their  kindred  aoil  for  offences  of  a 
dangerous  political  tendency;  yet  these  men  had  been  toleratedin  Eng- 
liah  society.  He  should,  however,  oppoae  their  admiasion  to  the  grand 
lodgeof  the  Hard-up  Club.    (Londcrieaof  "Ne>no;"  "Free trade  in 

t2 
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political  and  religious  sentiinents ;"  "  No  exclusion  on  sach  paltrjr  pre- 
tences;"  "  Down*  down ;"  "  Tom  him  out.") 

Mr.  Markpoint  said  he  could  not  find  words  suniciently  strong  to  ez- 
press  the  indignation  he  feit  at  the  harsh,  unjust,  and  insulting  aspersions 
which  had  been  so  lavishly  cast  upon  those  iÜ-fated  foreignen  whose  mis- 
fortunes  had  driven  them  to  seek  protection  in  this  land  of  refuge  and 
liberty.  (Cheers.)  The  epithets  which  had  been  bestowed  upon  these 
gentlemen — followers  of  the  most  honourable  profession  of  arms — were 
disgraceful  to  the  age  in  which  we  live.  He  hoped  the  subject  would  be 
taken  up  bynaval  and  military  menof  allgrades  and  Services — (Cheers) — all 
of  whom,  he  feit  assured,  were  too  high-minded  and  enlightened  to  sneer 
at  foreign  mercenaries  or  refugees,  merely  because  they  had  the  ill-luck 
to  be  in  bad  odour  in  their  own  country.  He  (Mr.  Markpoint)  should  con- 
clude  by  calling  on  all  gentlemen  who  wished  to  be  considered  unpreju* 
diced  men  of  the  world,  to  rebuke  the  narrow-minded  Cockneys  who  had 
outraged  that  very  august  assembly  by  such  an  uncajled-for  display  of  bad 
feeling  towards  aliens  in  distress.  (Loud  cries  of  •'  Hear,  hear,"  and  deafen- 
ing  cheers.) 

Major  Fitzmars,  C.B.,  K.H.,  said  that  it  was  with  difficulty  he  could 
refrain  from  giving  vent  to  the  indignation  he  feit  at  the  unfeeling  and 
illiberal  sentiments  so  unblushingly  expressed  by  the  two  honourable 
members  who  preceded  bis  honourable  and  enlightened  frieud  Mr.  Mark- 
point He  (Major  Fitzmars)  regretted  that  the  very  smallest  section  of 
Englishmen  should  entertain  such  absurd  ideas.  He,  however,  hoped  that 
few  would  be  found  in  this  country,  more  particularly  in  this  assembly,  to 
agree  in  opinion  with  the  honourable  gentlemen.  (Hear,  hear.)  He  oon- 
jured  the  honourable  gentlemen  not  to  disgust  the  meeting  by  endeavour- 
ing  to  prevail  on  honourable  members  to  disgraoe  themselves  by  such  an 
uncourteous  act  as  that  of  excluding  any  body  of  men  on  the  ground  of 
religious  or  political  principles.  He  implored  the  honourable  gentlemen  to 
recollect,  that  "  it  is  peculiar  to  justice  not  to  do  wrong,  ana  to  modesty 
not  to  offend."  He  should  conclude  by  advising  the  honourable  gentle- 
men to  withdraw  their  captious  Opposition  on  this  head.  (Hear,  hear,  and 
cheers.) 

Iieut.-Colonel  Fitzarthur,  C.B.,  K.H.,  said  that  he  was  also  quite  dis- 
gusted  with  the  opinions  expressed  by  the  two  honourable  gentlemen  who 
wished  to  exclude  foreigners  from  this  club.  He  (Lieut-Colonel  Fitz- 
arthur) was  a  soldier  of  fortune  and  a  Citizen  of  the  world;  he  therefore 
despised  contracted  ideas  and  narroWessofmind.  (Hear,  hear.)  Heprided 
himself  on  the  liberal  principles  of  Englishmen,  and  the  encouragement 
and  friendship  with  which  foreignen  were  usually  received  among  us. 
It  was  to  the  honour  of  Englishmen  that  the  natives  of  all  nations  round 
an  asylum  in  this  enlightened  and  unprejudiced  country.  (Hear,  hear.) 
He  thought  that  the  civil  discord  which  compelled  a  man  to  quit  his  native 
land  ought  rather  to  entitle  him  to  commiseration  than  to  insult  and 
contempt;  and  he  contended  that  no  man  ought  to  be  excluded  from  the 
rights  of  hospitality  on  the  pretext  of  his  religious  or  political  opinions. 
(Hear,  hear.)  He  had  of  late  frequently  met  men  against  whom  he  had 
fought  on  the  Feninsula.  To  these  former  foes  he  always  extended  the  band 
of  fipood  fellowship;  he  recognised  no  enemy  but  in  the  field— (Cheers) — 
and  he  should  conclude  by  advising  the' honourable  gentlemen  to  withdraw 


GREETINGS  AND  GATHERING8  OF  ALL  NATIONS.  265 

their  obnoxious  Opposition  to  the  admission  of  foreignen»    (Hear,  hear, 
and  loud  cheers.) 

Captain  Goodfellow,  R.N.,  said  that  he  could  not  withhold  theunquali- 
fied  expression  of  his  disapprobation  at  the  indelicate  proposition  for  the  ex- 
clusion  of  foreigners  from  their  club.  He,  however,  hoped  that  such  an 
unprincipled  attempt  would  be  met  with  well-merited  indignation  and 
oontempt.  Such  ideas,  he  (Captain  Goodfellow)  contended,  would  be  a 
disgrace  to  the  humblest  and  most  unlettered  individual,  whose  travels  had 
not  extended  beyond  a  very  limited  portion  of  the  most  uncivilised  country. 
(Hear,  hear.)  But  God  forbid  that  such  contracted  notions  should  for  one 
xnoment  be  entertained  by  the  enlightened  portion  of  this  great  nation. 
He  begged  the  honourable  gentlemen  to  recollect  that,  from  time  imme- 
morial,  this  countiy  had  afforded  an  asylum  to  oppressed  foreigners.  It 
was  in  this  country  that  Louis  XVIII. ,  Charles  X.,  Louis  Philippe,  and 
other  distinguished  personages,  sought  refuge  during  the  revolution  of 
1792.  In  this  country,  he  contended,  all  national  disputes  and  politi- 
cal  animosities  ought  to  be  buried  in  oblivion.  It  is  in  this  country  where 
the  Pole  can  meet  the  Russian — the  French  reyolutionist  the  royalist— - 
the  Carlist  the  Christina — the  Miguelite  the  Pedroite — the  Hungarian 
the  Austrian — the  Chartist  the  Tory — and  the  Roman  Catholic  the  Pro- 
testant. He,  in  conclusion,  begged  to  impress  upon  the  feelings  of  all 
honourable  gentlemen,  that  the  metropolis  is  the  neutral  ground  of  the 
whole  world;  he  therefore  hoped  that  there  would  be  no  further  Opposition 
to  the  admission  of  foreigners. 

Mr.  M'Slurall  said,  that  in  consequence  of  the  strong  feeling  which 
prerailed  against  the  opinion  he  had  expressed  on  the  subject  of  the  ad- 
mission of  foreigners,  he  should  withdraw  his  Opposition  on  this  head. 

Mr.  Wasp  also  consented  to  give  way  to  what  he  considered  populär 
clamour,  and  snould  thus  withdraw  his  Opposition,  bearing  in  mind  the 
old  adage,  that 

A  man  convinced  apainst  his  will, 
Is  of  the  same  opinion  still. 

Here  the  subject  dropped. 

Just  as  the  business  of  the  day  was  about  to  be  concluded,  Mr. 
Hammerman,  the  manager  of  that  well-known  and  influential  firm,  the 
Messrs.  Anvil  and  Sparks,  was  admitted  to  an  audience  with  the  chairman 
of  the  honourable  gentlemen  there  assembled,  to  submit  for  inspection 
modeis  of  iron  hoteis,  houses,  and  cottages,  so  constructed  as  to  enable 
the  occupant  of  a  Single  dwelling  to  move  from  place  to  place  by  aid  of  a 
man,  a  hone,  a  mule,  an  ass,  or  that  giant  propeller — steam. 

These  edifices  were  flat-bottomed,  having  small  wheels,  faced  with 
iron,  and  fitted  with  coupling-chains  and  bumpers,  so  tbat  the  inhabitants 
might  travel  either  singly  or  in  Company.  By  sea  they  might  make  them- 
selves  fast  to  sailing-vessels  or  steamers ;  or,  if  sufnciently  in  cash,  they 
might  have  a  steam-tug  of  their  own,  and  thus,  whether  afloat  or  ashore, 
might  traTerse  the  world  without  subjecting  themselves  to  such  times  of 
departure  as  may  be  selected  by  either  steam-boat  or  railway  directors. 

Mr.  Hammerman,  in  elucidating  the  many  advantages  possessed  by 
iron  houses  over  those  of  wood,  brick,  or  stone,  drew  the  attention  of  his 
auditors  to  the  circumstance  of  their  portability,  for,  when  taken  to  pieces# 
they  might  be  so  packed  as  to  render  them  capable  of  being  conreyed  to 


266  THE  HARD-UP  CLUB. 


the  place  of  departure  of  a  raüway  train  or  8team-Yessel,on  the  top  of  a 
cab,  or  on  that  of  a  cart  of  the  "  Parcels*  Delivery  Compan y.w  Thus, 
honourabk  gentlemen  might,  without  being  bouseless,  visit  any  bitherto 
koown  or  inhabited  part  of  tbe  world ;  and  when  their  abodes  were  not 
orer  their  heads,  tbey  might  take  thcm  under  their  arms.  Such  gentlemen 
as  chose  to  travel  without  these  fire-proof  residences,  migbt  leave  them  in 
some  place  of  safety.  Mr.  ReceWeall,  a  pawnbroker  of  Rotherhithe, 
takes  tbese  articles  inte  pledge,  and  advanos*  money  on  them,  which 
enables  honourable  gentlemen  to  raise  funds  fbr  a  sudden  trip  in  figbt 
marcbing  ordcr,  and  affords  protection  to  their  dwellingv  nntil  tbey  nx 
upon  tome  place  of  tenvporary  sojourn» 

Mr.  Hammerman,  prior  to  bii  departure,  kradl y  distribnted  liihographs 
of  these  useful  ahtdmg-places,  with  an  estimate  of  costo  attacbed  to  each. 
These  prints  were  principally  circulated  among  such  gentlemen  as  bad 
sSgnified  their  intention  of  täking  night  to  California. 

In  gratitude  fbr  the  sight  of  tbe  modeis  to  which  we  bare  alluded,  as 
also  for  the  presentation  of  the  prints,  the  gallant  chairman,  and  the 
wholeof  tbe  honourafale  assemblage,  returned  thanks  to  the  Messrs.  Anvil 
and  Sparks,  and  also  to  their  fbreman,  Mr.  Hammerman,  for  tbe  urbanity 
and  intelligence  be  had  displayed  in  explanation  of  them.  A  vast  number 
of  honourable  gentlemen  promised  their  patronage  if  erer  they  again 
became  bouseholders. 

Höre  Mr.  Hammerman  bowed  and  retired,  amid  ine 
of  tbe  movable  and  wandering  members  of  tbe  Hard-up  Club. 

Mr.  Pivot  said  that  modesty,  he  presumed,  had  prevented  Mr.  Ham- 
mermsBi  fron  deptcting  certam  benents  to  be  derived  rrom  tbe  adoption 
of  iron  houses.  Tbat  of  the  most  hnportance  was  the  enabling  honouraMe 
gentlemen  to  baffle  the  of&cers  of  the  sheriff  of  the  county  in  which  they 
might  be  loeated.  The  facility  afforded  to  tbe  bouseholders  of  shifting  their 
abodes,  or  of  turning  them  and  tbeir  furniture — if  any — into  cash,  with- 
out the  aid  of  a  bill  of  sale  or  a  mortgage,  was  a  most  valuable  boon. 
Bill  printing,  sticking,  and  advertising,  would  be  quite  unnecessary,  as 
house  propnetors  could  deposit  their  dwellings  with  their  nncle  or  any 
other  kind  friend  with  very  little  trouble  and  expense.  How  delightful 
would  it  be  fbr  the  owners  of  such  edifices  to  reflect  that  they  could,  with- 
out quitthig  their  roofs,  visit  any  spot  they  migbt  select  at  any  moment 
they  chose !  Thus  tbese  independent  Citizens  of  the  world  might  vie  with 
the  roaming  tribes  of  gipsies  in  tbe  variety  of  their  localHy,  and  although 
not  freeholders,  could  pride  themselves  upon  being  free  trarellera.  Tnis 
advantage  was  not  contined  to  a  solitary  individual,  but  might  be  em- 
braced  by  thousands.  **  Let  us  picture  to  ourselves"  (emphaticauy  obserred 
the  anhnated  orator)  "  a  number  of  these  iron  dwelhngs  linken  together, 
advancing  along  a  turnpike-road,  or  that  of  a  railway.  In  the  latter  case, 
these  tenements  would  only  require  to  be  put  upon  trucks,  and  if  at  sea 
or  canals,  upon  rata;  die  movement  upon  a  turnpike-road  would  be  the 
most  independent,  and  perhaps  the  cheapest,  as  the  cavalcade  might  make 
what  progress  it  chose,  and  halt  when  and  where  it  pleased.  Tbis  scene, 
though  hold  and  grand,  would  indeed  be  a  moving  one  in  tbe  eyes  of 
creditors  and  bailins,  whose  pursuit  would  be  almost  useless,  as  the  in- 
mattes  of  the  tenements  forming  the  rear-guard  would  instantly  hoist  a 
signsi  of  distress,  consisting  of  a  Uack  nag,  with  the  words— 
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The  bailiffs  are  Coming,  oh  «fear!  oh  dear! 

in  large  red  letters.  As  soon  as  this  banner  should  be  displayed,  the 
cavalcade  would  halt,  and  a  defensive  force  would  be  formed  ror  the  pur« 
poseof  engaging  and  defeating  the  common  foe.  (Loud  cheers.)  Such, 
gentlemen,  are  some  of  the  advantages  of  iron  houses  over  the  more  showy 
and  expensive  mansions.  If  iron-masters  would  reduce  the  price  of  that 
commodity,  barren  plains,  uncultivated  commons,  and  every  inch  of  waste 
land  in  England,  Ireland,  and  Scotland,  would  ere  long  be  occasionally 
covered  with  cottages»  villas,  and  even  goodly  family  houses.  He  should 
conclude  by  saying,  Down  with  houses  of  bricks  and  mortar !  Erect  in 
their  stead  those  of  iron !  (Loud  cheers,  and  cries  of  '  Iron  houses  for 
ever  !*)  It  must  be  recollected  that  the  movement  of  this  great  cavalcade 
would  not  be  confined  to  short  tours,  but  could  make  a  circuit  of  the  globe. 
This  moving  mass  of  solid  metal  and  real  flesh  and  blood  might  be  justly 
termed  the  Monster  Panorama  of  au  Nations."    (Cheers.) 

During  Mr.  Hammerman's  visit  the  business  of  the  day  was  suspended, 
that  very  respectable  person  not  being  a  member ;  but  as  soon  as  he  with* 
drew,  the  proceedings  were  resumed,  when  the  gallant  chairman  said, 
that  at  the  last  meetmg  he  had  omitted  to  State  that  the  appointment 
of  the  London  and  Metropolitan  Counties  General  Information  Collector 
and  Provincial  Superintendent  of  Brauch  Movable  Lodges  had  been 
created  for,  and  conferred  upon,  their  gallant  secretary,  Captain  Willing 
Freewrist.  TTiis  nomination,  he  feit  assured,  would  give  general  satia- 
£iction  to  nis  brother  clubmen. 

Hie  announcement  of  this  appointment  was  received  with  the  most 
vehement  and  deafening  cheers.  The  gallant  official  returned  thanks  in 
a  brief  and  appropriate  speech,  and  then  conuningled  with  bis  honourable 
coadjutors. 

Mr.  Savebody  then  moved  an  adjournment,  when  the  meeting  broke 
up,  but,  as  usual,  without  naming  a  place  for  the  next  gathering  of  the 
learned,  honourable,  and  right  worshipful  craft. 
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Somk  five  years  ago,  a  clique  of  naval  officers  began  to  agitate  the 
qoestkm  of  the  defenceless  State  of  our  shores  from  any  foreign  aggres- 
eion.  For  some  period  the  question  seemed  to  be  the  peculiar  bantfing 
of  that  brauch  of  die  two  sister  Services,  tratil  a  commission  was  issneil 
by  parliament  to  inqutre  into  the  State  of  our  ports  and  sea-side  fbrtifi- 
cations,  and  report  thereon— the  issue  was  an  order  for  their  being  put 
into  a  thorough  State  of  defence.  A  few  months  after,  a  letter  ap- 
peared  (qaesttonably  obtained,  we  believed)  in  the  papers  of  the  day, 
from  his  Grace  the  Commander-in-Chief  to  Sir  John  Burgoyne,  in  whtch 
Ins  Grace  entertains  fears  of  a  fike  invasion.  The  matter  has  since  then 
ailently  bot  surely  progressed,  until  we  cannot  now  take  up  a  paper 
without  seeing  some  half-dozen  letters  mooting  so  important  a  qaestkra. 
Fresumptuous  as  it  may  be  in  us  to  array  ourselves  against  such  a  great 
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authority  as  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  backed  up  as  bis  opinion  has  been 
by  the  voxpqpuli,  we  cannot  resist,  however,  bringing  before  the  notice 
of  our  readers  the  following  views  of  the  case. 

First,  let  us  suppose  the  Prince  President  to  have  either  the  wish  for 
such  a  war  of  invasion,  the  money  for  carrying  out  such  a  war,  or  the 
capabilities  of  a  general  for  succeeding  in  such  a  war,  which  we  can 
safely  say  he  has  not ;  then  let  us  suppose  he  has  ships  to  bring  over  all 
this  large  force — which  a  "  Bündle  of  Sticks"  informs  us  he  can  concen- 
träte  at  a  given  point  in  a  few  hours — which  we  all  know  he  has  not,  was 
he  to  press  every  cockle-boat  or  fishing-smack  into  his  Service  in  his  king- 
dom ;  and  then  let  us  suppose  our  secret-service  agents  and  spies  in  France 
to  be  under  the  influence  of  a  mesmeric  coma.  Well,  these  suppositions 
naving  occurred,  let  us  again  fancy  the  army  of  invasion  in  füll  sail,  bearing 
down  like  a  foul  vulture  on  our  gallant  little  isle.  Remember,  however, 
the  French  proverb— "  L'homme  propose,  mau  Dieu  dispose."  We  are 
Protestant»  of  the  established  faith;  they,  Romanists  of  the  heretic. 
Their  invasion  is  one  of  tyranny,  despotism,  and  cruelty ;  ours,  a  de- 
fence  pro  arig  etfocis.  To  whom,  then,  will  the  God  of  Battles  give 
the  victory  ?  Surely  to  ourselves  ;  to  his  own  elect,  fighting  in  de- 
fence  of  British  liberty  of  right  and  law,  of  homes  and  country,  of  cbil- 
dren  and  wives!  Have  not  like  invasions  been  attempted,  within  our 
own  memory,  on  the  south  of  Ireland,  by  the  French  ?  and  did  not  the 
waves  and  winds  arise,  and  shatter  the  fleet  to  spars  and  masts  ?  Might 
not,  then,  the  Lord  in  his  infinite  raercy  arouse  a  like  storm,  and  scatter 
a  like  fleet,  albeit  it  may  be  a  steam  one  ?  But  let  us  humour  our  fancy 
to  its  highest  bent,  and  picture  Louis  Napoleon,  like  Julius  Caesar,  on  our 
shores.  Where  would  be  our  navy,  our  army,  our  enrolled  pensioners, 
and  our  police  force?  Verily,  it  is  carrying  our  fancies  beyond  the 
farthest  regions  of  the  inoon !  Like  John  of  England  and  Bichard 
Coeur  de  Lion,  it  is  greatly  on  the  score  of  probability  that  an  Orleans 
scion  would  walk  into  the  presidential  chair  during  the  Prince's  absence  ; 
while  we  might  still  further  carry  out  that  simile,  and  picture  Prince 
Louis  confined  in  York  or  ehester  Castles,  and  Monsieur  Morney,  as  the 
wandering  minstrel,  seranading  him  with  the  Marseillaise  hymn  under 
the  turret  Windows  ;  while  the  "  brave  army,"  like  that  of  a  country 
melodrama,  would  be  reduced  to  six  "  supers  — u  the  cankers  of  a  calm 
world  and  long  peace,"  who  could  not  "  come  on."  Of  France,  then,  we 
have  no  fears ;  but  there  is  another  subject  which  presses  painfully  and 
alarmingly  upon  our  notice,  and  cries  aloud  for  reform. 

Our  colonies  are  increasing  daily;  the  barbarian  hordes  and  natives 
whom  we  have  subdued  have,  by  bitter  experience,  learnt  the  art  of  war- 
hie  from  ourselves.  A  deceitful,  treacherous,  half-civilised  race  have 
arisen  in  our  Cape  territory  in  open  arms  against  the  supreme  authority 
of  the  Queen  of  England  ;  they  have  utterlv  disregarded  the  ties  of 
honour  they  swore  to  obey;  and  as  for  "the  smoking  of  pipes  and 
breaking  of  sticks,"  they  treated  the  spectacle  as  purely  theatrical — a  hit 
from  the  Surrey  Theatre. 

We  sent  our  battalions  of  infantry,  and,  on  their  arrival,  we  find  they 
have  an  arm  for  warfare  worse  than  useless.  The  governor  applies  for 
more  troops ;  cavalry  is  immediately  sent  out,  and  it  is  found,  from  their 
height  and  the  weight  of  their  accoutrements,  they  cannot  be  mounted! 
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These  are  fearful  cUnouemente  for  the  greatest  kingdom  in  tbe  universe 
to  permit — the  conquerors  of  the  world  I 

The  reforms  required  are  these:  It  has  long  been  allowed  the  French 
artillery  is  superior  to  our  own ;  this  we  must  see  to,  and  have  remedied 
at  onee.  Our  artillery  has  been  increased,  is  going  to  be  increased  this 
year,  but,  moreover,  must  be  increased  still  more.  Rest  assured,  it  is 
the  most  powerful  and  deadly  brauch  of  the  military  Service.  Our 
cavalry  must  be  divided  into  two  distinct  branches— light  and  heavy. 
The  hght  cavalry  must  be  men  not  exceeding  in  height  five  feet  eight 
inches  and  a  half  ,  adapted  for  the  Indian  and  Cape  horses.  The  heavy 
cavalry  must  be  men  of  five  feet  eight  inches  to  six  feet,  for  European 
warfare,  and  mounted  at  home.  The  accoutrements  of  both  hght  and 
heavy  cavalry  must  be  reduced  in  weight.  The  troops  of  the  heavy 
cavalry  ought  to  be  increased  to  eight  of  their  present  strength ;  while 
those  of  the  light  (six  in  number)  ought  to  be  increased  by  thirty 
men  per  troop,  and  a  second  major.  The  present  cavalry  carbine 
must  be  immediately  "cast,"  and  a  light,  handy  weapon,  like  those 
now  used  by  the  French  chasseur  regiments  of  the  hne,  or  those  given  by 
the  late  Pnnce  of  Wales  (afterwards  George  IV.)  to  bis  own  corps,  the 
lOth  Hussars,  only  double-barreüed,  served  out  in  their  places.  As  to 
the  infantry,  so  much  has  been  written  daily  and  monthly,  that  it  would 
be  superfluous  to  go  over  the  well-beaten  track  again.  The  Albert  shako 
ought  to  be  superseded  by  a  nice-fitting,  compact  helmet,  with  no  Orna- 
ment, plume,  or  spike.  The  cross-belt  ought  not  to  congest  the  lungs, 
and  drag  on  the  wind-pipe,  but  act  frorn  the  waist.  Our  satirical  con- 
temporary  thus  ably  and  facetiously  alludes  to  the  subject : 

In  the  march  this  little  man, 

Soon  to  puff  and  blow  beganr 
And  found  it  deuced  hard  to  keep  in  rank,  rank,  rank ;    , 

So  ball-cartridge  sixty  round», 

Weighing  something  like  eight  pounds, 
To  steady  him,  kept  bobbing  at  his  flank,  flank,  flank. 

And,  in  conclusion,  every  light  infantry  regiment,  and  the  light  com- 
panies  of  others,  ought  to  be  supplied  with  double-barrelled  rifles,  and 
bayonets  to  fix  thereon,  in  place  of  the  huge  heavy  weapon  they  have  now 
to  defend  themselves  with,  and  carry  victory  into  an  enemy's  country. 

With  reference  to  the  calling  out  of  the  militia,  we  are  decidedly 
opposed  to  such  an  order.  Since  the  days  of  militia  and  volunteers,  a 
new  corps  has  sprang  up,  "  the  Enrolled  Pensioners  " — a  most  effective 
and  gallant  body  of  men.  At  present  there  is  only  one  officer  attached 
to  this  corps  in  each  town,  but  others  migbt  easily  be  procured  from  the 
half-pay  hst;  while  in  Ireland  the  police,  or  "Peel'*  Force"  as  it  is 
sometimes  termed,  is  quite  equal  to  any  sudden  emergency.  They  are 
drilled  and  accoutred  as  soldiers  of  the  line,  have  bayonets  and  carbines 
as  weapons  of  defence,  and  no  doubt  would  have  been  great  anxiliaries 
to  Sir  Harry  Smith  during  the  Caffre  war,  had  a  Company  or  so  been 
sent  out  to  the  Cape  as  "  sharpshooters." 

Now,  with  the  calling  out  of  the  militia,  the  expectation  required  is,  that 
a>  Johnny  Raw  is  taken  from  the  plough  or  loom,  drilled  and  worked  for  a 
week — the  space  only  of  seven  days — and  he  becomes  as  finished  a  soldier 
as  the  "regulär"  does,  who  takes  as  many  months  t     Surely,  the  transfor- 
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mation  is  only  equal  to  that  of  Don  Whiskeraados  to  Harlequin  in  a  Christ- 
mas pantomime.  We  are  essentially  a  non-tnüfrar?  nation,  and  no 
further  proof  eanbe  wanting  to  prore  sothan  the  ftecttnat,  with  our  mere 
bendful  of  soldier*  in  comparison  with  our  popuktk«,  no  regbnent  is  per- 
fectively  effeetrte.  The  rooghing  hie,  the  make-shifts  for  eosofbrts,  the 
mixture  of  splendour  and  poTerty  combined,  ineideat  e*en  to  a  nrilitary 
Ufe  in  the  time  of  peaee,  h  not  ooneonant  to  the  Saaon  charaeter.  They 
like  the  comfbtt  of  their  fireeide,  m  a  room  to  themsehres ;  tbey  kke  thenr 
ehest  of  drawers  to  keep  their  "bits  of  things"  in,  with  the  other  penafes 
you  meet  with  in  erery  labourer's  cottage;  they  lere  their  wrves  and 
sacaily,  and  a  qtdet  gleis  at  the  ale-house;  hat  they  eannot  attane  their 
natnres  to  the  row  and  dbeord  of  a  bartack-room,  to  the  debauebery  of 
the  canteen,  to  a  knapsack,  wherein  all  their  propertief  are  to  he  packed 
up  in,  nor  the  perpetnal  "goose-step"  and  practica!  drilL  Now,  weU- 
organised  corpe  of  pensioners,  who  hare  been  soldiers,  and  from  the  age  of 
eighteen  have  been  well  broke  into  Uns  speciesof  life,  would  bea  mnch  more 
effective  means  of  defence  than  ever  the  best  organised  mihtia  will  prore; 
while,  if  the  expense  is  the  cry,  haro  a  loeal  taxation ;  for  we  feel  snre  the 
qniet  and  domestic  householder  would  far  rather  prefer  to  pay  a  smafl 
snm  azmuelly,  thanbe  compeüed  to  squeese  himself  into  a  red  coat,  and 
furbish  np  an  old  sword,  and  stand  a  certain  nnniber  of  honra  an  one  leg 
while  he  balaneed  the  other  to  and  fax  A  weU-organised  force  of  these 
pensioners  onght  to  eztend  from  Beacfay  Head  up  to  Kinnaird's  Head; 
the  coasts  of  Sufiblk,  Norfolk,  northern  Yorkshire,  Berwick,  Fife,  and 
For&r,  heing  now  in  a  Tery  defeneeless  State.  The  Votanteer  Rille  Corps 
is  as  pretty  a  playihing  as  John  Ball  and  his  sons  hafe  got  up  for  th» 
many  a  day,  and  the  means  of  greatly  improving  the  rifle  trade  in  Bir- 
mingham, and  the  "  stop"  shops  of  London.  The  establishment  of  rifle- 
galleries  will  be  an  exceüent  idea,  if  properly  carried  oot— not  for  the  for- 
mation  of  rifle  corps,  but  for  national  and  desbable  places  of  amusement ; 
but  we  should  strongly  adräe  any  aspiring  spirit  to  pause  well  before  he 
Orders  "  a  snit  of  green,"  for  we  are  sure,  long  before  it  wül  be  required 
to  be  used,  the  mania  will  hare  died  away,  and  we  shall  bare  the  pubne 
riding  asfariously  a  new  bobby-horse.  Last  year  we  were  all  for  peaee, 
this  year  all  for  war  l  Why  should  we  not  pousset,  change  handt, 
down  the  middle,  and  into  our  old  places  again,  and  the  one  after  (1863) 
be  again  a  millenium  of  Peace  and  Quiet? 

Hi*  Graee  the  Commander-in-Chief  has  said  omr  fittt  is  our  gieat 
souroe  of  defence,  and  the  public  may  rest  assured  our  Woodes  Walk  are, 
in  truth,  the  cause  of  terror  todespotsorofrererencefromlrings»  Thougfa 
we  are  no  nation  of  solchen,  and  may  be  of  shopkeepen,  yet  oertamly  are 
we  of  sailors.  Our  national  songs  are  all  of  the  navy.  Sailors  are  easfly 
obtainahle  ;  and  while  the  army  is  held  up  by  many  in  words  of  repraaehor 
of  contnmely,  our  navy — never.  Rest  assured,  our  safety  lies  in  our  fleet 
Man  and  yietual  that  well,  and  we  may  never  fear  of  an  invasion;  whüe, 
should  a  despot  ever  gall  an  enthralled  nation  by  his  tyranny  into  desperar 
tion,  and  openly  trampel  upon  the  rights  of  nations,  we  are  sure  our  British 
soldier  will  ever  be  ready  at  his  post,  and  the  deeds  of  Cressy,  Aginoourt, 
Flanden,  the  Peninsula,  and  Waterloo,  onee  again  be  enaeted  in  such  a 
gknious  cause,  and  the  nag  that  has  "  brayed  a  thousand  yearsw  wül  be 
again  unfurled  tictorious  to  the  breese. 
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FLOBENCE    HAMILTON 
By  Misb  Julia  Addison. 

▲UTHOB  Car  "THE  CURA.TE  OF  WILDHEBE." 

Chafteb  XXXV. 

Who  aeekfl  to  pluck  the  fragrant  roie 
From  the  hard  rock  or  aandy  beach,  » 

Who  from  each  weed  that  harren  growt 
Expects  the  grape  or  downy  poach, 

With  eqnal  faith  may  hope  to  find 

The  trnth  of  lore  in  womankind. 

OUSang. 

Quitting  the  house,  the  father  and  son  walked  slowly  forth.  Went- 
worth selected  a  path  leading  to  a  tree  beneath  which  there  was  a  rostic 
seat.  To  this  spot  he  condncted  the  invalid»  and  the  pair  sat  down  aide 
by  side. 

Lord  Elton  was  too  mnoh  exhausted  by  the  nnwonted  exertion  to 
speak  for  some  time,  bot  aat  silently  ganng  at  Wentworth,  who  was 
musing  with  downcast  eye«,  until  at  leogth,  soddenly  looking  up,  the 
yotmg  man  met  bis  conroanion*s  deep  eamest  gase,  and  obeerved  that  bis 
eyes  were  füll  of  tears. 

u  Yonr  face,9  said  Lord  Elton,  as  if  in  explanation,  "reminds  nie  of 
one  who  was  beyond  all  expression  dear  to  me,  and  has,  therefore,  inde- 
pendently  of  the  pleasnre  I  tafce  in  looking  at  a  person  abont  whom  I 
feel  a  streng  interest,  a  peculiar  chann  for  me.  Yoa  need  not  mmd 
being  thoaght  like  her,"  he  continned,  percerring  that  hii  words  had 
brooght  the  blood  rashing  back  to  Wentworth's  cheeks,  M  for  ahe  was 
one  of  the  most  lorely  ereaturea  imaginable.  Yes,"  he  added,  as  if 
pursning  the  idea  which  had  previously  ooeupied  bis  mind,  "the 
likeness  is  indeed  wonderful :  liiere  is  the  tarne  dark  deep  Mne  eye,  me 
aame  contoor,  the  same  sweet  expression  about  the  mouth,  the  tarne 
cnrred  and  delicately-fonned  lin,  the  same  smile  that  ahe  used  to  wear 
before  I " 

He  paused  abrnptly ;  and  a  few  miautet  after  ehanged  the  conrersa- 
tion,  and  they  walked  back  to  the  house, 

When  Wentworth  retired  to  bis  own  room  that  night,  instead  of  going 
to  rest  he  threw  himself  into  a  chair  near  the  open  window,  and,  with  bis 
eyes  fixed  on  the  moonlit  landscape,  feil  into  deep  meditation. 

How  strangely  had  the  events  of  the  last  fewdays  altered  bis  feefings  1 
He  now  reproached  himself  for  the  slight  emotion  with  which  he  had 
looked  forwaid to  bis fathers  death,  when  informed  by  DanTort  that  that 
ereilt  eonld  not  be  fiar  distant  He  oould  not  now  bear  to  tbink  of  it» 
"  Nor  could  I,"  he  aaid  to  himself  "  though  I  were  certam  it  would  place 
me  at  once  in  the  posscssion  of  all  for  which  I  have  so  ardently  longed— 
my  birthright,  and  the  hand  of  my  beloved  Florence." 

He  then  formed  many  vagne  schemes  for  adrancing  bis  own  fortunes, 
among  which  that  of  honoorable  distmction  in  bis  profession  seemed  the 
most  rational. 

u  Some  years'  serrice  in  India,"  he  sohVoqmsed,  anrighi  do  this. 
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Some  years'  service  in  India,9*  he  repeated,  a  few  moraents  after,  smiling 
bitterly  at  what  he  considered  his  own  absurdity.  "  Some  years !  When 
men  endowed  with  far  more  talents  than  I  possess,  pass  a  whole  life  of 
hardship,  privation  and  toil,  in  the  Service  of  their  country  without  at- 
taining  either  honour  or  recompense !  Besides,  even  I  could  not  bear  to 
be  for  several  years  in  another  world,  as  it  were,  from  that  which  Florence 
inhabits,  could  I  be  so  selfish  as  to  wish  her  to  remain  Single  for  my  sake 
for  an  indefinite  period,  and  on  so  great  an  uncertainty  too  ?  Theo,  m 
on  the  other  hand,  were  I  to  engage  in  active  service,  and  return 
renowAed  and  promoted  beyond  my  most  sanguine  expectations,  while 
the  same  ambiguity  rested  on  my  name  and  origin,  would  her  proud 
guardian  consent  to  our  union?  Never.  But  if  in  the  course  of 
time  that  guardian  were  to  die,  and  Florence  to  be  her  own  mistress  ? 
Alas !  before  that  time  Florence  will  in  all  probability  be  married  to 
another." 

He  then  recollected  with  a  pang  how  bent  Lady  Seagrove  was  on 
bringing  about  Florence's  marriage  with  her  nephew,  and  of  the  perse« 
cution  the  poor  girl  was  daily  enduring  on  that  account.  Then  the 
question  arose  whether  she  would  be  able  to  withstand  it  until  the  time 
when  he  could,  without  fear  of  a  refusal,  claim  her  as  his  bride.  Until 
that  time !  and  when  would  that  time  be  ?  It  might  never  arrive.  Ita 
could  not  arrive  until  after  his  father's  death,  which  event  he  trusted* 
would  not  occur  for  many  years.  That  his  father  would  alter  his  opinion 
concerning  his  own  legitimacy,  Wentworth  in  his  wildest  flights  of  f&ncy 
never  dreamed  of.  He  remembered  but  too  well  Lord  Elton's  words,  as 
repeated  to  him  by  Danvers,  namely,  that  if  the  dead  rose  from  their 
graves  and  proclaimed  that  his  wife  had  not  been  faithless,  he  should 
not  be  convinced ;  and  even  on  the  supposition,  which  Wentworth  was 
far  from  entertaining,  that  this  message  was  Danvers'  invention,  he  had 
a  still  more  solemn  assurance  to  the  same  effect  in  his  father's  own  hand- 
writing,  in  the  last  letter  addressed  by  Lord  Elton  to  himself ;  and  had 
not  his  father  that  day,  in  drawing  a  parallel  between  his  own  case  and 
that  of  the  hero  in  the  book  they  had  read,  used  the  words,  "  although 
he  believed  her  guilty,  faithless."  Besides,  Wentworth  feit  that  he 
would  rather  die  than  teil  Lord  Elton  who  he  was. 

"  For,  of  course,,,  he  argued,  "  if  my  father  believed  my  identity, 
which,  most  likely,  he  would  not — for  during  our  recent  intercourse  I 
have  observed  that  a  striking  feature  in  his  character  is  extreme  incredu- 
lity — he  would,  believing  me  not  to  be  his  son,  spurn  me  from  him,  his 
former  contempt  and  dislike  rendered  yet  more  vehement  from  finding  me 
still  in  existence,  after  having  so  long  believed  me  dead  and  out  of  the 
way." 

Perplexed  and  harassed  beyond  expression  by  these  confiicting  thoughts 
and  feelings,  not  knowing  how  to  act,  or  even  what  to  wish,  our  hero  re- 
mained  hour  after  hour  looking  out  upon  the  mountains,  pondering  over 
the  same  subjects,  and  feeling,  if  possible,  still  further  from  settling  any 
one  point  satisfactorily. 

At  length  he  decided  that  the  most  honourable  course  to  pursue  with 
regard  to  Florence  was  to  set  her  free  from  her  engagement  to  him.  But 
how  could  he  do  this  ?  She  had  forbidden  him  to  write,  and  represented 
in  forcible  colours  the  anger  and  displeasure  his  doing  so  would  draw  upon 
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her.  Yet  he  must  send  her  a  letter,  and  he  at  last  determined  to  enclose 
it  to  his  friend  Femberton,  and  request  him  to  deliver  it  secretly.  He 
oghed  deeply  as  he  made  this  resolution,  but  at  the  same  time  hu  mind 
seemed  to  be  lightened  of  a  portion  of  itg  load. 

The  moon  had  almoet  finished  her  course  through  the  heavens,  and  the 
night  breezes  began  to  blow  chill  upon  him.  He  strack  his  repeater. 
Half-past  two  o'clock.  He  closed  the  window,  and  threw  himself  upon 
his  bed  without  taking  off  his  clothes.  But  sleep  came  not,  and  at  the 
first  break  of  day  he  started  from  his  restless  couch,  and  commenced  his 
letter.  But  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  not  write ;  his  hand  trembled,  and 
hlinding  tears  dinuned  his  sight  and  blotted  out  the  words  as  fast  as  he 
traced  them.  It  was  like  breaking  the  last  link  of  the  elender  chain  that 
bound  Florence  and  himself  together.  But  at  length  he  reasoned  himself 
into  comparative  firmness,  and  the  letter  was  completed  Just  as  the  ser- 
vmnt,  for  the  third  time,  summoned  him  to  breakfast.  To  his  surprise, 
Wentworth  found  that  Lord  Elton  had  already  descended. 

"  Are  you  not  ashamed,"  said  the  latter,  with  a  smile,  as  he  shook  the 
young  man  cordially  by  the  hand,  "  to  allow  an  invalid  like  myself  to 
beat  you  at  early  rising  ?" 

"  Indeed  I  am,"  replied  Wentworth.  "  Had  I  known  you  intended 
Coming  down  to  breakfast,  I  should  have  made  a  point  of  not  being  late 
to-day." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  was  the  reply.  "  In  another  day  or  two  I  hope 
I  shall  be  well  enough  to  leave  this  place,  which  I  am  sure  you  must  be 
longing  to  quit,  It  is  very  selfish  ot  me  to  have  kept  you  here  so  long 
solely  on  my  account" 

"  I  am  in  no  hurry,"  replied  Wentworth.  "  I  have  not  seen  all  the 
beauties  of  the  neighbourhood  yet.  Had  I  not  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  with  you,  I  intended  shortly  fizing  on  some  place  as  my  head- 
quarters,  and  then  roaking  excursions.  The  eure'  teils  me  that,  if  I  had 
studied  the  matter,  I  could  not  have  chosen  a  better  place  as  a  centre  in 
this  part  of  Switzerland." 

A  very  long  pause  in  the  conversation  followed.  At  length  Lord 
Elton,  touching  his  companion's  Shoulder,  said,  somewhat  abrupUy,  but 
in  a  laughing  manner, 

"  My  dear  Wentworth,  are  you  in  love  ?" 

"  In  love !"  repeated  Wentworth,  colouring,  and  embarrassed  by  the 
consciousness  that  Florence  Hamilton  was  at  that  moment  ezdusively 
occupying  his  thoughts.     "  Have  I  shown  any  Symptoms  of  being  so  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Lord  Elton ;  "  I  have  spoken  to  you  four  times  with- 
out reeeiving  any  answer  to  my  question." 

Wentworth  apologised,  and  Lord  Elton  then  observed, 

"  I  see  my  servant  has  got  an  English  newspaper  for  me.  We  have 
not  seen  one  for  some  time." 

"  It  will  be  quite  a  treat/'  said  Wentworth,  rousing  himself.  "  What 
say  you  to  adjourning  presently  to  that  shady  seat  we  found  out  yester- 
day,  and  reading  it  there  ?" 

"  It  would  be  delightful,"  said  Lord  Elton.  "  But  I  am  afraid  you  did 
not  sleep  well  last  night.  Your  eye«  look  heavy,  and  you  have  eaten  no 
break&st." 
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"  I  did  not  sleep  well,"  nid  Wentworth,  "and  I  have  a  headache  in 
cooBequeoce." 

Id  a  short  time  Wentworth  and  Lord  Elton  were  cosnfortablv  est»* 
blished  under  the  spreading  tree,  the  invalid  appearing  to  enjoy  tbe 
wann  soft  air,  and  Wentworth,  newspaper  in  band,  reading,  andjpausing 
to  converse  or  comment  on  what  he  read  by  tonu.  Presentl y  bis  eye  feil 
apon  the  following  paragraph : 

"  Mauiags  im  Fashiohable  Life. — Wo  are  informed,  on  the  most 
nndottbted  aathority,  that  Sir  Robert  Craven,  Bart,  of  Craven  Park, 
ahire,  and  Oakwood  Hall,  Somersetsbire,  will  shortly  lead  to  the  hy- 
meneal  alter  Florence,  eklest  daughter  o£  the  late  General  Sir  Walter 
Hamilton,  K.C.B.  The  marriage  will  take  place  at  Seagrove  Hall,  the 
residence  of  Lady  Seagrove,  and  the  young  baronet  and  his  beautirul  bride 
will  set  off  immediately  fbr  Oakwood." 

"Good  God,  whatis  the  matter!"  wrdaiined  Lord  Elton,  as  he  um 
the  paper  drop  from  his  young  oompanion's  hands,  white  his  face  beeame 
of  a  death-like  pakness. 

Wentworth  did  not  ans  wer;  bot  an  instant  afterwards  he  feil  to  the 
ground  and  fainted. 

"  Wentworth,  Wentworth,  what  is  thisT  cried  Lord  Elton,  hanging 
over  him  in  great  alarm. 

"  False  one !"  murmured  Wentworth,  beginning  to  revive.  "  Falte, 
cruel,  heartlees.  Abont  to  marry  another!  Oh,  Florence,  Florence! 
Where  am  I  ?  How  is  this?"  he  added,  a  moment  afterwards,  as  look- 
ing  up  he  saw  Lord  Elton's  eyes  fixcd  upon  him  with  the  deep  earnest 
look  he  had  so  often  obseryed  in  them  before. 

"  You  fainted,"  was  the  reply.     "  Areyou  better  now  ?" 

"  Yes — well,  thank  you,"  answered  Wentworth,  starting  to  Ins  feefc 

<(Bnt  oh!  merciful  Heaven,  is  it  true  that Am  I  dreaming?     Let 

me  look  again."  He  seized  the  paper.  u  Yes,"  he  exclaimed,  *  it  is 
true— too  true.     I  little  thought  this  wretchedness  was  in  störe  for  me  !** 

"  My  poor  feUow,"  said  Lord  Elton,  compassionately,  "I  am  grieved 
to  see  you  thus  distressed.     I  wish  I  oonld  assist  or  consoie  you." 

"  Thank  yon ;  bat  there  is  nothing  to  be  done,"  seid  Wentworth, 
despairingly.     "  All  is  hopeless." 

With  a  kindness  and  gsntleness  of  manner  that  in  Wentworth's 
wretched  State  of  mind  tonched  him  to  the  heart»  Lord  Elton,  after  a 
little  while,  led  him  on  to  speak  of  the  snbject  of  his  sorrow.  It  was  a 
relief  to  converse  with  one  who  showed  such  smcere  sympathy — who 
entered  so  warmly  into  hk  feelings,  and  at  the  same  time  evinoed  the 
most  entire  absence  of  anything  fike  prying  curiosity,  or  a  desire  to  know 
a  word  more  than  Wentworth  feit  indined  to  teil  him. 

"  Do  not  despair,  my  dear  young  friend,"  said  his  eompanion  pre- 
sently  to  Wentworth.  "  Remember,  she  is  not  married  yet,  and  yon  say 
you  firmier  heuere  she  does  not  love  this  Craven.19 

"  She  is  not  married,  it  is  true/'  returned  Wentworth;  " but  she  has 
consented  to  marry  him.  And  can  a  woman  who  wonld  consent  to 
marry  a  man  such  as  I  have  described  Craren,  and  that  too  while  her 
heart  is  given  to  another — for  she  has  owned  that  she  returns  my  love—' 
be  worth  caring  for?     Could  I,  ought  I,  to  wish  after  this  to  see  or 
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apeak  to  her  again?  No,  I  will  writo  and  toll  her  that  eontempt  has 
taken  the  place  of  affection;  that  it  fifaall  hencefarth  be  the  study  of  my 
fife  to  formt  her* 

rtMy  dear  Wentworth,"  atid  Lord  Elton,  with  great  earnestness, 
"  beware  of  judging  too  hastily.  The  poor  girTs  consent  to  tins  mar- 
riage  may  have  heen  wmng  from  her  agamst  her  will,  and  reflection,  or 
a  renewod  assnranee  of  your  lore  «od  eonstancy,  may  gm  her  strength 
to  retract  k.  She  may  be  unworthy  of  your  afiection — and  God  forbid 
you  ahould  ever  link  yoor  fitie  with  one  who  is ; — bat  take  the  adviee  of 
one  who  speaks  from  bitter,  bitter  experience,  and  be  not  too  hasty  in 
your  ooademnation.  Do  not  by  any  step,  roch  as  you  meditatr,  place  an 
etemal  barrier  between  you,  when  it  is  possible  thai  all  may  yet  ha 
right" 

Wentworth  shook  bis  head. 

"  Since  ehe  has  once  given  her  consent,"  he  leplied,  u  which  had  she 
been  what  I  tfaought  her,  no  persecution,  no  torture,  would  erer  bare 
extorted,  au  oan  never  be  right  again.  It  is  she— $ke  who  has  plaoed 
an  etarnal  bairier  between  ms.  Yee,  I  see  it  aU,"  he  oontiaued,  fbr- 
setblng  in  bis  veheinenee  before  whom  he  was  spealring.  "They 
bare  persoaded  her  thai  I  am  hase,  low-born,  unworthy  of  her«— thai  I 
am  an  iwiraffcr  V* 

The  instant  these  words  were  uttered,  Wentworth  feit  how  strangely 
they  sonst  sound  to  the  ears  of  one  to  whom  it  was  impossible  he  could 
ofier  any  explanation  of  them.  He  was  stlent  fbr  some  moments,  and 
then  said,  in  a  constrained  manner, 

"3ir.  Stanley,  I  amaware  how  stränge  the  words  that  I  have  inad- 
Tertently  uttered  mußt  appear  to  you.  You  must  put  what  eonstructton 
on  them  yon  please,  and  lieaoeforth,  if  yon  will*  look  on  me  with  sus- 
pieion j  I  shall  not  be  surprised,  nor  shall  I  have  a  right  to  oomplain. 
All  I  can  say  is,  that  whatever  may  be  my  reasons— -and  I  oonfess  I  have 
reasons — Cor  thinking  that  this  yonng  lady's  relatives,  or  thosewho  stand 
in  the  place  of  relatives,  will  represent  me  as  dishonoemble,  culpable,  as 
being — I  will  repeat  the  word,  startiing  as  it  is— an  impostor !— «11 1 
can  now  say  is,  that  I  dedare  sokmnly,  and  before  she  face  of  HJeaven, 
they  aocase  me  falsely  1" 

Lord  Elton  looked  at  his  crimsoned  cheek  and  nashing  eyes  as  he 
spoke;  and  then,  after  a  few  moments*  silenee,  during  which  the  yonng 
man  appeared  to  be  preparing  hunself  for  some  disagfeeable  sequel  to  bis 
indiscretion,  qoietly  seid : 

"  I  believe  you,  Wentworth." 

As  much  gratified  as  surprised,  Wentworth  could  not  refrain  from 
seiang  the  Speaker**  band,  and  thanlring  him  earnestly. 

Lord  Elton  then  reveried  to  the  subject  of  Floranee,  asking  Went- 
worth maay  qnestions  eoncerning  her — her  character,  temper,  disposition, 
and  personal  appearanoe« 

Am  he  dweli  on  her  beauty,  her  gentleness,  her  sweetness,  her  aflfec- 
tionate  natare,  and  then  went  on  to  speak  of  the  depth  and  intensity  of 
his  love,  Wentworth's  voice  faltered,  and  his  aching  and  overburdeDed 
heart  at  last  found  relief  in  tears.  He  quickly  brushed  them  away,  how- 
ever,  and  seid,  in  a  tone  of  inquiry, 

"  Then  yon  do  not  advise  me  to  write  to  her  ?" 
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"  I  did  not  say  that,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  only  said  not  such  a  letter 
as  you  spoke  of.  I  would  hare  you  write  to  her  kindly,  if  sorrowfuUy, 
and  teil  her  that  until  you  had  an  assurance  from  herseif  of  the  fact,  you 
would  not  believe  that  ehe  had  been  false  to  you." 

"  Stay,  stay,"  cried  Wentworth,  interraptine  him,  with  much  agita* 
tion.  "  In  the  belief  that  I  should  never  be  in  circumstances  such  as 
would  induce  her  proud  family  to  consent  to  our  union,  I  have  this  very 
mornin?  despatched  a  letter  to  release  her  from  her  engagement  You 
are  doubtless  surprised  that,  after  this,  I  should  be  thus  agitated  at  the 
prospect  of  her  marriage  with  another,  but        " 

"  But  notwithstanding  the  course  y0u  thought  it  right  to  adopt,  and 
for  which  I  honour  you,  said  Lord  Elton,  "  you  still  cherished  a  faint 
hope,  almost  unconsciously  to  yourself  perhaps,  that  she  would  continue 
true  to  you,  and  that  some  unexpected  turn  in  affairs  might  enable  you 
at  length  to  call  her  yours." 

w  I  suppose  it  must  have  been  so,"  said  Wentworth,  sighing.  "  At  all 
events,  I  did  not  expect  that  she  would  be  utterly  lost  to  me  so  soon. 
Had  her  acceptance  of  Craven's  hand  followed,  instead  of  preceded,  my 
dissolution  of  our  engagement,  it  would  have  been  more  comprehensible. 
And  yet,"  he  added,  after  a  pause,  "  had  she  not  as  much  right  to  dis- 
solve  our  engagement  as  I  had?  There  is  this  difference,  however,  that 
I  acted  from  a  strong  sense  of  honour,  while  she " 

u  We  do  not  yet  Imow  by  what  motives  her  conduct  was  actuated," 
suggested  Lora  Elton,  gently ;  "  if,  indeed,  it  is  true  that  she  has 
accepted  this  man." 

uIfr  cried  Wentworth — "what  do  you  mean?  Do  you  think  it 
possible  that        " 

"  That  the  report,  notwithstanding  its  '  unqueetionable  authority/  may 
be  false  ?  Yes,  indeed,  not  being  an  imphat  believer  in  the  Italian  pro- 
yerb,  *  E  stampato,  e  verof  I  do." 

"  Oh,  Heaven !"  exclaimed  Wentworth,  while  a  bright  flush  of  hope 
overspread  his  countenance — "  oh,  that  it  might  be  so !  Thank  you  a 
thousand  times  for  suggesting  this,  and  for  all  your  kind-hearted  counsel 
and  sympathy.  How  wretched,  how  lonely  snould  I  have. been  with- 
out!  I  feel  almost  certain  that  you  are  right.  Oh,  Florence,  dear 
Florence !  how  could  I  be  so  ready  to  doubt  you !  You  would  never, 
never  have  doubted  me.  How  difterent,  even  in  our  short  intercourse, 
has  been  your  conduct  from  mine.  You,  trusting,  generous,  fall  of  con- 
fidence,  while  I  was  ready,  on  the  most  trifling  grounds,  to  think  ill  of 
you, — to  believe  you  false,  capricious,  unworthy.  But  this  shall  be  the 
last  time." 

i(  It  gives  me  sincere  pleasure,"  said  Lord  Elton,  with  a  degree  of 
emotion  in  his  voice  and  manner  which,  had  not  Wentworth  known  his 
previous  history,  he  would  have  wondered  at^"  it  gives  me  sincere  plea- 
sure  to  hear  you  speak  thus.  Let  those,"  he  continued,  sighing  deeply 
— "  let  those  who  are  so  happy  as  to  possess  the  love  of  one  tender  and 
devoted  heart,  beware  how  they  trifle  with,  or  lightly  fling  away,  so  in* 
estimable  a  treasure !" 


THE  LANCASHIRE   WITCHES; 

%  Konuraa  of  Tßtnttlt  forest. 

BT  W.  HARRISON  AINSWORTH,  ESQ. 


BOOK  IL 
Chapteb  XVI. 

THE  PHANTOM  KONK. 


Mant  hours  had  passed  by,  and  night  had  come  on — a  night  pro- 
foundly  dark.  Richard  was  still  lying  where  he  had  fallen  at  the  foot  of 
Malkin  Tower ;  for  though  he  had  regained  his  sensibility,  he  was  so 
brnised  and  ahaken  as  to  be  wholly  unable  to  move.  His  limbs,  stiffened 
and  powerless,  refused  their  office,  and,  after  each  unsuccessful  effort,  he 
sank  back  with  a  groan. 

His  sole  hope  was  that  Mistress  Nutter,  alarmed  by  his  prolonged  ab- 
sence,  might  come  to  her  daughter's  assistance,  and  so  discover  his  forlorn 
Situation ;  but  as  time  flew  by  and  nothing  oocurred,  he  gave  himself  up 
fbrlost. 

On  a  sudden  the  gloom  was  dispersed,  and  a  süvery  light  shed  over 
the  scene.  The  moon  had  broken  through  a  rack  of  clouds,  and  illumined 
the  tall  mysterious  tower,  and  the  dreary  waste  around  it  With  the 
light  a  ghostly  figure  near  him  became  visible  to  Richard,  which  under 
other  circumstances  would  have  excited  terror  in  his  breast,  but  which 
now  only  filled  him  with  wonder.  It  was  that  of  a  Cistercian  monk; 
the  vestments  were  old  and  faded,  the  visage  white  and  corpse-like. 
Richard  at  once  recognised  the  phantom  he  had  seen  in  the  banquet-hall 
at  the  abbey,  and  had  afterwards  so  rashly  followed  to  the  conventual 
church.  It  touched  him  with  its  icy  fingen,  and  a  chilness  like  death 
shot  through  his  heart. 

u  Why  dost  thou  trouble  me  thus,  unhappy  spirit  V*  said  the  young 
man.     "  Leave  me,  I  adjure  thee,  and  let  me  die  in  peace !" 

"  Thou  wilt  not  die  yet,  Richard  Assheton,"  retutned  the  phantom; 
"  and  my  Intention  iß  not  to  trouble  thee,  but  to  servo  thee.  Without 
my  aid  thou  wouldst  perish  where  thou  liest,  but  I  will  raise  thee  up,  and 
set  thee  on  thy  way." 

"  Wilt  thou  help  me  to  liberate  Alizon?"  demanded  Richard. 

**  Do  not  concern  thyself  further  about  her,"  replied  the  phantom ; 
"  she  must  pass  through  an  ordeal  with  which  nothing  human  may  inter- 
fere.  If  she  escape  it  you  will  meet  again.  If  not,  it  were  better  thou 
shouldst  be  in  thy  grave  than  see  her.  Take  this  phial.  Drink  the 
liquid  it  containt,  and  thy  strengte  will  return  to  thee. 
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li  How  do  I  know  thou  art  not  sent  hither  bv  Mother  Demdike  to 
tempt  me?w  demanded  Richard,  doubtfully.  "  I  have  already  fallen  into 
her  snares,"  he  added,  with  a  groan. 

"  I  am  Mother  Demdike's  enemy,  and  the  appointed  Instrument  of  her 
punishment,"  repüed  the  monk,  in  a  tone  that  ajd  not  admit  of  questiou. 
u  Drink,  and  fear  nothing." 

Richard  obeyed,  and  the  next  moment  sprang  to  bis  feet. 

"  Thou  hast  indeed  restored  me  P  he  ened.  u  I  would  fain  reach  the 
secret  entrance  to  the  towex." 

w  Attempt  it  not,  I  charge  thee !"  cried  tbe  phantom;  "  bat  depart 
instantly  for  Pendle  Hill." 

"  Wnerefore  should  I  go  täntner?"  demanded  Richard. 

"  Thou  wilt  learn  anon,"  returned  the  monk.  "  I  cannot  teil  thee 
more  now.  Dismount  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  proceed  to  the  beacon. 
Thou  knowst  it  ?" 

"  I  do,"  replied  Richard.  "  There  a  fire  was  lighted  which  was  meant 
to  set  all  England  in  a  blas»«." 

"  And  which  led  many  good  man  to  destruction,"  said  the  monk,  in  a 
tone  of  indescribable  saoness.  "  Alas!  for  him  who  kindled  it  The 
offence  is  not  yet  worked  out  Bot  depart  without  moie  delay  ;  and  lock 
not  hack." 

As  Richard  hastened  towards  the  spot  where  he  had  left  Merlin,  he 
fancied  he  was  followed  by  the  phantom,  but,  obedient  to  the  rnjuncdon 
he  received,  he  did  not  turn  bis  head.  As  he  mounted  the  hone*  who 
neighed  cheerily  as  he  drew  near,  he  found  he  was  right  in  supposing 
the  monk  to  be  behind  him,  for  he  heard  Ins  voice  cafling  out,  "  Linger 
not  by  the  way.     To  the  beacon  f — to  the  beacon !" 

Thus  exhorted,  the  young  man  daahed  off,  and,  to  bis  great  surprise, 
found  Merlin  as  fresh  as  if  he  had  undergone  no  fatigue  doring  the  day. 
It  would  almost  seem,  from  his  spirit,  that  he  had  partakea  of  the  same 
wondrous  elizir  which  had  revived  his  master.  Down  the  hill  he  plungee\ 
regardless  of  the  steep  descent,  and  soon  entered  the  thicket  where  the 
storm  had  fallen  upon  them,  and  where  so  many  acta  of  wischcraft  were 
performed.  Now,  neither  accident  nor  obstacle  ocourred  to  check  the  head- 
long  pace  of  the  animal;  though  the  stones  ratüed  aftex  him  as  he  Struck 
them  with  hk  flying  hoo£  The  moonlight  quivered  on  the  branches  of 
the  trees,  and  on  the  tender  spray,  and  all  Iooked  as  tranquil  and  beaatifiil 
as  it  had  so  Iately  been  gloomy  and  disturbed.  The  wood  was  passed, 
and  the  last  and  steepest  descent  cleaied.  The  little  bridge  was  at  hand, 
and  beneath  was  Pendle  Water,  niahing  over  ita  rocky  bed,  and  glittering 
like  ailver  in  the  moon's  ravs.  But  here  Richard  had  weü-nighreeeived 
a  check.  A  party  of  armed  men,  it  proved,  occupied  the  road  leading  to 
Rough  Lee,  about  a  bow-shot  from  the  bridge,  and  as  soon  as  they  per- 
ceived  he  was  taking  the  opposite  course,  with  the  apparent  intention  of 
avoiding  them,  they  shouted  to  him  to  stay.  This  sheui  made  Richard 
aware  of  their  presence,  for  he  had  not  beCbre  obsexved  them,  aa  they 
were  concealed  by  the  intervention  of  some  small  treea ;  but  though  am> 
nriaed  at  the  circumstance,  and  not  without  apprehensioa  that  they  might 
be  there  with  a  hostile  design  to  Mistress  Nutter,  he  did  not  slacken  ms 
pace«  A  horsemen,  who  appeared  to  he  their  leader,  rode  after  hka  for  a 
short  distance,  but  finding  pursuit  futüe,  he  desisted,  pouring  fbrth  a 
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volley  of  oaths  and  threats,  in  8  Yoice  that  piocUbned  him  as  Sir  Thomas 
Metaslfe.  This  discorery  cenfinned  Richard  in  hu  snpposition  that  mis- 
ehief  was  intended  Mistress  Nutter;  bot  even  this  convictton,  strengthened 
by  his  antipathy  to  Meteelfe,  was  not  sufficiently  streng  to  indaoe  him  to 
stop»  Pronasing  hunself  to  retarn  on  the  manow  and  settle  accounts 
wita  the  insolent  knjght,  he  speedsdon,  and  passin?  the  mal,  tracked  die 
socky  gorge  above  it,  and  began  to  mount  aoo&r  Infi.  Despite  the 
aocsnt,  Merlin  nerer  nlsclreneri  bis  paee,  bat,  thongh  his  master  wonld 
have  restrained  him,  held  on  as  befote.  Bnt  the  brow  of  the  hill  attsJned, 
Richard  eonmeUed  him  to  a  brief  halt. 

By  this  tun©  the  eky  was  comparatively  elear,  bot  smaU  cloud*  were 
ssoling  aeross  the  heavens,  and  at  one  moment  the  moon  wonld  be  ob- 
scnred  by  them,  and  the  next,  borst  forth  with  sndden  effhlgence.  These 
ahernations  produced  corresponding  efiects  on  the  broad,  brown,  heathy 
piain  extendins»  bek>w,  and  fhntastie  ahadows  were  east  upon  it,  which  it 
ncodod  not  Richard'*  heated  imaginatkm  to  Bken  to  erü  beings  flying 
pest.  The  wind,  too,  lay  in  the  directum  of  the  north  end  of  Pendle  aSu, 
whither  Richard  was  about  to  shape  Ins  coune,  and  the  shadows  conse- 
qnensly  trooped  off  towaids  that  quarter.  The  rast  mass  of  Pendle  rose 
m  gloomy  aimjffrty  betöre  him,  bemgthrown  into  shade,  exeept  at  its 
crown»  where  a  flood  of  radianee  rested. 

Like  an  eagle  swooping  npon  bis  prey,  Richard  deseended  into  the 
valley,  and  hke  a  stag  pursued  by  the  hunenuan,  he  speeded  across  it. 
Neitaer  dyke,  morass,  nor  stone  wall  checked  him,  or  made  him  tarn 
sside ;  and  almost  as  fast  as  the  clonds  lrarrying  above  him,  and  their 
ahajiow*  trsivelling  at  his  feet,  did  he  reach  the  base  of  Pendle  HOL 

Making  np  to  a  shed»  which»  thongh  empty,  luekily  oontamed  a  wisp 
er  two  of  hay,  he  turned  Merlin  into  it,  and  commenced  the  ascent  of 
the  hill  on  sooft.  After  attaining  a  considerable  elevatum,  he  looked 
down,  from  the  giddy  heights  npon  the  valley  he  had  jnst  trayeised.  A 
sev?  harte»  Jbnning  the  Kttle  village  of  Rsarley,  lay  slseping  in  the  moon- 
lighi  beneath  him,  whüe  further  off  coeid  be  jnst  discerned  Goldshaw, 
with  its  embowered  church.  A  hne  of  thin  vapour  marked  the  eonrse 
of  Pendle  Water,  and  thicker  mists  hovered  over  the  messes.  The  sha- 
dswa  were  still  passing  over  the  piain. 

Pressing  on,  Richard  soon  came  among  the  rocks  protradine  firom  the 
higher  pari  o£  the  hiü,  and  as  the  path  was  here  not  more  tnan  a  foot 
wide,  rarely  taken  exeept  by  the  sheep  and  their  gnardians,  it  was  neces- 
sary  to  proeeed  with  the  nfemost  cantion,  as  a  single  fiübe  step  wonld  have 
been  fataL  After  some  toüj  and  not  withoufc  considerable  risk,  he 
joachod  the  smnmk  of  thehili 

As  he  bonnded  over  the  springy  tvsf  and  inhaled  the  pnre  air  of  that 
casaked  regio*,  bis  spirits  revived,  and  new  elasticity  was  eommnnieated 
to  his  limbs.  He  shaped  his  coune  near  the  edge  of  the  hill,  so  trist  the 
extensive  view  it  commanded  was  fully  displayed.  Bnt  bis  eye  rested  on 
the  monnsainous  sänge  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  vattej  where  MaDrin 
Tower  was  sxtuated.  Even  in  broad  dar  the  aeenrsed  stnieture  wonld 
have  been  invisible,  as  it  stood  on  the  further  side  of  the  hui,  overlookmg 
Benow&ed  and  Colne,  bnt  Richard  knew  Hb  position  well,  and  while 
bis  gase  was  fixed  npon  the  posnt,  he  eaw  a  star  shoot  down  firom 
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the  heavens,  and  äpparently  alight  near  the  spot.     The  circumstance 
alarmed  him,  for  he  could  not  help  thinking  it  ominous  of  31  to  Alizon. 

Nothing,  however,  follöwed  to  increase  his  misgivingg,  and  ere  long  he 
came  in  sight  of  the  beacon.  The  ground  had  been  gradually  rising, 
and  if  he  had  proeeeded  a  few  hundred  yards  further,  a  vast  panorama 
would  have  opened  upon  him,  comprising  a  large  part  of  Lancashire  on 
the  one  hand,  and  on  the  other  an  equally  extensive  portion  of  Yorkshire. 
Forest  and  feil,  black  moor  and  bright  stream,  old  Castle  and  stately  hau, 
would  have  then  been  laid  before  bim  as  in  a  map.  But  other  thoughte 
engroased  him,  and  he  went  straight  on.  As  far  as  he  could  discern,  be 
was  alone  on  the  faill  top  ;  and  the  silence  and  solitude,  coupled  with  the 
111  report  of  the  place,  which  at  this  hour  was  said  to  be  offen  visited  by 
foul  hags,  for  the  Performance  of  their  unhallowed  rites,  awakened  super* 
stitious  fears  in  his  breast 

He  was  soon  by  the  aide  of  the  beacon.  The  stones  were  still  standing 
as  they  had  been  reared  by  Paslew,  and  on  looking  at  them  he  was 
astonished  to  find  the  hollow  within  them  filled  with  dry  furze,  brush- 
wood,  and  fagots,  as  if  in  readiness  for  another  signal.  In  passing 
round  the  circle,  his  surprise  was  still  further  increased  by  discovering  a 
torch,  and  not  far  from  it,  in  one  of  the  interetices  of  the  stones,  a  dark 
lantern,  in  which,  on  removing  the  shade,  he  found  a  candle  burning. 
It  was  now  clear  the  beacon  was  to  be  kindled  that  night,  though  for 
what  end  he  could  not  conjecture,  and  equally  clear  that  he  was  brought 
thither  to  fire  it.  He  put  back  the  lantern  into  its  place,  took  up  the 
torch,  and  held  himself  in  readiness. 

Half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  nothing  occurred.  During  this  interval  it 
had  become  dark.  A  curtaiu  of  clouds  was  drawn  over  the  moon  and 
stare. 

Suddenly,  a  hurtling  noise  was  heard  in  the  air,  and  it  seemed  to  the 
watcher  as  if  a  troop  of  witches  were  alighting  at  a  distance  from  him. 

A  loud  hubbub  of  voices  ensued — then  there  was  a  trampling  of  feet, 
accompanied  by  discordant  strains  of  music — after  which,  a  momentary 
silence  ensued,  and  a  harsh  voice  asked, 

u  Why  are  we  brought  hither  ?" 

"  It  18  not  for  a  sabbath,"  shouted  another  voice,  "  for  there  iß  neither 
fire  nor  caldron." 

"  Mother  Demdike  would  not  summon  us  without  good  reason,"  cried 
a  third.     "  We  shall  learn  presently  what  we  have  to  do." 

"  The  raore  mischief  the  better,"  rejoined  another  voice. 

"  Ay,  mischief!  mischief  I  mischief  !M  echoed  the  rest  of  the  crew. 

"  You  shall  have  enough  of  it  to  content  you,"  rejoined  Mother  Dem* 
dike.     "  I  have  called  you  hither  to  be  present  at  a  sacrifice." 

Hideous  screams  of  laughter  follöwed  this  announcement,  and  the 
voice  that  had  spoken  first  asked, 

**  A  sacrifice  of  whom?w 

"  An  unbaptized  habe,  stolen  from  its  sleeping  mother's  breast,"  re- 
joined another.  "  Mother  Demdike  hath  often  played  that  trick  before 
—ho!  ho!" 

"  Peace !"  thundered  the  haa.  u  It  is  no  babe  I  am  about  to  kill, 
but  a  full-grown  maid — ay,  and  one  of  rarest  beauty,  too.  What  think 
ye  of  Alison  Device?" 
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"  Thy  granddaughter  P*  cried  several  voices,  in  surprise. 

"Alice  Nattert  daugbter — for  stich  she  is,"  rejoined  the  hag.  "I 
have  held  her  captive  in  Malkin  Tower,  and  have  subjected  her  to  every 
trial  and  temptation  I  could  devise,  but  I  have  failed  in  shaking  her 
courage  or  in  winning  her  over  to  cor  master.  All  the  horrors  of  the 
vault  have  been  tried  upon  her  in  vain.  Even  the  last  terrible  ordeal, 
which  no  one  has  hitherto  sustained,  proved  ineffectoal.  She  went 
through  it  unmoved." 

"  Heaven  be  praised !"  murmured  Richard. 

« It  seema  I  have  no  power  over  her  801119"  pursaed  the  hag,  "  bat  I 
have  over  her  body,  and  she  shall  die  here,  and  by  my  hand.  Bat  mind 
me,  not  a  drop  of  blood  must  feil  to  the  ground." 

"  Have  ho  fear,"  cried  several  voices ;  "  we  will  catch  it  in  our  palms 
and  quaff  it.9 

"  Haat  thou  thy  kniffe,  Mooldheels?"  asked  Mother  Demdike. 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  other ;  "  it  is  long  and  sharp»  and  will  do  thy  busi- 
ne» well.  Thy  grandson,  Jena  Device,  notched  it  by  killing  swine,  and 
my  goodman  ground  it  only  yesterday.     Take  it." 

"I  will  plunge  it  to  her  heartl"  cried  Mother  Demdike,  with  an 
infernal  laugh.  "  And  now  I  will  teil  you  why  we  have  neither  fire  nor 
caldron.  On  questioning  the  eben  image  in  the  vault  as  to  the  place 
where  the  sacrifice  should  be  made,  I  received  for  answer  that  it  most  be 
here,  and  in  darkness.  No  human  eye  but  onr  own  must  behold  it.  We 
are  safe  on  this  score,  for  no  one  is  likely  to  come  hither  at  this  hour. 
No  fire  must  be  kindled,  or  the  sacrifice  will  reeult  in  destruction  to  us  all. 
Ye  have  heard,  and  anderstand  ?" 

"  We  do,"  replied  several  husky  voices. 

"  And  so  do  1,"  said  Richard,  taking  hold  of  the  dark  lantern. 

"  And  now  for  the  girl,"  cried  Mother  Demdike. 

Chapter  xvn. 

ONE  O'CLOCK  ! 

M18TRZB6  Nuttsb  and  Mother  Chattox  were  still  at  the  hat,  impa- 
tiently  awaiting  the  return  of  Fancy.  But  nearly  an  hour  elapsed  berore 
heappeared. 

"  What  has  detained  thee  so  long  ?w  demanded  the  hag,  sharply,  as 
he  stood  before  them. 

"  You  shall  hear,  mistress,"  replied  Fancy.  "  I  have  had  a  busy  time 
of  it,  I  assore  you,  and  thought  I  should  never  accompliah  my  errand. 
On  arriving  at  Rough  Lee,  I  (band  the  place  invested  bv  Sir  Thomas 
Metcalfe,  and  a  host  of  armed  raen,  who  had  been  aent  tintner  by  Parson 
Holden,  for  the  Joint  purpose  of  arresting  you,  madam,"  addressing  Mis- 
tresa  Natter,  "  and  liberating  Nowell  and  Potts.  The  knight  was  in  a 
great  fume,  for,  in  spite  of  the  force  brought  against  it,  the  house  had 
been  stoutly  defended  by  Nicholas  Assheton,  who  had  worsted  the  be- 
meging  party,  and  captured  two  Afaaiian  captains,  hangers-on  of  Sir 
Thomas.  Appearing  in  the  character  of  an  enemy,  I  was  immediately 
sorrounded  by  Metcalfe  and  bis  men,  who  swore  they  would  cut  my  throat 
unless  I  undertook  to  procure  the  liberation  of  the  two  bravoea  in  question. 

vol.  zxi.  2  A 
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as  well  as  that  of  Nowell  and  Potts.  I  told  them  I  was  come  for  the  express 
purpose  of  setting  free  the  two  last-named  gentlemen ;  but,  with  respect 
to  tne  former,  I  had  no  instructions,  and  they  must  arrange  the  matter 
with  Master  Nicholas  himself.  Upon  this  Sir  Thomas  became  exceed- 
ingly  wroth  and  insolent,  and  proceeded  to  such  lengths,  that  I  resolved 
to  cnastise  him,  and  in  so  doing  performed  a  feat  which  will  tend  greatly 
to  exalt  Richarde  character  for  coorage  and  strength." 

"  Let  us  hear  it,  my  doughty  champion,"  cried  Mother  Chattox. 

"  While  Metcalfe  was  pouring  forth  his  rage,  and  menacing  me  with 
uplifted  hand,"  pursued  the  familiär,  "  I  sekeo  him  by  the  throat,  dragged 
him  from  Ins  horse,  and  in  spite  of  the  efforts  of  hu  man,  whose  blows 
feil  upon  me  thick  as  hau,  and  quite  as  harmlessly,  I  bore  him  through 
the  garden  to  the  back  of  the  house,  where  my  shouts  soon  brought 
Nicholas  and  others  to  my  assistance,  and  after  delivering  my  captive  to 
them,  I  dismounted.  The  squire,  you  will  imajrine,  was  astonished  to 
see  me,  and  greatly  applauded  my  prowess.  I  replied,  with  the  modesty 
becoming  my  assumed  character,  that  1  had  done  nothing,  and,  in  reality, 
the  feat  was  nothing  to  me ;  but  I  told  him  I  had  something  of  the  ut- 
most  importance  to  communicate,  and  which  could  not  be  delayed  a  mo- 
ment ;  whereupon  he  led  me  to  a  small  room  adjoining  the  hall,  while  the 
crestfallen  knight  was  lefl  to  vent  his  rage  and  mortification  on  the  grooms 
to  wbo9e  custody  he  was  committed." 

"  You  acted  your  part  to  perfection,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Av,  trust  my  sweet  Fancy  for  that,"  said  the  hag — "  there  is  no  fa- 
miliär like  him — none  whatever." 

"  Your  praises  make  me  blush,"  rejoined  Fancy.  "  But  to  proceed. 
I  fulfiUed  your  Instructions  to  the  letter,  and  excited  Nicholas's  horror 
and  Indignation  by  the  tale  I  told  him.  I  laughed  in  my  sleeve  all  the 
while,  but  I  maintained  a  verv  different  countenance  with  him.  He 
thought  me  füll  of  anguish  and  despair.  He  questioned  me  as  to  my 
proceedings  at  Malkin  Tower,  and  I  amazed  him  with  the  description  of 
a  fearful  storm  I  had  encountered — of  my  interview  with  old  Demdike, 
and  her  atroclous  treatment  of  Alizon — to  all  of  which  he  listened  with 
profound  interest.  Richard  himself  could  not  have  moved  him  more— 
perhaps  not  so  much.  As  soon  as  I  had  finished,  he  vowed  he  would 
rescue  Alizon  from  the  murtherous  hag,  and  prevent  the  latter  from  com- 
mitting  further  mischief ;  and'  bidding  me  come  with  him,  we  repaired 
to  the  room  in  which  Nowell  and  Potts  were  confined.  We  found  them 
both  fast  asleep  in  their  chairs ;  but  Nicholas  quickly  awakened  them,  and 
some  explanations  ensued  which  did  not  at  first  appear  very  clear  and  satis- 
factory  to  either  magistrate  or  attorney,  but  in  tne  end  they  agreed  to  ac- 
company  us  on  the  expedition,  Master  Potts  declaring  it  would  compen- 
sate  him  for  all  his  mischances  if  he  could  arrest  Mother  Demdike." 

u  I  hone  he  may  have  his  wish,"  said  Mother  Chattox. 

"  Ay,  out  he  declared  that  his  next  step  should  be  to  arrest  you,  mis- 
tress," observed  Fancy,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Arrest  me !"  cried  the  hag.  "  Marry,  let  him  touch  me,  if  he  darea. 
My  term  is  not  out  yet,  and,  with  thee  to  defend  me,  my  brave  Fancy,  I 
have  no  fear/9 

"  Right!1'  replied  the  familiär;  "  but  to  go  on  with  my  story.  Sir 
Thomas  Metcalfe  was  next  brought  forward,  and  after  some  warm  alter- 
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eation,  peace  was  at  length  estabüshed  between  hira  and  the  squire,  and 
hands  were  shaken  all  round«  Wine  was  then  called  for  by  Nicholas, 
wbo,  at  the  same  time,  directed  that  the  two  Alsatian  captains  should  be 
brought  up  from  the  cellar,  where  they  had  been  placed  for  safety.  The 
first  part  of  the  order  was  obeyed,  but  the  second  was  found  irapracticable, 
inasmuch  as  the  two  heroes  had  found  their  way  to  the  inner  cellar,  and 
had  emptied  so  many  flasks  that  they  were  utterly  incapable  of  moving. 
While  the  wine  was  being  discussed,  an  unexpected  arrival  took  place." 
"  An  arrival ! — of  whom  ?"  inquired  Mistress  Nutter,  eagerly. 
"  Sir  Ralph  Assheton  and  a  large  party,"  replied  Fancy.  "  Parson 
Holden,  it  seems,  not  content  with  sending  Sir  Thomas  and  hi9  rout  to 
the  aid  of  his  friends,  had  proceeded  for  the  same  purpose  to  Whalley, 
and  the  result  was  the  appearance  of  the  new  party.  A  brief  explanation 
from  Nicholas  and  myself  served  to  put  Sir  Ralph  in  possession  of  all  that 
had  occurred,  and  he  declared  his  readiness  to  accompany  the  expedition 
to  Pendle  HUI,  and  to  take  all  his  followers  with  him.  Sir  Thomas  Mefc- 
calfe  expressed  an  equally  strong  desire  to  go  with  him,  and  of  course  it 
was  acceded  to.  I  am  bound  to  teil  you,  madam,"  added  Fancy  to  Mis- 
tress Nutter,  "  that  your  condoct  is  viewed  in  a  most  suspicious  light  by 
every  one  of  these  persona  ezcept  Nicholas,  who  made  an  effort  to  defend 
you." 

"  I  care  not  what  happens  to  me,  if  I  sucoeed  in  rescuing  my  child," 
said  the  lady.     "  But  have  they  set  out  on  the  expedition  ?" 

"  By  this  time,  no  doubt  they  have,"  replied  Fancy.  "  I  got  off  by  say- 
ing  I  would  ride  on  to  Pendle  Hill,  and  stationing  myself  on  its  summit, 
give  them  a  signal  when  they  should  advance  upon  their  prey.  And 
now,  good  mistress,  I  pray  you  dismiss  me.  I  want  to  cast  off  this  shape, 
which  1  find  an  incumbrance,  and  resume  my  own.  I  will  return  when 
it  is  time  for  you  to  set  out." 
•   The  hag  waved  her  hand,  and  the  familiär  was  gone. 

Half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  he  returned  not.  Mistress  Nutter  became 
fearfully  impatient  Three-quarters,  and  even  the  old  hag  was  uneasy. 
An  hour,  and  he  stood  before  them— dwarfish,  fiendish,  monstrous. 

"  It  is  time,"  he  said,  in  a  harsh  voice ;  but  the  tones  were  music  in  the 
wretched  mothers  ears. 

"  Come,  then,"  she  cried,  rushing  wildly  forth. 
"  Ay,  ay,  I  come,"  replied  the  hag,  following  her.    "  Not  so  fest.    You 
cannot  go  without  me. 

"  Nor  either  of  you  without  me,"  added  Fancy.  "  Here,  good  mis- 
tress, is  your  broomstick." 

"  Away  for  Pendle*  Hill !"  screamed  the  hag. 
"  Av,  for  Pendle  Hill !"  echoed  Fancy. 

And  there  was  a  whirling  of  dark  figures  through  the  air  as  before. 
Presently  they  alighted  on  the  summit  of  Pendle  Hill,  which  seemed 
to  be  wrapped  in  a  dense  cloud,  for  Mistress  Nutter  could  scarcely  see  a 
yard  before  her.     Fancy's  eyes,  however,  were  powerfbl  enough  to  pene- 
trate  the  gloom,  for  stepping  back  a  f ew  yards,  ne  said, 

"  The  expedition  is  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  where  they  have  made  a  halt. 
We  must  wait  a  few  moments  tili  I  can  ascertain  what  they  mean  to  do. 
Ah!  I  see.  They  are  dividing  into  three  parties.  One  detachment, 
headed  by  Nicholas  Assheton,  with  whom  are  Potts  and  Nowell,  is  about 
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to  make  the  ascent  from  the  spot  where  they  now  stand;  another,  com- 
manded  by  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  is  moving  towards  the  hutt-end  o£  the 
tili  •  and  the  third,  headed  by  Sir  Thomas  Metealfe,  is  proeeediBg  tothe 
nghk  These  are  goodly  preparations — ha!  ha!  Bat  what  do  I  behold? 
The  first  detachment  have  a  prisoner  with  them.  It  k  Jem  Device, 
whom  they  have  captured  on  the  way,  I  suppose.  I  can  teü  from  the 
rascsTe  Jooks  that  he  is  planning  an  escape.  Patience,  madam,  I  most 
see  how  he  exeoates  his  design.  There  is  no  hurry.  They  are  aM 
scrambling  up  the  hill  sides.  Some  one  slips,  sudiolls  down,  and  bruises 
himself  severely  against  the  loose  stones.  Ho  1  ho !— it  is  Master  Potts. 
He  is  picked  up  by  Jem  Device,  who  takes  him  oa  his  Shoulders,  What 
means  the  knave  by  such  attention  ?  We  shall  see  anon.  They  oontinue 
te  fight  their  way  upward,  and  have  now  reaohed  the  narrow  path  among 
the  rocks.  Take  heed,  or  your  necks  will  be  broken.  Ho !  ho!  Well 
done,  Jem — bravo!  lad.     Thy  scheine  is  out  now — ho!  ho !" 

"  What  has  he  done?"  asked  Mother  Chattox- 

"  Run  off  with  the  attomey— with  Master  Potts,"  replied  Fancy ; 
"  disappeared  in  the  gloom,  so  that  it  is  impossible  Nicholas  can  foUow 
him-4u>!ho!" 

"  But  my  child! — where  is  my  child?"  cried  Mistress  Natter,  in  agi- 
tated  impatience. 

"  Come  with  me,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  her/'  replied  Fancy,  taking 
her  band ;  "  and  do  yon  keep  dose  to  us,  mistress,"  he  added  to  Mother 
Chattox. 

Moving  qukkly  along  the  heathy  piain,  they  soon  reached  a  smalldry 
hollow,  about  a  hundred  paces  from  tne  beacon,  in  the  midst  of  whkh,  as 
in  a  grave,  was  deposited  the  inanimate  form  of  Aliron.  When  the  spot 
was  indicated  to  her  by  Fancy,  the  miserable  mother  flew  toit,  and,  with 
indescribable  delight,  clasped  her  child  to  her  breast.  Bat  the  next  mo* 
ment  a  new  fear  seiaed  her,  for  the  limbs  were  stiff  and  cold,  and  the 
heart  had  apparently  oeased  to  beafc 

«  She  is  dead !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Natter,  frantically. 

"  No,  she  is  only  in  a  magieal  trance,"  said  Fancy;  tf my  mistress  can 
instantlv  revive  her/' 

"  Pnthee  do  so,  then,  good  Chattox,"  implored  the  lady. 

"  Better  defer  it  tili  we  have  taken  her  hence,"  rejoined  the  hag. 

"  Oh!  no,  now— now I — let  me  be  asaured  she  Hves!w  eried  Mistress 
Nutter. 

Mother  Chattox  reluctantly  assented,  and  tonching  AUson  with  her 
skinny  finger,  first  upon  the  heart  and  then  upon  the  brow,  the  poor  girl 
began  to  show  Symptoms  of  lifo. 

"  My  child— my  child !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  straining  her  to  her 
breast;  "  I  am  come  to  save  theo  \" 

"  You  will  soarce  snooeed  if  yon  tarry  here  longer,"  said   Fancy. 

Away  l 

"  Ay,  come  away,19  shrieked  the  hag,  seking  Ahatm's  arm* 

"  Where  are  you  about  to  take  her  P  asked  Misöress  Natter. 

"  To  my  hut,"  replied  Mother  Chattox. 

"  No,  no — she  shall  not  go  there,"  returned  the  lady. 

"And  wherefore  not?"  screamed  the  hag.  "  She  k  mine now,  and 
I  say  she  $haU  go." 
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"  Right»  mistress,"  said  Faney,  "  and  leare  the  lady  bereif  she  objects 
to  accompany  her.     But  be  quick." 

"  YouehaU  not  take  her  from  me,"  abrieked  Mistress  Nutter,  holdmg 
her  daughter  fast*  "  I  see  through  your  diaboHoal  pnrpose.  You  have 
the  same  dark  design  as  Mother  Demdike,  and  would  aaerifioe  her« — but 
she  «hall  not  go  with  you,  neither  will  I." 

"  Tut !''  exclaimed  the  hag;  "  you  have  lost  your  senses  on  a  sudden» 
I  do  not  want  your  daughter.  But  come  away,  or  Mother  Demdike  will 
auipriseus." 

"  Do  not  trifte  with  her  longer,"  whispered  Fancy  to  the  hag;  "  dzag 
the  girl  away,  or  you  will  lose  her.  A  few  moments,  and  it  will  be  too 
kte." 

Mother  Chattox  made  an  attempt  to  obey  bim,  bat  Mistress  Nutter 
leaktedher. 

"  Curses  on  her  !"  she  mutteved,  u  she  k  too  streng  fbr  me.  Do  thoa 
help  me,''  sbe  added,  appealing  to  FancJ. 

"  1  cannot,"  he  replied;  "I  have  done  all  I  dar©  to  help  you.  You 
muflt  accoroplish  the  rest  youmehV' 

"  But»  my  sweet  imp,  recollect— " 

"  I  reoolleet  I  have  a  maater,"  interrupted  the  familiär. 

"  And  a  mistress,  too,"  cried  the  hag ;  "  and  she  will  rihantMe  thee  if 
dura  axt  disobedient»    I  oommand  theo  to  carry  off  this  girl." 

"  I  have  already  told  you  I  dare  not,  and  I  now  say  I  will  not,"  replied 
Fancy. 

"  Will  not!"  shrieked  the  hag.  "Thou  shalt  smart  for  this.  I  will 
bury  thee  in  the  heart  of  this  mountain,  and  make  thee  labour  within  it 
like  a  gnome.  I  will  set  thee  to  count  the  sands  on  the  river's  bed,  and 
the  leaves  on  the  forest  trees.     Thou  shalt  know  neither  reat  nor  respite." 

"Ho!  ho!   ho!"  laughed  Fanoy,  mookingly. 

"  Dost  deride  me  ?"  cried  the  hag.  "  I  will  do  it,  thou  sancy  jackanapes. 
For  the  last  time,  wilt  obey  me  ?" 

"No,"  replied  Fancy,  "and for  thisreason — your  tenn  is  out  It 
expired  at  midnight." 

"  It  is  false!"  shrieked  the  hag,  in  accents  of  mixed  terror  and  rage» 
"  I  have  months  to  run,  and  will  renew  it." 

"  Before  midnight  you  might  have  done  so,  but  it  is  now  too  kte— 
your  reign  is  over,"  reioined  Fancy.  "  Farewell,  sweet  mistress.  We 
shall  meet  once  again,  though  acaroely  under  such  pleasant  drcumstanoea 
aa  hereiofore." 

"  It  cannot  be,  my  darling  Fancy ;  thou  art  jesting  with  me,**  wfcim- 
pered  the  hag ;  "thou  wouldst  not  delude  thy  doting  mistress  thus." 

"  I  have  done  with  thee,  foul  hag,"  rejoined  the  familiär,  "and  am 
right  glad  my  service  is  endecL.  I  could  have  saved  thee,  but  would  not» 
and  delayed  my  retern  for  that  very  pnrpose.  Thy  soul  was  forfeited 
when  I  came  back  to  thy  hut" 

"Then  curses  on  thee  for  thy  treachery,"  cried  the  hag,  "  and  on  thy 
master  who  deceived  me  in  the  bond  he  plaeed  before  me. 

The  familiär  laughed  hoarsely. 

"  But  what  of  Mother  Demdike?"  nursued  the  hag.  u  Hast  thou  no 
comfbrt  for  me?  Teil  me  her  how  is likewiee  come,  and  I  will  forgive 
thee.    But  do  not  let  her  triumph  over  me." 
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The  familiär  made  no  answer,  but,  laughing  derisively,  stamped  upon 
the  ground,  and  it  opened  to  receive  him. 

"  Alizon  !"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  who,  in  the  mean  time,  had  vainly 
endeavoured  to  rouse  her  daughter  to  füll  consciousness,  "  fly  with  me, 
my  child.     The  enemy  is  at  hand." 

"  What  enemy?"  asked  Alizon,  faintly.  "  I  have  so  many,  that  I 
know  not  whom  you  mean." 

"  But  this  is  the  worst  of  all — this  is  Mother  Demdike,"  cried  Mistress 
Nutter.  "  She  would  take  your  life.  If  we  can  butconceal  ourselvesfor 
a  short  while,  we  are  safe." 

"  I  am  too  weak  to  move,"  said  Alixon ;  c<  besides,  I  dare  not  trust 
you.  I  have  been  deceived  already.  You  may  be  an  evil  spirit  in  the 
Hkeness  of  my  mother." 

11  Oh!  no,  I  am  indeed  your  own— own  mother,1'  rejoined  Mistress 
Nutter.     "  Ask  this  old  woman  if  it  is  not  so." 

"  She  is  a  witch  herseif,"  rejüed  Alizon.  "  I  will  not  trust  either  of 
you.     You  are  both  in  league  with  Mother  Demdike." 

"We  are  in  league  to  save  thee  from  her,  foolish  wench!"  cried 
Mother  Chattox,    H  but  thy  perverseness  will  defeat  all  our  schemes." 

u  Since  you  will  not  ny,  my  child/'  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  "  kneel 
down,  and  pray  earnestly  for  deliverance.     Pray,  while  there  is  y et  time." 

As  she  spoke,  a  growl  like  thunder  was  heard  in  the  air,  and  the  earth 
trembled  beneath  their  feefc 

•'  Nay,  now  I  am  sure  you  are  my  mother !"  cried  Alizon,  flinging 
herseif  into  Mistress  Nutter 's  arms,  "and  I  will  go  with  you." 

But  before  they  could  move,  several  dusky  figures  were  seen  rushing 
towards  them. 

"  Be  on  your  guard!"  cried  Mother  Chattox ;  "  here  comes  old  Dem- 
dike  with  her  troop.     I  will  aid  you  all  I  can." 
.    "  Down  on  your  knees  !''  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter. 

Alizon  obeyed,  but  ere  a  word  could  pass  her  Ups,  the  inforiated  hag, 
attended  by  her  beldame  band,  stood  beside  them. 

"  Ha!  who  is  here  ?"  she  cried.  "  Let  me  see  who  dares  interrupt  my 
mystic  rites." 

And  raising  her  hand,  the  black  doud  hangiog  over  the  kill  was  rent 
asunder,  and  the  moon  shone  down  upon  them,  revealing  the  old  witch, 
armed  with  the  sacrificial  knife,  her  limbs  shaking  with  fury,  and  her  eyes 
flashing  with  preternatural  light.  It  revealed,  also,  her  weird  attendants, 
as  well  as  the  group  before  her,  consisting  of  the  kneeling  figure  of 
Alizon,  protected  by  the  outstretched  arms  of  her  mother,  and  further 
defended  by  Mother  Chattox,  who  planted  herseif  in  front  of  them. 

Mother  Demdike  eyed  the  group  for  a  moment  as  if  she  would  anni- 
hilate  them. 

"  Out  of  my  way,  Chattox !"  she  vociferated — "  out  of  my  way,  or  I 
will  drive  my  knife  to  thy  heart."  And  as  her  old  antagonist  maintained 
her  ground,  she  unhesitatingly  advanced  upon  her,  smote  her  with  the 
weapon,  and,  as  she  feil  to  the  ground,  stepped  over  her  bleeding  body. 

"  Now,  what  dost  thou  here,  Alice  Nutter  ?"  she  cried,  menacing  her 
with  the  reeking  blade. 

"Iam  come  for  my  child,  whom  thou  hast  stolen  from  me,"  replied 
the  lady. 
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"  Thou  art  come  to  witness  her  slaughter,"  replied  the  witch,  fiercely. 
u  Begone,  or  I  will  serve  thee  as  I  have  just  served  old  Chattox." 

li  I  am  not  sped  yet,"  cried  the  wounded  hag ;  "  I  shall  live  to  see  thee 
bound  hand  and  foot  by  the  officers  of  justice,  and,  certain  thou  wilt 
perish  miserably,  I  shall  die  content." 

"Spit  out  thy  last  drops  of  venom,  black  viper,"  rejoined  Mother 
Demdike ;  "  when  I  have  done  with  the  others,  I  will  return  and  finish 
thee.  Alice  Nutter,  thou  knowest  it  is  in  vain  to  struggle  with  rae.  Give 
me  up  the  girl." 

"  Wilt  thou  accept  my  life  for  hers  ?"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  Of  what  account  would  thy  life  be  to  me?"  rejoined  Mother  Dem- 
dike, disdainfully.  "  If  it  would  profit  me  to  take  it,  I  would  do  so 
without  thy  consent,  but  I  am  about  to  make  an  oblation  to  our  master, 
and  thou  art  his  already.  Snatch  her  child  from  her — we  waste  time,'' 
she  added  to  her  attendants. 

And  immediately  the  weird  crew  rushed  forward,  and,  in  spite  of  the 
miserable  mother's  efforts,  tore  Alizon  from  her. 

"  I  told  you  it  was  in  vain  to  contend  with  me,"  said  Mother  Demdike. 

"  Oh,  that  I  could  call  down  heaven's  vengeance  upon  thy  accursed 
head!"  cried  Mistress  Nutter;  "but  I  am  forsaken  alike  of  God  and 
man,  and  shall  die  despairing." 

"Rave  on,  thou  wilt  have  ample  leisure,"  replied  the  hag.  "And 
now  bring  the  girl  this  way,"  she  added  to  the  beldames ;  "  the  sacrifioe 
must  be  made  near  the  beacon." 

And  as  Alizon  was  borne  away,  Mistress  Nutter  uttered  a  cry  of 
anguish. 

"  Do  not  stay  here,"  said  Mother  Chattox,  raising  herseif  with  diffi- 
culty.     "  Go  after  her.     You  may  yet  save  your  daughter." 

"  But  how?"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  distractedly.     "  I  have  no  power 


now." 


As  she  spoke,  a  dusky  form  rose  up  beside  her.    It  was  her  familiär. 

"  Will  you  return  to  your  duty,  if  I  help  you  in  this  extremity  ?"  he 
said. 

•*  Ay,  do,  do!"  cried  Mother  Chattox.  "  Anything  to  avenge  your- 
self  upon  that  murtherous  hag." 

"  Peace  !"  cried  the  familiär,  spurning  her  with  his  cloven  foot. 

"  I  do  not  want  vengeance,"  said  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  1  only  want  to 
save  my  child." 

"  Then  you  consent  on  that  condition  ?"  said  the  familiär. 

**  No,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  firmly.  "  I  now  perceive  I  am  not 
utterly  lost,  since  you  try  to  regain  me.  I  have  renounced  thy  master, 
and  will  make  no  new  bargain  with  him.     Get  hence,  tempter !" 

"  Think  not  to  escape  us,"  cried  the  familiär ;  "  no  penitence — no 
absolution  can  save  thee.  Thy  name  is  written  on  the  judgment-scroll, 
and  cannot  be  effaced.  I  would  have  aided  thee ;  but  since  my  offer  is 
rejected,  I  leave  thee." 

"  You  will  not  let  him  go  I"  screamed  Mother  Chattox.  "  Oh,  that 
the  chance  were  mine !" 

"  Be  silent,  or  I  will  beat  thy  brains  out,"  said  the  familiär.  "  Once 
more,  am  I  dismissed  ?" 

"  Ay,  for  ever,"  replied  Mistress  Natter. 
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And  as  tfae  familiär  disappeared,  abe  flew  to  the  Spot  where  her  child 
had  been  taken. 

Abont  twenty  paces  from'  the  beacon,  a  circle  had  agsin  been  fbrmed 
by  the  unhallowed  crew,  in  the  midst  of  which  fltood  Mother  Demdike, 
with  the  gory  knife  in  her  hand,  muttering  spells  and  incantations,  and 
performing  mystical  ceremonials. 

Every  now  and  then  her  companions  joined  in  these  rites,  and 
ehanted  a  aong  conched  in  a  wild,  unintelligible  Jargon.  Beaide  the 
witch  knelt  Alizon,  with  her  hands  tied  behind  her  back,  so  that 
ehe  could  not  raise  them  in  supplication ;  her  hair  nnboond,  and  cast 
loosely  over  her  person,  and  a  thick  bandage  fastened  o?er  her  eyes  and 
mouth. 

The  initiatory  ceremoniea  orer,  the  old  hag  approached  her  ▼iotim, 
when  Müstreas  Nutter  foroed  herseif  throogh  the  cutsle,  and  cast  herseif 
at  her  feet. 

"  Spare  her!"  abe  cried,  dinging  to  her  knees;  u  it  shall  be  well  for 
thee  it  thou  dost  so." 

"  Again  interrapted l*  cried  the  witch,  furiously.  "  This  time  I  will 
ahow  thee  no  mercy.     Take  thy  fate,  meddlesome  woman!" 

And  abe  raised  the  knife,  bat  ere  the  weapon  conld  descend,  it  was 
seized  by  Mistress  Nutter,  and  wrested  from  her  grasp.  In  another 
instant,  Aliaon's  arms  were  liberated,  and  the  bandage  removed  from 
her  eyes. 

u  Now,  it  is  my  turn  to  threaten.  I  have  thee  in  my  power,  infernal 
hag,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  holding  the  knife  to  the  witeh's  throat,  and 
clasping  her  daughter  with  the  other  arm.     u  Wilt  let  us  go  ?" 

(( No/'  replied  Mother  Demdike,  springing  nimbly  backwarda.  "  Tou 
shall  both  die.     I  will  soon  disarm  thee." 

And  making  one  or  two  passes  with  her  hands,  Mistress  Nutter 
dropped  the  weapon,  and  instantly  became  fixed  and  motionless,  with  her 
daughter,  equally  rigid,  in  her  arms.  They  looked  as  if  suddenry  turned 
to  marble. 

"  Now  to  complete  the  ceremonial,"  cried  Mother  Demdike,  picking 
up  the  knife. 

And  then  she  began  to  mutter  an  impious  address  preparatory  to  the 
sacrifice,  when  a  loud  clangour  was  heard  like  the  stroke  of  a  Lämmer 
upon  a  bell. 

"  What  was  that  ?"  exclaimed  the  witch,  in  alarm. 

"  Were  there  a  dock  here,  I  should  say  it  had  strack  one,"  replied 
Mouldheels. 

"  It  must  be  our  master's  timepiece,"  said  another  witch. 

"  One  o'clock  !w  exclaimed  Mother  Demdike,  who  appeared  stupified 
with  fear,  "  and  the  sacrifice  not  made — then  I  am  lost  1" 

A  derisive  laugh  reached  her  ears.  It  proceeded  from  Mother  Chattox, 
who  had  contrived  to  raise  herseif  to  her  feet,  and,  tottermg  forward, 
now  passed  through  the  appalled  circle. 

"  Ay,  thy  term  is  out — thy  soul  is  forfeited  like  mine— ha !  ha!" 
And  she  feil  to  the  ground. 

"  Perhaps  it  may  not  be  too  late,"  cried  Mother  Demdike,  graaping 
the  knife,  and  rushing  towards  Alizon. 

But  at  this  moment  a  bright  flame  shot  up  from  the  beacon« 
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Astonishment  and  terror  seised  the  hag,  and  ehe  uttered  a  loud  cry, 
which  was  echoed  by  the  rest  of  the  crew. 

The  flarae  raounted  higher  and  higher,  and  burnt  each  moment  more 
brjghtly,  illumining  the  whole  summit  of  the  faill.  By  its  light  could  be 
seen  a  bandof  men,  someof  whom  were  on  horseback,  speeding  towards 
the  place  of  meeting. 

Scared  by  the  sight,  the  witohes  fled,  but  were  turned  by  another  band 
advancing  from  the  opposite  quarter.  They  then  made  towards  the  spot 
where  their  broomsticks  were  deposited,  bat,  ere  they  could  reach  it,  a 
third  party  gained  the  summit  of  the  Hill  at  this  precise  point,  and  imme- 
diately  started  in  pursuit  of  them. 

Meanwhile,  a  young  man  issuiog  frorn  behirid  the  beacon,  flew  towards 
Mistress  Nutter  and  her  daughter.  The  moment  the  flarae  bunt  forth, 
the  spell  cast  over  them  by  Mother  Demdike  was  broken,  and  motion  and 
Speech  restored. 

'*  Alizon !"  ezdaimed  the  young  man,  as  he  came  up,  "  your  triak  are 
over.     You  are  safe." 

"  Oh,  Richard !"  she  replied,  faüing  into  his  arms,  "  have  we  been 
preserved  by  you  ?" 

"Iama mere  instrument  in  the  hands  of  Heaven,"  he  replied. 

Mother  Demdike  made  no  attempt  at  flight  with  the  rest  of  the 
witches,  but  remained  for  a  few  moments  absorbed  in  contemplation  of 
the  flaming  beacon.  Her  hand  still  grasped  the  murderous  weapon  she 
had  raised  against  Alizon,  but  it  had  dropped  to  her  side  when  the  fire 
burst  forth.     At  leogth  she  turned  fiercely  to  Richard,  and  demanded — 

"  Was  it  thou  who  kindled  the  beacon  r 

"  It  was !"  replied  the  young  man. 

"  And  who  bade  thee  do  it — who  brought  thee  hither  ?"  pursued  the 
witch. 

u  An  enemy  of  thine,  old  woman!M  replied  Richard.  "  ELis  yengeance 
haa  been  slow  in  Coming,  but  it  has  arrived  at  last." 

"  But  who  is  he  ?     I  see  him  not !"  rejoined  Mother  Demdike. 

"  You  will  see  him  before  yon  flame  expires/'  said  Richard.  "  I  should 
have  come  to  your  assistance  sooner,  Alizon,"  he  continued,  turnin^ 
to  her,  "  but  I  was  forbidden.  And  I  knew  I  should  best  ensure  your 
safety  by  compliance  with  the  injunctions  I  had  received." 

u  Some  guardian  spirit  must  have  interposed  to  preserve  us,"  replied 
Alizon,  "  for  such  only  could  have  successfully  combated  with  the  evil 
beings  from  whom  we  have  been  delivered." 

"  Thy  spirit  is  unable  to  preserve  thee  now !"  cried  Mother  Demdike, 
aiming  a  deadly  blow  at  her  with  the  knife.  But,  fortunately,  the 
attempt  was  foreseen  by  Richard,  who  caught  her  arm,  and  wrested  the 
weapon  from  her. 

"  Curses  on  thee,  Richard  Assheton,"  cried  the  infuriated  hag,  "  and 
on  thee,  too,  Alizon  Device.  I  cannot  work  ye  the  immediate  ill  I  wish. 
I  cannot  make  ye  loathsome  in  one  another's  eyes.  I  cannot  maim  your 
limbs,  or  blight  your  beauty.  I  cannot  deliver  you  over  to  devilish  pos- 
session.  But  I  can  bequeath  you  a  legacy  of  hate.  What  I  say  will 
come  to  pass.  Thou,  Alizon,  wilt  never  wed  Richard  Assheton — never. 
Vainly  snall  ye  struggle  with  your  destiny — vainly  indulge  hopes  of 
happiness.     Misery  and  despair,  and  an  early  grave,  are  in  störe  for  both 
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of  you.  He  shall  be  to  you  your  worst  enemy,  and  you  shall  be  to  him 
destruction.  Think  of  the  witch's  prediction  and  tremble,  and  may  her 
deadliest  eune  rest  apon  your  heads." 

"  Oh,  Riehard  !"  ezclaimed  Alizon,  who  would  have  sank  to  the  ground 
if  he  had  not  tostained  her,  "  why  did  you  not  prevent  this  terrible 
malediction  7* 

w  He  could  not,"  replied  Mother  Demdike,  withalaugh  of  exultation; 
u  it  shall  work,  and  thy  doom  shall  be  aocomplished.  And  now  to  make 
an  end  of  old  Chattox,  and  then  they  may  take  me  where  they  please." 

And  ehe  was  approachtng  her  old  enemy  with  the  intention  of  putting 
her  threat  into  execution,  when  James  Device,  who  appeared  to  start  frorn 
the  ground,  rushed  swifüy  towards  her. 

"  What  art  tbou  doing  hexe,  Jem?"  cried  the  hag,  regarding  him  with 
angry  surprise.  "  Dost  thou  not  see  we  are  surrounded  by  enemies?  I 
cannotescape  them — but  thou  art  young  and  active.     Away  with  thee!* 

"  Not  without  yo,  granny,"  replied  Jem.  "  Ey  ha9  ran  os  fast  os  ey 
could  to  help  yo.  Stick  fast  howld  on  me,"  he  added,  snatching  her  up 
in  bis  arms,  •*  an  ey'n  bring  yo  clear  off  yetw 

And  he  set  off  at  a  rapid  pace  with  bis  bürden,  Riehard  being  too 
muoh  occupied  with  Alison  to  oppoee  him. 


SHAKSPEREAN  A.— No.  VIII. 

To  look  on  the  great  author  of  the  sixteenth  Century  with  the  eyes  of 
the  nineteenth,  is  as  ridiculous  an  inconsistency  as  that  committed  by  the 
old  stage  managers,  who  brought  Cuto  on  the  «tage  iu  a  bob-wig,  and 
Brutus  with  short  sword  and  ruffles.  While  Shakspeare's  mind  embraced 
every  phase  of  human  existenoe,  and  knew  every  pulsation  of  our  common 
heart,  the  manners  of  his  own  age  were  the  inexhaustible  mines  from 
whence  he  drew  his  illustrations—  onefootin  Eastcheap,  the  otherplanted 
firm  in  boundless  spaoe. 

His  mad  gallants  are  such  as  could  be  seen  any  day  in  the  aisles  of 
Paul' 3 — his  jesters  at  court,  or  in  the  mansions  of  his  wealthier  patrons 
— Sir  Tobt/  Belch  and  FaUtaffdX  any  change-house  from  Westminster 
to  Eastcheap.  His  language  is  of  the  time,  his  manners  of  the  time,  his 
allusious  of  the  time  also. 

With  the  exception  of  "  taking  tobacco,"  a  new  fashion,  mentioned 
only  once  bv  Spenoer,  but  repeatedly  by  Ben  Jonson  and  the  later 
dramatists,  tnere  is  ecarcely  a  custom  or  event  of  the  Century  which  is 
not  glanced  at,  or  from  which  types  have  not  been  borrowed  by  Shak- 
speare.  He  drew  them  from  the  objects  around  him,  not  merely  from 
those  eternal  fountains  of  the  universal  poet's  inspiration — "  this  exeellent 
canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  majestical  roof,  fretted  with  golden  fire" 
— the  wild  and  wandering  sea — the  English  stream  that  kisaes  the 
sedge,  makes  music  o'er  th'  enamelled  stones,  and  strays 

With  willing  sport  to  the  wild  ocean  i 

but  from  the  fcawkiag-field,  the  tndl-ring,  and  the  very  mechantsm  of  the 
8o«tliwark  stage.  HerkliodestheEuphubt,kughsgood«naturedly  atthe 
irritebikty  «f  mistaken  famour  that  drowe  the  Afercutiof  of  the  ag»  torasfe 
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into  the  duello,  as  mach  as  at  the  cowardice  that  led  prudent  Sir  Andrew 
to  indite  so  cautious  a  cartel.  He  drew  bold  sketches  and  finished  pio- 
turea  of  the  spruce  courtier,  the  loud-voiced  bully,  the  court-physician, 
the  thievish  page,  the  knavish  serving-mao,  the  cozening  pedlar,  the  sot- 
tish  cobbler,  the  sturdy  forester,  and  the  wily  cut-purse. 

The  mannen  of  the  age  are  the  passe-partouls,  the  picklocks  to  every 
paasage  of  the  author  that  hath  aaght  of  obscurity.  HU  wisdom  was 
gathered  firom  the  highways  and  the  byeways,  "  eompounded  of  many 
simples,  extracted  firom  many  objects,"  Shakspeare  was  no  sorcerer, 
breathing  ever  the  fine  element  of  the  Midsummer  Fairies,  or  the  spirits 
of  Prospero's  Indian  Isle ;  he  knew  the  pulse  of  common  humaoity,  and 
the  osciuations  between  hope  and  fear,  the  pangs  of  despiaed  love,  the  bum- 
ing  fever  of  anger,  the  cold  palsy  of  despair.  He  had  aeen  the  crowds 
stream  past  him  in  such  incaruate  forms  as  met  the  eye  of  Spencer.  He 
had  marked  the  protruding  Ups,  the  knitted  brows,  the  clenched  hands, 
the  closed  teeth,  the  white  lip,  the  hot  flush,  the  livid  change,  the  lurid 
stare,  the  rolling  eye,  and  all  those  distortions  whioh  are  the  indications  of 
the  deep  current  boiling  within,  hiding  its  black  fury  as  the  foam  the  fall 
of  a  torrent,  and  serviug  as  the  only  visible  iodications  of  its  presence. 

His  own  heart  had  been  his  study ;  he  knew  its  every  throb,  its  achiogs, 
its  seanty  and  short-lived  joys;  he  had  experimented  upon  it  as  the 
chemist  inhales  some  deadly  gas  at  the  very  risk  of  life.  He  had  been 
jealous  with  Othello;  he  had  grown,  with  Hamlet,  weary  of  lue; 
he  had  known  the  wild  revelry  of  Hol,  he  had  watched  the  night  out 
in  the  cold  with  Sir  Toby;  he  had  played  at  sword  and  dagger  with 
Master  Slender.  He  drew  stroogly  because  he  drew  firom  life»  as  Plau- 
tna  drew,  as  Moliere  sketched;  and  without  this,  comedy — for  it  is  more 
especially  of  his  comedies  that  we  speak — must  be  always  a  poor  pinched 
exotic,  slow  to  flower,  and  dwarfed  wheu  it  does. 

The  necessities  and  poverty  of  the  stage  led  inevitably  to  the  anachron- 
isms  of  Shakspeare,  ana  no  attention  was  paid  to  keeping,  in  the  produc- 
tion  of  a  play.  The  dresses  were  either  cast-off  suits  or  of  the  newest 
fiashion.  The  masque  had  scenes,  but  the  stage  had  none ;  and  whether 
Burbage  strutted  as  Macbeth,  or  Shakspeare  as  the  Danish  monarch,  they 
worea  like  the  Venice  hose,  the  long  doublet,  the  rapier,  and  the  cloak. 
Their  enchantment  was  in  the  word,  the  action,  and  the  gesture ;  and  even 
the  "  Siege  of  Troy"  became  at  once  intelligible  to  unletteredspecsators  by 
a  sprinkliog  of  contemporaneous  manners.  Dramatic  wnters,  accustomed 
to  write  quick»  and  to  please  the  most  ignorant,  adopted  a  conventional 
jargon,  at  once  uoderstood,  and  at  last  demanded  as  a  right. 

Let  us,  then,  briefly  review  the  advantages  which  the  era  of  Shakspeare 
presented  to  the  poet,  the  manager,  the  dramatist,  and  the  man. 

He  arose  in  an  age  in  which  the  discordant  elements  of  society  were 
still  widely  and  pkturesquely  contrasted.  Men  were  individualiseo*  and 
stood  fbrth  in  strong  relief ;  the  effocts  of  a  great  moral  reformation 
were  still  traceable  in  all  ranks  of  society ;  the  land  had  been  upheaved 
and  re-formed ;  the  dense,  torpid  masses  broken  into  light  and  shade, 
hill  and  dale.  The  nation  was  alive;  its  energies  nnhlunted  by  the 
drowsy  lethargy  of  peace  ;  its  heart  beating  loud  with  patriotism.  Ukm 
the  Hon  of  their  own  escutcheon,  it  stood  at  bay  against  innumerable  ene- 
mies — "  malice  domestic,  foreign  levy."     Society  was  seething  with  intel- 
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lectual  life.  In  the  same  city  lived  a  Bacon  and  a  Shakspeare — the  two 
monarchs  of  separate  realms ;  in  the  same  camp,  an  Essex  and  a  Raleigh. 
It  was  the  golden  time — the  Augustan  age — the  climax — the  zenith  of 
the  nation's  real  progress ;  growing  at  once  in  a  night,  like  the  Dragon'a 
seed  of  Cadmus,  England  sprang  rrom  infancy  to  manhood. 

It  remained  for  after  ages  to  strike  a  seeond  empire's  root  in  the  anti- 
podes,  to  darken  the  seas  with  our  sails,  to  cancel  principalities  by  a  stroke 
of  the  pen.     It  sufficed  for  Elizabeths  reign  to  confirm  England  for  ever 
as  a  Protestant  State;  to  make  her  hailed  as  the  bulwark  of  the  Reformed 
faith  ;  to  make  her  renowned  to  the  end  of  time  for  writers  who,  in  one 
short  life,  surpassed  all  the  centuries  of  labour  of  the  Grecian  sages;  to 
give  birth  to  creations  of  new  schools  of  poetry,  and  new  and  more  perfect 
Systems  of  philosophy.     The  Elizabethan  dramatists  were  great  pioneers 
of  mental  progress,  who  not  only  let  in  daylight  on  the  primeval  woods, 
bat  reared  their  towera  and  palaces  where  the  wiiderness  had  stood.    They 
Were  no  rude-formed  Titans,  gigantic  bat  grotesque  ;  their  works  wore 
not  the  majestic  deformity  of  the  Egyptian  Sphinx ;  they  were  sublime 
as  the  Pyramids,  beautiful  as  the  Belvedere  Apollo.     Their  style  had  every 
gradation,  from  the  massive  simplicity  of  the  Saxon  to  the  inexhaustibte 
variety  of  the  Decorated  ;  from  the  Asiatic  barbarity  of  the  Doric  to  the 
culminating  point  of  grace,  strength,  and  beauty  of  the  Corinthian.     They 
realised  the  fable  of  the  Indian  flower,  that  Springs  up,  flowers,  arrives 
at  maturity,  and  sheds  its  seed  in  a  Single  night.     They  passed  at  onoe 
through  all  the  tedious  metamorphoses  which  frail  man  is  compelled  to 
undergo,  and  which  all  the  changes  of  Nature  typify.     They  were  at 
once  the  infant,  the  man,  the  sage  ;  they  possessed  the  freshness  and 
fragrance  of  the  morn,  the   fiery  splendour  of  noon,  the  melancholy 
grandeur  of  the  sunset ;  they  passed  in  a  lifetime  from  the  hut  of  the 
savage  to  the  palace  of  the  Eastern  king,  from  the  coat  of  skins  to  the 
broidered  mantle  of  the  monarch.     The  discovery  of  classic  lore,  like  a 
buried  city  heaped  with  the  minutest  details  of  life,  had  awakened  mental 
activity  as  much  as  the  discovery  of  a  new  hemisphere.     The  patriotism 
of  the  age,  and  the  blessings  of  printing,  rendered  the  ancient  history  of 
their  country,  and  its  connexion  with  the  Continent,  familiär  to  English 
minds.     Their  fathers  had  shared  in  the  wars  of  the  Roses  and  the 
cruelties  of  the  early  persecutions.     Abbeys  were  still  newly  defaced — ruins 
of  a  religion  whose  fallen  spirit  still  sat  like  a  Banshee  wailing  beside  the 
ruined  fane  and  broken  cross.     Commerce  and  a  lore  of  travel  brought 
wonders,  like  rieh  wares,  from  the  furthest  India.     The  age  had  all  the 
freshness,  eagerness,  and  restlessness  of  youth,  all  the  inflexible  courage 
of  manhood,  all  the  calm  contemplativeness  of  age.      Later  centuries 
may  nave  brought  more  startling  wonders  to  light,  may  have  lent  us 
spells  that  make  the  fine  elements,  the  imperceptible  vapour,  the  pen- 
dulous  air,  spirits  to  do  our  bidding ;   earth  may  since  have  opened  to  us 
her  cavemous  jaws,  to  disclose  treasures  greater  than  those  of  the  Pre- 
Adamite  kings  ;  but  never  was  there — never  has  there  been  an  age  in 
which  the  spirit  of  God  moved  more  visibly  upon  the  face  of  the  waters, 
or  in  which  was  more  clearly  heard  those  divine  words,  "  Let  there  be 
Ugktr 
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BT  NICHOLA8  MICHF.LL. 

[At  the  present  moment,  when  the  eyes  of  Europe  are  flxed  on  the  nephew  of 
him  onoe  hailed  Emperor  of  France,  and  countless  opinions  extst  as  regards  hia 
future  policy  and  designs,  perhaps  the  following  pen-and-ink  sketch  of  his  great 
prototype — the  man  whom,  in  his  political  acta  at  least,  he  seems  zealously  en- 
deaTonnng  to  imitate— may  not  be  inappropriate.] 

Fobemost  'mid  men  we  place  in  glory's  train — 

A  beacon  that  may  warning  light  impart — 
Behold  a  man,  by  conquest  doomed  to  gain 

All  for  which  pants  the  high-aspiring  heart! 
Not  proud  his  birth,  not  staiwart  was  hia  frame, 

Bat  his  soul  grasped  the  world;  his  eye  could  dart 
Deep  into  breast«;  dominion,  glory,  fame, 

Filled  his  lone  dreams;  he  plann'd,  would  act  his  part, 
The  means,  his  sword  nnsheathed  in  fayonring  hour, 
And  his  strong  will  the  lerer  of  his  power. 

Mercy,  and  charity,  and  truth,  and  love, 

He  banished  firom  his  more  than  stoic  breast; 
For  such  might  bar  his  aims;  his  hopes  above 

Were  lightly  held,  one  earthly  prize  possessed. 
No  scrnple  checked  him  in  his  bold  career, 

No  conscience  whispered,  no  remorse  oppressed — 
A  man  without  a  heart,  withont  a  fear, 

In  actiont  Are— an  icicle  at  rest, 
Prudent,  yet  daring,  with  the  gift  to  bind 
Hearts  to  his  cause— so  rnled  this  master-mind! 

Gentnries  prodnce  a  bard,  and  centuries  pass 

Ere  one  Napoleon  rises  on  the  scene, 
Or  earth  were  too  mach  troubled,  and  the  mass, 

Though  it  appland,  were  swept  with  scythe  too  keen. 
Yet  glory  doth  so  blind,  that  men  will  bear 

Privation  and  affliction,  while  they  ween 
Their  leader's  fame  and  growing  power  they  share; 

Bright  looks  the  landscape,  woods  and  meadows  green, 
Bat  winter  comes,  when  no  young  leaf  shall  wäre; 
And  glory  hath  its  winter— man.  his  grare. 

Twas  not  to  spread  enlightenment  he  fought; 

Twas  not  to  render  blest  exhausted  France; 
No  high-soul'd  aim,  no  world-wide  good  he  sought: 

Seif  he  but  worshipp'd,  seif  he  would  advance. 
Thos  life  he  sparcd  not;  those  who  loved  him  feil, 

He  shed  no  tear;  he  ever  scorned  romance; 
His  breast  to  fine  emotion  could  not  swell: 

All  things  were  trained  by  fate,  or  born  of  Chance: 
His  very  crimes,  he  though t,  were  doomed  to  be; 
He  stood  'mong  men— the  u  Child  of  Destiny  V 

Yet  was  Napoleon  moulded  for  his  age, 

Though  void  of  good,  a  mighty  spirit  still; 
A  subtile  statesman,  a  deep-seeing  sage, 

The  dangerons  post  he  seized  he  well  could  All. 
Since  o'er  bowed  Europe  Cesar's  eagle  flew, 

One  hath  bat  eqaalled  him  in  martial  skill; 
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How  rare  in  earlier  day  defeat  he  knew! 

Victory  the  rery  rasss!  of  his  will: 
All  energy,  resonrce,  and  depth,  and  wile, 
*  He  seemed  to  foroe,  not  court,  prond  Fortune's  unile. 

Earth'ß  tronbler  feil  at  last:  Napoleon's  star 

At  Waterloo  went  down  to  rite  no  mores 
He  who  had  driv'n  o*er  neckt  Powert  iron  car, 

Whose  deeds  loud  fame  had  trumped  firom  ahore  to  thore, 
Who  built  up  thronet,  or  cruthed  them  in  a  day, 

The  arbiter  of  nations,  at  whote  door 
Monarcht  obsequiout  waited,  while  hit  tway 

Oer  half  the  Wett  hit  flery  eaglet  bore— 
How  little  now  !  how  weak!  how  changed  in  all ! 
Of  thote  who  flattered,  who  will  weep  hit  All  ? 

'Tis  well;  to  climb  the  steep  is  bravery's  tatk; 

Th*  aspiring  spirit  is  a  noble  thing; 
Bnt  when  too  far  we  ttrain,  too  mnch  we  ask, 

And  scatter  mitery  from  Ambition's  wing, 
Twere  better  lire  obtcnre,  and  die  onknown« 

Oh !  who  may  teil  the  teeret  pangt  that  wring ' 
Thy  heart,  successful  Crime? — the  tear,  the  groan, 

Napoleon  caused  to  others,  did  they  sting? 
Ah!  yea,  hard  botoms  are not alwayt steeled ; 
Sharp,  deadly,  is  the  sword  Bemorse  can  wield. 

The  monntain  eagle  in  hit  iron  cage, 

The  captire  tlger  never  more  to  roam, 
Less  pining  than  in  sullen  gloom  and  rage — 

So  dwelt  Napoleon  in  hit  itland-home. 
And  shonld  he  stir  men's  pattiont,  fleht  no  more? 

Hit  charging  troops  were  now  the  oreaker's  fbam, 
His  trampet  the  lond  windt,  his  cannon's  roar 

The  thunder  when  it  shook  heayen's  awful  dorne; 
Yet  might  his  own  drear  thonghts  form  deadlier  foet, 
With  which  his  sonl  might  strlve  tili  life's  dark  dose. 

And,  oh  !  what  thonghts  I  in  silence  and  alone, 

No  action  to  distnrb  the  spectral  train, 
How  torturingmem'ries,  long  in  shadow  thrown, 

Would  come  back  flashing  on  the  buty  brain ! 
Myriads  had  then  been  living  but  for  him ; 

Battle,  and  Are,  pale  Woe,  the  cold,  cold  slain, 
Again  he  saw;  the  stars  of  fate  were  dimf 

His  laureis  ashes,  crimes  and  schemes  in  yain— 
Ye  who  would  win  a  conqueror's  trophied  name, 
Behold,  and  envy  not  this  child  of  fame  1 

He  died:  the  world's  disturber  now  was  stille 

The  thunderbolt  was  quenched  in  death's  deep  sea, 
The  dire  volcano  shook  no  more  the  hiU, 

The  meteor  had  gone  out  no  more  to  be. 
What  doom  awaits  that  soul  beyond  the  grave, 

It  is  not  ours  to  say.    Heaven's  stern  decree 
Is  launched  at  guilt,  yet  Lore  can  guiltiest  sare; 

Or  whither  on  death's  shore  shall  millions  flee  ? 
He  died,  his  blazoned  name  not  claiming  tears, 
Bat  casting  terror's  shade  on  rature  years. 
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THE  SNOW  KING. 

Bt  Ellis  Yobe. 

[One  of  the  many  poetical  names  which  the  German  poets  haye  giren  to  the 
angel  of  death,  is  "  The  Snow  King."] 

There  was  once  upcm  a  time  a  king  who  had  three  daughtera,  the 
youngest  of  whora  was  but  a  little  child  when  the  eider  were  stately 
maidens.  The  city,  where  was  the  king's  palace,  lay  in  a  rieh  and  fortile 
valley;  but  his  daughtera,  after  the  death  of  the  qoeen,  their  mother»  were 
sent  to  a  castle  arnong  the  lofty  mountains  which  surrounded  the  piain, 
for  there  the  air  was  more  pure,  and  they  were  kept  apart  from  the  world, 
tili  the  time  when  it  was  customary  for  the  royal  maidens  to  he  shown 
to  the  court. 

Greatly  were  the  eider  princesses  disappointed  when  they  were  sent  to 
the  lonely  Castle,  for  already  they  had  begun  to  consider  themselves 
women.  And  they  bewailed  their  solitude  bitterly  together,  but  behaved 
scornfully  to  their  little  sister,  and  left  her  altnost  alone. 

So  the  child-princess  roamed  in  the  castle  garden,  and  made  herseif 
friends  of  the  birds  and  flowers,  tili  she  understood  their  langutge,  and 
could  speak  to  them.  The  sisters  had  come  to  the  castle  when  the  sum- 
mer  was  in  its  prime,  and  only  the  far-off  summits  of  the  monntains  were 
clothed  with  snow ;  the  flowers  in  their  terraee  garden*  were  glowing  in 
their  brighteet  beauty,  and  the  birds  happy  and  joyous,  the  nijrhtrogale 
abging  every  night  amoog  the  orange-trees,  and  the  swallows  novering 
around  the  tall  battlements. 

But  "  it  could  not  be  always  May,"  and  the  little  prineess  sonn  saw 
that  there  was  a  change. 

"  Why  does  the  aun  not  shine  so  longas  it  nsed  to  do?"  she  asked  the 
nightingale. 

And  the  nightingale  answered, 

"  Because  the  Snow  King  is  Coming." 

"  Who  is  the  Bnow  King?"  said  the  prineess. 

But  the  nightingale  said, 

"  Thou  wilt  know  soon  enough,  little  one ;  his  cold  breath  withered 
my  bride,  the  rose,  last  night,  and  I  go  to  seek  her  in  a  brighter  land." 

So  he  spread  his  wings  and  flew  away.  There  were  no  sweet  songs 
that  night  among  the  orange-boughs» 

"  Who  can  ihis  Snow  King  be  ?"  thought  the  little  prineess ;  and  she 
asked  her  sisters»  but  they  answered, 

"  Don't  troubie  110,  little  one !"  So  the  prineess  thought  in  silenee  of 
the  Snow  King« 

Next  morning  she  saw  all  her  friends,  the  swallows«  assembled  on  the 
battlements  of  a  terraee  which  looked  to  the  south.  Many  of  them  were 
flying  backward  and  fbrward,  as  if  to  try  the  strength  of  their  wings, 
and  all  were  speaking  of  some  long  journey. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  said  the  prineess  to  an  old  swalldw,  whose  nest 
had  been  built  beeide  her  window. 
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"The  Sdow  King  is  Coming/'  answered  the  swallow,  "and  we  fly 
from  his  presence." 

"  Ig  he  very  terrible,  this  Snow  King?'9  asked  the  little  maiden. 

But  the  swallow  answered, 

"  Thanks  to  my  fleet  wings,  I  never  saw  hira;  we  go  to  a  brighter  land 
when  we  feel  his  chilly  breath." 

"  Where  is  that  land  7*  said  the  princess. 

"  Many  a  long  day's  journey  over  the  sea,"  said  the  swallow,  shaking 
her  head.  "  Even  my  strong  wings  are  often  weary,  and  many  of  the  young 
ones,  though  they  are  so  brisk  now,  drop  from  fatigue  into  the  deep 
waters,  and  are  drowned.  But  better  this,  than  all  to  remain  and  be  slain 
by  the  Snow  King.  Good-bye,  little  princess,  tili  summer  returns." 
And  the  swallow  spread  her  wings  and  flew  away  southward,  followed  by 
her  tribe,  and  the  princess  watched  tili  the  last  disappeared. 

"He  must  be  a  terrible  destroyer,  this  Snow  King,"  said  she. 

And  when,  in  time,  she  saw  the  sweet  flowers  all  perish,  and  the  green 
leaves  wither  and  fall,  she  again  thonght  "  he  must  be  a  cruel  destroyer." 

One  day,  when  roaming  through  her  desolate  garden,  she  came  to  the 
sunny  bank,  where  in  spring  the  sweet  cyclamens  had  grown,  and  found 
it  covered  with  pale,  fragile  flowers. 

"  What  are  you,  pale  ones  ?"  she  said. 

And  the  flowers  answered, 

"  We  are  cyclamens." 

"But  you  are  pale  and  scentless,"  said  the  little  lady;  "and  my 
cyclamens  were  sweet,  bright  flowers." 

"  They  were  children  of  the  sun  and  the  spring,"  answered  the  cycla- 
mens ;  "  and  we  are  daughters  of  autumn  and  the  Snow  King." 

"  Of  the  cruel  Snow  King?"  cried  the  princess. 

Then  the  cyclamens  blushed  with  anger,  and  said,  a  He  is  not  cruel, 
but  a  faithful  servant  of  the  Mightiest  of  A1L" 

And  they  bowed  their  heads,  for  their  tiny  delicate  lips  could  not  utter 
the  great  name.  Nor  would  they  speak  again  to*the  princess  that 
day. 

And  the  hang  of  the  Winds  drove  in  his  winged  chariot  round  the 
castle  that  night,  laughing  as  he  broke  down  the  trees  of  the  pine  forest 
in  his  rapid  flight 

And  the  little  princess  trembled  at  his  wild  mirth ;  but  her  sister,  the 
Princess  Tempesta,  said, 

"  Truly  he  is  a  bold  fellow,  this  King  of  the  Winds !  I  should  choose 
him  for  my  lover,  to  bear  me  on  his  strong  wings  round  the  world." 

And  the  King  of  the  Winds  laughed  louder  without 

Now,  the  names  of  these  princesses  were  derived  from  those  of  three 
mighty  monarchs,  who  had  ruled  the  earth  at  the  time  of  their  nativity. 

The  King  of  the  Winds  was  at  war  with  the  earth  and  the  sea  when 
the  eldest  was  born,  and  they  called  her  Tempesta.  The  Queen  of 
Night  was  reigning  at  the  birth  of  the  second,  and  she  was  named  Noc- 
turna. But  the  Snow  King  had  laid  the  chains  of  the  first  frost  upon  the 
ground  on  the  day  of  the  youngest*s  birth,  and  her  name  was  Glac&lla. 

Next  day  the  castle  garden  was  covered  with  branches,  which  die  King 
of  the  Winds  had  torn  down  and  strewn  about,  in  his  wild  glee.     And  the 
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little  cyclamens  were  almost  hidden  by  a  pile  of  leaves  he  had  flung  over 
them. 

"  He  too  is  a  destroyer,"  said  the  princess,  as  ehe  cleared  them  away. 

"  And  a  more  ruthless  one  than  the  Snow  King,"  said  the  cyclamens, 
"  for  he  sende  nothing  to  comfort  fbr  what  he  takes  away.  Our  father 
wrapa  the  cold  earth  in  his  warm  white  mantle,  and  hangs  bright  gems  all 
around.  Thou  ehalt  see  thy  Castle  wear  a  crown  of  icicles  round  its  towers." 

"  And  shall  you  live  during  his  reign  ?"  asked  Glaciella. 

Bat  the  pale  blossonos  sighed,  and  answered, 

"  Our  father  breathed  on  the  earth  where  we  lay  sleeping,  and  said, 
Arise,  little  ones,  and  comfort  the  earth  for  the  beautiful  things  she  has 
lost.  When  a  few  days  are  over,  you  shall  return  to  rest.'  So  we  have 
bot  a  few  days  to  live,  little  princess,"  murmured  the  flowers,  sadly; 
"  but  many  others  will  survive  and  flourish.  This  bright  holly-tree 
thinks  the  Snow  King's  reign  the  best  of  all." 

"  That  it  is,"  said  the  tall  holly.  "  My  berries  blush  with  very  glad- 
nese  when  they  feel  his  kiss.  He  is  a  good  fellow ;  IM  go  to  the  death 
for  him." 

And  the  holly  rustled  his  shining  mail,  while  the  cyclamens  nodded 
applause. 

"  Well  said,  cousin  holly,"  cried  a  polished  laurel.  "  My  grandfather 
came  from  a  land  in  the  south,  to  which  these  giddyheads,  the  swallows, 
have  flown.  He  often  told  us  that  the  good  Snow  King  never  came 
there,  and  that,  in  consequence,  there  were  many  miles  of  burning  sand, 
where  nothing  can  grow.  And  even  the  stately  children  of  man,  when 
they  traverse  these  deserts,  often  die  from  heat  and  thirst,  and  leare 
their  bones  whitening  in  the  sun,  save  when  the  King  of  the  Winds 
whirls  over  them  the  red  sand.     It  is  an  awful  country !" 

"A  terrible  country,  indeed!"  said  the  holly.  And  the  cyclamens 
trembled. 

"  Does  the  Snow  King  ever  visit  the  land  where  the  nightingale  has 
gone?"  asked  Glaciella. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  laurel ;  "  he  has  better  taste  than  the  swallows.  Thy 
sister's  lover,  the  King  of  the  Winds,  had  CjOme  from  that  land  last  night, 
and  I  heard  him  talking  of  it  to  the  almond-tree.  He  said  that  there 
was  perpetual  summer  in  the  piain ;  but  around  it  are  snowy  mountains, 
on  whose  summits  never  mortal  foot  hath  trod.  Even  the  eagle's  strong 
pinions  fail  before  he  reaches  the  snowy  crestof  Mount  Massis,  where  the 
Snow  King  has  fixed  his  palace.  The  King  of  the  Winds  had  been 
visiting  him  there,  and  he  whispered  to  the  almond-tree  that  it  was  so 
near  the  stars,  that  they  hear  the  songs  of  the  angels." 

u  Oh,  that  I  could  hear  the  angels'  song !"  said  the  little  princess. 

But  a  wise  old  owl,  who  sat  in  the  laurel-tree,  shook  his  grave  head, 
andsaid: 

"  The  Snow  King  must  first  lay  his  hand  upon  thine  heart'9 

And  Glaciella  returned  to  the  Castle. 

Now  her  Bisters  were  conversing,  and  the  Princess  Tempesta  said : 

"  Sister,  the  King  of  the  Winds  was  sighing  round  my  window  all  last 
night,  and  he  says  that  if  1  will,  I  shall  be  hu  queen,  and  he  will  carry 
me  up  among  the  stars,  where  the  angels  are  einging." 
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Then  the  little  princess,  whom  they  heeded  not,  repeated  the  words  of 
the  wise  owl — 

"  The  Snow  King  must  first  lay  his  hand  upon  thine  haart" 

And  the  Bisters  laughed  at  her  words,  and  faid : 

"Thou  ever  speakest  of  the  Snow  Ring!  Why  dost  thou  not  seek 
him  in  his  palace  among  the  mountains  ?" 

On  the  next  morning  the  ground  was  covered  with  snow,  and  the  owl 
laughed  at  the  little  prineess,  saying, 

"  Ah,  little  sleeper !  the  Snow  King  was  here  last  night." 

"  My  lord  owl,"  said  Glaciella,  "do  you  know  if  he  has  a  palace 
among  our  mountains,  as  my  sisters  say  ?" 

But  the  owl  was  sleepy,  and  he  only  winked  at  Glaciella,  with  hk 
great  golden  eyes. 

And  the  little  prineess  often  roamed  into  the  forest,  and  among  the 
hüls,  seeking  for  the  Snow  King;  bat  she  never  foand  him.  And 
though  his  matitle  often  lay  in  the  Castle  garden,  yet  his  light  footateps 
left  no  trace  to  teil  whither  he  had  gone. 

And  bright  summer  came  again,  and  time  passed  on,  and  Glaciella 
nerer  foand  the  Snow  King.     Bat  the  owl  said : 

"Be  patient,  little  one;  in  good  time  shall  he  lay  his  hand  upon 
thine  heart" 

So  years  went  by. 

And  one  year  came,  when  God  let  loose  the  plague-nend  orer  the 
land,  and  he  smote  the  two  eider  sisters  with  deadly  sickness. 

And  all  their  ladies  and  maidens  fled  from  them ;  bat  their  sister 
waited  on  them  night  and  day. 

"  Oh,  that  I  could  save  them !"  she  said  one  night,  as  she  looked  ap<m 
each  pale,  altered  face. 

And  she  was  aware  of  a  majestic  Presenoe  at  their  side. 

And  a  great  and  solemn  awe  came  over  the  prineess,  for  she  knew,  in 
that  still  and  immortai  beauty,  the  dark-winged  angel  of  death. 

And  the  owl  perched  upon  the  moonlit  casement,  and  said : 

"  Now  thon  beholdest  the  Snow  King !" 

But  Glaciella  was  strong  ia  love  for  her  sisters,  and  she  bowed  befere 
the  mighty  spirit. 

"  Slay  them  not,  O  Snow  King !"  she  said.  "  Leave  them,  eren  as 
the  pale  cyclamens,  to  console  the  earth  for  the  beautiful  thingi  thon 
hast  taken  away." 

And  the  King  of  the  Winds  wailed  moarnfolly  without  in  the  moon- 
light  night,  for  he  might  not  enter  where  the  awfal  sbadow  was  hanging 
over  his  bride. 

Bat  the  countenance  of  the  angel  was  «ad,  and  he  answertd, 

"  My  mandate  is  from  the  throne  of  Heaven,  and  one  young  life  I 
must  bear  away." 

Then  the  prineess  arose,  and  stood  before  the  death-angel. 

"  They  love  each  other  so  much,"  she  said  ;  "  one  woald  pine  away 
without  the  other,  and  my  father  woald  be  bereft  of  two  children.  But 
they  will  not  miss  me — fulfil  upon  me  thy  mandate.  Lay  thine  hand 
upon  my  heart,  O  Snow  King!  for  my  soul  longs  to  hear  the  soagi  of 
the  angels." 
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£ven  the  owl  torned  away  his  head,  as  the  Angel,  with  a  caltn  and 
melancholy  smile,  fblded  her  in  his  arm«,  and  laid  his  oold  hand  upon  her 
heart  It  was  beating  streng  and  high,  trat  its  throbs  becatne  qtiieter — 
theo,  oh,  so  still! 

And  the  angel  of  death  soared  out  of  the  castle  window,  beating  in  Ms 
arms  another  ransomed  soul  far  above  the  stars. 

The  sun  shone  brightly  next  morning,  and  through  the  land  went  a* 
voice,  that  the  plague  was  stayed. 

And  when  the  nightened  attendants  ventured  back  to  the  castle,  and 
looked  into  the  sick  Chamber,  they  saw  the  eider  princesses  sleeping 
sweetly,  with  the  hues  of  health  returning  to  their  cheeks. 

Bat  the  smile  on  the  lips  of  the  younger  was  of  calm  and  niournful 
majesty. 

She  was  dead. 

"  I  think,  Sir  Owl/'  rentarked  the  laurel,  when  the  grey  old  bird  re- 
tarned  to  his  nest  among  the  branches,  "  that  our  little  princess  has  at 
length  attained  more  than  her  wish.  I  saw  her  last  night  Dorne  frorn  the 
easUe  in  the  arms  of  the  Snow  King.  When  the  King  of  the  Winds 
next  vistts  the  palace  on  Monnt  Massis,  he  will  find  that  the  Snow  King 
has  a  bride  there." 

But  the  owl  answered,  sadly, 

*•  Nay,  inend  laurel;  but  when  next  he  listen*  among  the  stars,  he  will 
beer  a  new  angel  singing  in  Paradise." 


THE  MIGHTY  RUMOUR  OF  THE  CITY. 

Thsre  was  a  Rumour  in  the  street  at  the  still  hour  of  midnight,  it  was 
borne  onwards  by  the  low  moaning  wind,  hither  and  thither,  past  alleys 
and  courts,  down  dark  and  pestilential  ways,  to  cellars  and  garrets,  to  the 
dens  of  misery  and  crime,  the  haunts  of  robbery  and  violence,  the  gin- 
palaees  and  spirit-shops — eye,  to  the  very  cesspools  of  vice  and  of 
minder ! 

The  old  dames  came  rushing  from  out  of  doors  and  archways,  casting 
upwards  their  blue  checked  aprons  to  shelter  their  furrowed  cheeks  and 
aching  jaws  from  the  cold  night  air,  as  they  huddled  together  in  small 
knots,  talking,  coughing,  and  jabbering  in  Babel-like  murmurs,  casting 
their  eyes  towards  the  aky  ;  but  it  was  but  black  and  lurid,  not  a  star 
glistened  in  the  purple  hemisphere  ;  no  flood  of  scarlet  light,  like  some 
northern  meteor,  told  that  the  devouring  element — fire,  was  licking  with 
lambient  flame  some  rieh  and  precious  störe,  or  the  treasured  wealth  of 
some  vast  warehouse,  nor  yet  the  eanning  mechanism  of  the  factory,  or 
refined  penates  of  some  dilettante's  villa ! 

It  came  onwards  like  a  mighty  rushing  wind,  as  the  whirlpool  of  the 
ocean,  or  the  simoon  of  the  desert,  encircling  and  embracing  each  beau- 
tisome  atom  that  in  mad  temerity  dared  to  meet  its  course.     Children 
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shuddered  in  their  cribs,  and  wept  in  fear  and  awe ;  the  mechanic  and 
labourer  left  the  gin-shops  and  tap-rooms,  and  came  forth  tattered  and 
tired,  wondering,  amazed,  and  inquiring !  Whenoe  arose  the  din,  the 
noise,  the  yells,  the  tramp  of  feet,  the  roar  of  voices  ?  The  gaardian 
of  the  night,  the  faithful  Peeler,  leaves  the  warm  nook  of  the  lawyer's 
kitchen,  its  beef  and  pickles,  its  Molly — whose  fat  and  waving  sidea 
seemed  as  the  coneentrated  suet  of  some  two  hundred  bullocks — and  its 
cheerful  fire,  and  rushes  into  the  cold,  and  bleak,  and  dreary  street.  He 
eyes  the  purple  sky,  it  is  not  there;  he  tries  the  street  doors  in  quick  suc- 
cession,  they  all  are  fast ;  he  hears  no  cry  of  "  Stop  thief !"  no  song  of 
"  We  wont  go  hörne  tili  morning,"  no  "  Lul,  lul,  la,  littie,"  no  smashing 
of  gas-lamps,  or  wrenching  off  of  knocken.  The  sentinel  on  his  post 
cries,  "  Who  goes  there  ?"  in  hurried  accents,  and  paces  his  narrow  beat 
with  slow  and  faultering  tread.  His  challenge  is  unheard,  or  at  least  un- 
answered.  The  outcasts  of  the  pave>  with  their  paled  cheeks  rouged, 
their  hectic  cough  flavoured  with  the  deadly  poison  of  "  all  sorts,"  their 
gay  colour  and  flaunting  dresses  and  bright  parasols,  came  fluttering  on- 
wards — a  shadowy  throng.  The  thief  and  the  robber,  the  beggar  and 
the  bully,  left  the  objects  of  their  crime  and  dishonesty,  averting  for  a 
day  the  fatal  hour  of  death  or  transportation,  and,  like  a  foul  malaria, 
came  teeming  adown  the  way  ! 

Reporters,  too,  were  there — penny-a-liners,  ready  to  dish  up  the  tasty 
entrees  of  scandal  or  horror.  The  Times  was  there,  but  no  capitalist 
was  on  'Change ;  the  Bank  was  closed,  and  the  moneyed  interest  was  at 
par.  The  Post  was  there,  but  no  Lady  Fitzfluke  walked  on  the  slopes 
at  night,  no  Prince  of  Puppiedukem  led  to  the  hymenial  altar  the  lovely 
and  accomplished  daughter  of  Herbert  MacSneykes.  The  Herald  was 
there,  too ;  but  the  theories  of  Protection  slept  for  a  while  in  the  tomb 
of  silence  and  of  night,  and  my  Lord  Derby  and  Coningsby  were  wrapt 
in  slumber.  And  the  News, — but  its  charta  was  laid  on  the  shelf.  The 
Manchester  school  were  with  the  drowsy  God  of  Sleep,  and  its  views  of 

a  Standing  anny  clogged  for  very  age  and  inanity  ! 

•  •#♦** 

The  church-clock  tolled  the  hour  of  one — midnight;  it  was  taken  up, 
and  echoed  and  re-echoed  through  the  streets  of  the  mighty  city,  until 
lost  in  distance.  And  the  voice  of  the  morning  spoke,  "  Child  of  the 
world,  remember  well  the  experience  of  thy  youth — how,  in  the  inno- 
cency  of  thy  guileless  heart,  thou  held  sacred  to  folly  and  jest  the  first 
day  of  Apn!." 

Then,  O  sopient  reader,  a  light  broke  in  upon  me,  and  e'en  so  we, 
yow,  and  I,  were  wise  alone  in  our  own  conceit,  and  had  this  day  been 
made  April  fools  of ! 
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MAN  PROPOSES. 

BY  MBS.  SDWABD  THOMAS. 

Chapteb  II. 

The  gods  take  pleasure  oft,  when  haughty  mortals 
On  their  own  pride  erect  a  mighty  fabric, 
By  Blightest  means  to  lay  their  towering  gchemes 
Low  in  the  dost,  and  teach  them  they  are  nothing. 

Thohson's  Corioianu*. 

*€  Now,  Helen,"  said  Herbert,  "  I  am  going,  as  I  promised,  to  teil  you 
of  my  brother's  infatuation — my  brother's  marriage — the  narration  of 
which,  with  the  various  incidents  connected  with  it,  will  not  only  interest, 
bat  amaze  you,  convincing  you,  as  it  will,  'that  truth  is  stränge— 
stranger  than  fiction.'  I  shall  give  you,  however,  merely  the  simple  out- 
Knes  of  the  history  which  contains  so  many  startling  and  dramatic  facts, 
omitting  all  unnecessary  digressions ;  and  I  must  beg  of  you  to  refrain 
from  all  interruptions  or  exclamations,  and  suffer  me  to  proceed  consecu- 
tively,  as  if  you  were  listening  to  the  reading  of  a  tale  out  of  the  '  Mille 
et  Une  Nuits,'  the  one  I  am  about  to  relate  being  quite  as  marvellous  as 
any  found'in  the  Arabian  book;  so  take  your  work,  and  attend  mutely 
and  patiently. 

"  About  six  years  from  the  present  period  a  young  lady  became  an  in- 
mate  of  the  parsonage-house  dose  to  the  hall.  She  was  an  orphan  niece 
of  the  Rev.  Mark  Trevor,  to  whom  my  brother  had  presented  the  living, 
and,  there  being  no  prospect  of  a  family,  Mrs.  Trevor  gladly  and  grate- 
fully  accepted  the  charge  of  the  innocent  and  artless  girl  she  thought  Pro- 
vidence  had  committed  to  her  maternal  solicitude.  Laura  Trevor  was 
just  stxteen,  lovely,  guileless,  susceptible,  and  Ignorant  of  the  world  and 
its  dark  designs.  Sir  Charles  saw  her  at  church,  the  only  place  which  I 
allowed  him  to  frequent  unaccompanied  by  myself,  never,  of  course,  sus- 
pecting  danger  to  him  there,  and  not  being  able  to  stand  Trevor's  over 
self-righteousness.  He  was  instantly  captivated  with  her  appearance; 
for,  truly,  *  to  see  her  was  to  love  her/  But,  nervous  from  ill  health,  and 
timid  from  secluston,  it  was  a  long  time  ere  he  confessed  the  impression 
which  she  had  made  on  his  heart,  even  to  himself,  and  considerably  longer 
before  he  acknowledged  it  to  me ;  but  when  I  did  learn  the  most  unex- 
pected  and  imminent  perii  which  threatened  to  overthrow  my  darling 
projects,  I  was  overwhelmed  with  astonishment  and  terror.  However,  I 
recovered  my  presence  of  mind  in  time  not  to  betray  my  agitation  and 
surprise,  even  assuming  an  air  of  satisfaction,  and,  with  consummate 
villany,  congratulating  him  on  his  prospect  of  happiness,  extolling  the 
object  of  his  preference  in  terms  of  such  unmeasurea  adulation  as  would 
have  appeared  fulsome  to  a  less  enamoured  and  enervated  imagination, 
leaving  him  delighted  with  the  consciousness  that  in  marrying  he  should 
not  lose  my  affection, — an  event  which  he  rather  apprehended,  and  which 
I  secretly  resolved  he  should  not  risk. 

"  The  first  Step  which  I  took  to  accomplish  this  laudable  intention  was 
to  destroy  the  possibility  of  ray  brother's  success  with  Laura  Trevor,  for 
m  yet  he  had  not  dreamed  of  making  his  feelings  known  to  her,  satisfied 
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with  brooding  over  them  in  the  silent  depths  of  hu  own  bosom,  in  all  the 
bashful  luxury  of  a  first  pure  love ;  and  this  my  coadjutor  most  skilfully 
and  effectually  enabled  me  to  effect,  by  supplyrog  a  Substitute  to  antia- 
pate  the  tenderness  my  brother  so  coveted." 

"  Oh,  Heaven  \"  mentally  ejaculated  the  horrified  and  disgusted  Helen, 
"  wbat  depravity  !" 

"  He  had  a  friend  and  schoolfellow,"  continued  Herbert,  "  who  had 
enlisted  when  quite  a  boy,  through  flome  süght  family  disagreement,  who 
was  eminently  handsome  and  insinuating,  endowed  by  nature  with  all 
those  gifte  of  person  and  qualities  of  mind  so  dangerously  fascinating  to 
the  young  and  unsuspicious.  He  happened  to  be  stationed  at  a  military 
depöt  at  no  great  distance  from  the  scene  of  our  diabolical  Operations,  but, 
from  pride  and  shame,  had  never  ventured  to  revisit  bis  native  villaga, 
ezcept  to  steal  an  occasional  glimpse  at  the  familiär  haunts  of  his  child- 
hood,  to  feed  that  morbid  regret  which  early  association9  engender  in  the 
bosom  of  even  the  most  profligate  and  hardened ;  so  that  he  was,  as  it 
were,  a  stranger  in  the  Und  of  his  fathers.  He  was  to  resume  the  ap* 
pearance  and  manners  of  a  gentleman  (no  difficult  task  for  one  so  elegant 
and  accomplished),  come  on  a  fisbing  exeursioQ  to  the  quiet  and  secluded 
village  of  baiton,  with  its  roinantic  scenery,  its  abuuoant  trout-stream, 
and  its  remoteness  from  the  noise,  dissipation,  and  vice  of  a  large  town  i 
for  our  gentleman  was  to  be  of  studious  habits  and  moral  prinoiples,  so  at 
to  gain  a  footing  with  more  facility  in  the  family  of  the  truly  exemplary 
divine.  I,  of  course,  was  to  furnish  the  means  of  expenditure ;  I,  of 
course,  was  to  obtain  leave  of  absenoe  for  bim,  which  I  did  by  forging  a 
medical  certificate,  statiog  the  alarming  stete  of  his  old  mother's  healtb. 
In  fact,  I,  of  course,  was  to  sacrifice  present  honour,  present  fortune,  and 
present  manliness  and  integrity,  for  future  dignity,  future  wealth,  future 
rectitude ;  and  cheaply  did  I  seem  to  purchase  such  possessions. 

"  As  we  dearly  foresaw,  on  the  day  following  the  morning  and  evening 
appearance  of  the  handsome  and  prepossessing  stranger  at  church,  the  good 
and  unsuspecting  clergyman  called  at  the  inn  to  pay  his  pastoral  respects 
to  Mr.  Augustes  Fitsroy,  for  with  Mr.  Trevor  the  simple  rights  of  primi- 
tive hospitality  were  most  imperative ;  as  a  proo£  without  the  slightest 
reference  to  previous  character — without  the  slightest  personal  knowledge 
—he  took  this  unknown  by  the  hand,  and  instantly  introduced  him  into  the 
hallowed  precincts  of  his  own  domestio  hearth.     This  first  interview  was 

Suickly  followed  by  the  dosest  and  most  unreserved  intimacy,  when  all 
le  subtle  power«  of  a  wondrously  perverse  and  wicked  mina  were  dis- 
played  to  enchant  and  entrap  the  beauteous  creature,  destined  to  destrue- 
tion  by  monstrous  treachery.  These  exquisit«  family  rounions,  coupled 
with  a  few  secret,  and  consequently  even  more  exquisite  assignationa,  with 
their  ever-violated  oatlis  of  eternal  fidelity,  threatenings  of  self-immolation, 
tears,  frenzy,  and  all  the  battery  of  well-acted  passion  and  despair,  com- 

f>letely  overcame  the  resolution  of  the  tender  and  yielding  Laura ;  and, 
earing  to  injure  the  man  whom  she  imagined  loved  her  with  aa  equal 
warmth  and  sincerity,  in  the  eetimation  of  rieh  and  powerful  relatives, 
who  entertained  otber  and  higher  matrimonial  views  for  him,  and  whose 
displeasure,  if  be  were  to  peril  it,  would  nun  him  for  ever,  she  consented 
to  aa  elopement  and  secret  marriage. 
"  I  thought  I  sbould  bftve  expjjred  with  exjiltetion  as  my  brother  flung 
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Irimself  on  my  bofom  in  an  agony  of  diiappointroent  and  despair,  tobbing 
in  the  wild  tumultuous  anguish  of  a  bursting  heart,  and  telling  roe  he 
was  just  on  the  poiat  of  declaring  bis  love,  that  he  had  just  summooed  up 
courage  so  to  do,  when  he  wag  prostrated  by  the  flight  of  bis  angel  idol. 

"  He  fancied  my  heart  beat  for  sympathy,  and  he  thanked  me,  and 
bleased  me  for  my  compassion ;  but  it  was  for  joy  it  throbbed—joy,  at  the 
eertainty  that  nothing  now  could  wrest  fortane  from  my  grasp,  for  the 
only  being  who  could  so  have  done  was  far  away  in  the  anni  of 
another." 

"Poor  Sir  Charles  1"  exclaimed  Helen,  bursting  into  tears,  "  what  a 
blow  for  him !" 

u  It  was  an  awful  blow — a  very  awful  blow — but,  after  a  time  of  intense 
mental  and  corporeal  sufiering,  he  rose  above  it ;  that  is,  in  so  far  as  one 
utterly  without  earthly  hone,  earthly  gladness,  could  be  said  to  rise  above 
the  surges  of  despair  which  had  overwhelmed  him  in  their  tempeet-foam. 

"  I  was  bis  sole  comforter— bis  sole  confidant  I  ahme  was  the  witness 
of  bis  teara  for  himself,  bis  prayers  for  her;  I,  in  faet,  was  now  more 
neoestary  to  him  than  ever ;  the  one  creature  which  shared  tlie  Spiritus 
fondness  with  the  oreator.  Satisfied,  after  such  a  shock,  that  he  snould 
never  marry,  he  importuned  me  so  to  do,  mentioning  you  as  in  every  way 
ealculated  to  make  me  happy ;  and  he  was  right»  judging  of  me  as  he 
knew  me,  but  he  only  knew  my  ardficial  nature,  not  my  real ;  he  did  not 
know  how  I  was  entnralled  by  vice,  wedded  to  übertimsm ;  nor  did  you. 
He  urged  me  to  consider  of  this  the  more,  as  his  fast-failiog  health  made 
him  dread  lest  he  should  not  live  to  behold  and  bless  the  child  of  the  bro- 
ther  he  so  loved — had  such  reason  to  love.  I  need  not  recal  our  mutual 
enslavement,  Helen,  how  I  wooed  and  won  a  heart  so  füll  of  truth  as  to 
beüeve  all  as  truthful ;  you  knew  not  my  motives  for  swearing  feaity  to 
you,  and  natarally  gave  me  credit  for  purer  inducements ;  it  was  only 
after,  and  when  too  late  to  retract  your  plighted  word,  to  recede  from  the 
ptecipice  you  had  unwarily  approached,  that  you  discovered  that  you  had 
beoome  the  wife  of  the  veriest  ingrate,  that  the  passion  I  so  ardently  pro« 
fessed  was  simulated,  that  the  heart  you  thought  yoiu*  own,  was,  and  had 
been  for  years,  devoted  to  another ;  that  life  was  a  blank  for  you,  and  hap- 
piness  a  dream.  I  should  not  touch  on  these  points,  I  assure  you,  but 
that  they  are  necessary  links  to  concatenate  the  chain  of  my  eventful 
hietory.w 

*'  You  roight  have  allowed  me  tacitly  to  have  supplied  the  hiatus  with 
my  own  aggrieved  oonvictions  of  the  hypocrisy  practised  upon  me,  but 
you  are  as  equally  devoid  of  delicacy  as  affection,  sir." 

4<  And  you  of  eompliment,  madam." 

*'  You  ioree  me  to  say  unkind  things,  from  your  indifference  to  my 
foelmgs, — bitternesses  which,  however,  still  wound  my  own  breast  the  most 
•everely/' 

*  That  hat  yet  to  be  tested.  I  am  not  so  totally  lost  to  all  sense  of  my 
individual  baseness — of  your  worth  and  exceüence,  as  you  may  probably 
enppose — not  so  exempted  from  flashes  of  compunction  for  that  hypocrisy 
aad  deeeit  as  my  out  ward  dark  and  hateful  hardihood  would  imply ;  you 
tnost  not  imagme,  that  because  I  oan  grovel  on  in  penury  and  profligecy, 
with  a  mistress  as  depraved  and  brutalised  as  myself,  that  I  should  not 
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revolt  at  such  apathetic  beggaxy  if  shared — if  companioned  with  a  virtu- 
ous,  refined,  and  high-born  wife.  No,  no,  no,  Helen,  in  this  fatal  mar- 
riage  of  my  brother,  you  really  lost  your  busband — and  for  e?er." 

"  What !  if  I  am  willing  to  struggle  with  you  and  poverty — to  feel  it 
no  bürden — to  beat  back  its  overwnelming  waves  with  the  etrong  arms 
of  renovated  resolution — to  rise  above  them — to  lift  you  above  them — to 
set  you  safely  on  the  rock  of  conjugal  affection,  with  only  the  summer- 
stream  of  caun  delight  to  ripple  at  your  feet  ?  Oh,  Herbert !  only  grant 
me  the  blessed  opportunity— only  abandon  your  turbulent  passions— only 
seek  the  haven  of  peace  this  breast  will  afford  you,  and  you  will  bestow 
on  me  far,  far  more  happiness  than  the  entire  wealth  of  your  brother — the 
entire  wealth  of  the  world— could  purchase.  Only  believe  in  the  utter 
impossibility  of  success  attending  schemes'so  nefarious ;  or,  if  it  does,  it 
will  be  but  to  mock  you  with  a  phantom  of  prosperity  here — with  the 
reality  of  adversity  hereafter.  Only  believe  me  in  this,  as  if  I  spake  by 
inspiration,  and  you  will  never  hear  aught  save  the  song  of  thanksgiving 
from  my  lips — never  see  aught  save  the  smile  of  laudation  in  mine  eye«. 
Never !  my  husband,  never !  The  day  would  be  too  fleeting  to  evince 
my  felicity,  the  night  too  brief  to  pray  for  its  continuance  !" 

"  Then  you  deem  it  no  tax  of  patience — no  penalty  on  fortitude,  to 
plod  on  in  this  eternal  round  of  privatum  and  misery,  expending  the 
refulgence  of  life  on  the  midnight  of  discontent,  which,  like  the  wintry 
moonbeam,  sheds  light,  but  not  warmth,  on  the  icicles  it  causes  to 
sparkle  ?" 

"  I  should  not,  upon  the  conditions  I  have  just  stated." 

"  No  conditions  could  reconcile  you  to  such  abjectness — you,  a  gentle- 
woman ;  it  is  impossible !  The  wretch  born  in  a  hovel,  who  eats  the 
bread  of  indigence — who  beholds  all  his  co-mates  eat  the  same,  and  with 
the  relish  which  habitual  degradation  lends  to  the  ofral  garbage  of  un- 
savoury  famine — who  sinks  step  by  step  into  the  abyss  of  crime  and 
infamy,  until  the  prison-gatos,  for  a  time,  bar  his  career — feels  not  the 
sickening  horror  of  the  treadwheel's  dizzy  and  monotonous  infliction,  like 
one  born  out  of  due  season,  as  it  were,  as  I  was,  to  be  harnessed  to  the 
more  agonising  millwheel  of  an  ever-grinding,  and  yet  most  unproductive 
poverty.  He,  in  his  stolid  ignorance,  has  to  struggle  with  no  shame  of 
birth — contend  with  no  mortification  of  diagraced  ancestry— combat  with 
no  compunction  of  ruined  fame  and  tarnistjed  honour ;  he  sins  unwit- 
tingly — he  forfeits  his  soul  unheedfully  ;  his  greatest,  most  appalling  tur- 
pitude,  wears  an  aspect  of  easy  conndence,  for  who  among  his  fellows 
shrinks  from  his  derelictions  from  virtue— upbraids  him  with  his  lapse 
from  honesty  ?  The  happy  equality  of  his  class  silenoes  all  scruples,  and 
banishes  all  decorum;  while  I — while  I,  O  God!  elevated  above  the 
oblivion  which  overlooks  decency,  am  for  ever  visible  to  the  eye  of  scorn 
— for  ever  present  to  the  gaze  of  contempt  and  obloquy ;  and  yet  you 
talk  of  conditions,  fbrsooth !  There  are  no  conditions  to  be  made  with 
high-born  want  and  starvation.  But  to  proceed.  Why  did  you  Inter- 
rupt me  ?  I  was,  in  the  ardour  of  retrospection,  lost  for  the  moment  to 
the  frigid  vis  inertue  of  the  present.  If  you  cannot  merely  listen  to  me 
in  silence,  I  will  leave  the  odious  account  unhnished,  which,  in  truth,  I 
would  prefer,  for  I  am  weary  of  its  detestable  detaUs.,> 
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"  Pray  teil  me  all,  as  you  promised.     I  will  not  utter  one  Single  word 
until  you  have  done." 

"  My  brother,  as  you  are  aware,  made  me  a  most  liberal  allowance  on 
oor  marriage,  so  I  have  no  occasion  to  enlarge  on  that  subject,  nor  the 
manner  in  which  that  allowance  has  been  forestalled  and  squandered  in 
reckless  prodigality,  until,  like  every  other  bankrupt,  I  am  conscious  of 
extravagance  when  too  late  to  repair  it ;  or  rather,  I  went  on  in  its  fatal 
indulgence,  hoping  one  day  to  compensate  you  for  all,  by  placing  you  in 
the  Station  which  you  are  so  fitting  to  adorn,  feeling  in  the  perversity  of 
my  nature,  that  as  surely  as  I  could  be  proud  of  my  wife,  so  surely  should 
I  love,  and  admire,  and  homage  her,  and  none  but  her ;  for,  possessing 
no  innate  sense  of  justice,  no  veneration  for  obscure  merit,  my  passions 
and  prejudices  must  be  swayed  by  public  opinion— public  applause ;  and 
hence,  when  you  had  become  the  cynosure  of  every  wondering  eye,  so 
would  you  become  the  load-star  of  my  heart — the  idol  of  my  souL  Who 
would  not  have  imagined  that,  ere  long,  such  you  would  have  become, 
depending,  as  it  did,  on  the  removal  of  one  uncertain  life  only,  to  effect 
thi  transformation  from  grief  and  disgrace  to  joy  and  splendour  ?     Was 
not  the  sole,  whole,  only  obstacle  of  success  for  ever  put  aside  ?    Was 
not  the  only  woman  whom  my  brother  had  ever  had  the  courage  to 
think  tenderly  of,  married,  and  beyond  the  reach  of  bis  affection  ?     I  was 
so  convinced  that  he  would  never  attach  himself  to  another,  so  posi- 
tive of  inheriting  his  fortune  in  the  natural  course  of  events,  it  being 
stricUy  entailed,   that  I  resigned  myself  to  the  intoxication  of  hope, 
giving  up  all  anxiety  on  his  account,  on  my  own ;  laying  aside  all  former 
lears,  all  former  vigilance,  all  former  cautions,  all  former  respect ;  treat- 
ing  him  with  the  most  chilling  neglect,  and  leaving  him  at  füll  liberty  to 
drag  on  his  solitary  and  wearisome  existence  to  the  grave,  to  which,  to 
all  appearance,  he  was  fast  hastening,  for  I  was  sick  of  playing  the  part 
of  a  spy — heartily  sick  ;  disgusted  with  being  any  longer  the  hypocrite, 
H  was  too  fatiguing,  too  profitless,  too  restraining.     His  only  recourse 
against  the  ennui  to  which  I  remorselessly  consigned  him,  was  in  the 
society  of  the  ever-faithful  and  friendly  Trevors.     In  their  enlightened 
conversation,  in  their  warm  and  steady  attachment,  he  found  tne  sole 
felicity  he  could  now  expect  to  enjoy  on  earth,  which  felicity  was,  no 
doubt,  very  considerably  neightened  oy  the  affecting  recollections  that 
his  first  and  last  love  was  intimately  associated  in  their  remembrance,  in 
their  regrets.     I  had  heard  nothing  of  the  girl  since  her  marriage, 
aimply  because  I  had  not  thought  it  worth  while  to  inquire  after  her ;  she 
had  served  my  purpoee,  and  in  her  future  &te  I  feit  neither  interest 
nor  curiosity,  honouring  her  with  the  most  callous  indifference ;  but  I 
was  not  destined  to  remain  for  ever  in  this  charming  apathy  and  igno- 
rance  regarding  my  heroine.     I  was  shortly  to  be  made  aoquainted  with 
one  of  tne  most  remarkable,  one  of  the  most  romantically-involved  his- 
tories  that  could  occur  to  overthrow  the  best  constructed  plana  ambition 
ever  formed,  hope  ever  cherished,  treachery  ever  begot.     But  you  are 
tired,  Helen ;  tired  of  listening  to  such  a  tale  of  infamy  from  a  bus- 
band's  Ups !     Shall  I,  for  a  moment,  cease,  or  will  yon  hear  the  con- 
clusion  ?" 

"  Oh,  finish  now,  Herbert,  finish  now,  for  I  do  hope  aud  trust  you 
have  told  me  the  worst ;  that  1  know  the  darkest  side  of  your  oharacter ; 

vol.  xxi.  2  c 
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and  that,  perfaaps,  a  gleam  of  regenerating  sunahine  ia  about  to  illumme 
it,  to  light  us  to  more  contentment,  more  religion,  more  mutual  love  for 
ourselves  and  the  Almighty." 

"  I  almost  begin  lo  believe  you  are  in  earnest,  Helen,  with  your  oen« 
{bunded  Gant," 

" I  am  in  earnest,  Herbart    Bot  go  on." 

Chatte*  III» 

O  korser,  hotrat!  alter  this  aUianee, 

I«et  tigern  metoh  w*tb  hinds,  and  wolyes  with  sheep. 

And  eyery  creatnre  couple  with  its  foe. 

Drtden's  Spcmisk  Trier. 

m  jT  w  e^j^  in  the  autumn  of  18—  that  the  clite  of  a  fasbionable 
spa,  cejehiated  equally  for  the  beauty  of  its  rieh  woodland  scenery,  aa 
for  the  infallibili^y  of  ita  chalybeate  spring«  and  the  saluhrity  of  its  eir, 
wer©  aroused  from  the  torpor  of  aristooraüo  inertness  by  the  magical  an-, 
pouncement  of  the  speedy  marriage  of  the  itül  lovely,  but  somewhai 
pauee  Margaret  Woodford,  eldest  daughter  qf  the  Reverend  ^^gb 
Woodfordi  an  emjnent  acholar  and  exemplary  divine,  Tbia  Information 
was  enough  to  awaken  the  dormant  faculties  of  the  distingve  somnoleuts 
to  the  keenest  senae  of  perception,  for  Margaret  had  been  exhibited  at 
eyery  sbowplaoe  for  three  seasons,  witbout  gaining  the  poor  compUment 
of  a  single  pid*  even  from  the  cousin  of  a  lord  feur  removea,  and  now 
she  was  actually  going  to  be  married  !— and  to  somebody,  too  ! — it  was 
incredible,  The  most  antique  of  spinsters  tossed  her  head  with  girliah 
affectatioo,  and  exolaimed  boldly,  *  Nil  desperandum  /' 

"  The  Wer  who  had  thua  *  shaken  the  island  from  its  propriety'  had 
appeared  in  the  arena  anned  for  conquest,  suddenly  and  brilliantly  as  a 
meteor  whioh  attraots  all  eyes,  Coming  from  whenoe  none  *san  teu,  and 
going  in  the  same  mysterioua  and  inexplieable  manner,  However,  theve 
he  was  for  the  ncmce,  güttering,  and  gorgeous,  and  daisling,  creating 
quite  a  $en$atwn ;  for  Mr.  WiUoughby's  oarriage  and  appointments  were 
unexeeptmnable  j  Mr,  Willoughby's  style  of  dress  and  elegaaoe  of  de* 
portment  were  modeis  of  perfection,  worthy  the  Imitation  of  the  mpst 
fastidious  exquisite ;  Mr,  Willoughby's  &miuar  knowledge  of  the  m.ost 
private  afiairs  of  many  leading  members  of  the  haut-ton  was  amaxing ; 
Mr,  Willoughby's  confidential  inümaey  with  the  ministem  was  delight- 
fuj,  for  theje  was  patronage  to,  he  had  for  the  asking ;  in  short,  Mr. 
Willoughby  was  tne  rage,  and  Margaret  Woodford  the  envy  of  the 
Pump-room, 

^  "  Mr,  Willoughby's  lavish  expenditure  at  onee  plaeed  bim  on  the 
highest  pinnaole  of  public  approhation,  and  rivetted  bim  to  the  beert  of 
every  one;  but  more  especially  to  that  of  the  manceuvring  Mr*.  Woodford, 
who  oaught  tbis  goasamer-seedasit  floated  an  the  sumtner  hraath  of  rashion, 
and  oultiyated  it  in.  the  hot-bed  of  flattery,  until  it  bloomed  mto  an  exotic 
bridegroom  for  her  fading  Meggy.  All  he  asserted  was  beüeved  as 
orthodox — eil  was  taken  for  granted-^no  inquiries,  were  made  raspeetmg 
the  intended  son-in-law ;  the  father  was  too  much  absorbed  in  his  bpofes 
to  distnrb  his  miqd  about  muodane  thinga)  and  the  mother  was  too 
rauch  tarnt  qp  seeuring  ihie  one  graat  prisa  from  the  swifUy-revolviag 
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wheel  of  fbrtane,  to  pause  to  question  the  validity  of  hU  claims  to  roch 
apparently  prodigaj  wealth — to  pause  to  ask,  Li  it  really  all  gold  that 
glitters? — to  pause  to  ask,  Is  tbis  not  ratber  the  electrotype  oounterfeit 
of  it  than  the  Sterling  coin  of  the  realm?  No,  noj  such  investigationa 
would  have  been  superfluoqs — impertinent  Mr.  Willouffhby's  was  the  pure 
gold  of  Ophir,  such  as  the  wise  King  Solomon  would  have  sent  in  quest 
of.  To  doubt  hiß  riches  would  be  perfect  treason  ;  to  suspect  bis  honour 
would  be  perfect  folly ;  nay,  the  merest  hint  thrown  out,  en  passaut,  by 
sotne  judicioas  friend,  that  deception  had  been  succesafully  practised  er* 
now,  kindled  all  the  elements  of  her  generous  natura,  and  sho  repudiated 
the  aordid  idea  with  true  Pennsylvania^  scorn.  So,  as  soon  as  half  a 
dosen  first-rate  marchantes  de  modes  eould  prepare  the  reehercMe  cor- 
beule  de  mariagc,  the  wedding  came  off;  and  with  auüieient  eckt  to 
rratify  the  pride  and  ambition  of  Mrs.  Woodford,  and  to  e*eite  the  ma- 
levolence  of  the  select  friends  assembled  to  witness  it»  The  happv  and 
elated  Margaret  and  her  five  thousand  pounds  daghed  thyough  the  higb- 
ways  and  byways  in  a  handsome  carriage  and  four,  hand  in  hand  with 
her  magniücent  looking  husband,  for  the  great  tnetropolis.  Montha 
gfided  od,  and  then  came  letters  from  Paris,  detajling  the  gaiety  of  the 
French  capital,  and  the  hannony  and  happiness  of  the  espousedj  and  then, 
some  months  later,  came  a  dirty,  tear-blotted  aorawl,  written  by  the  de* 
serted  girl  to  her  fboüsh  old  fether,  froni  an  obscuve  inn  in  the  Borough, 
where  she  had  been  left,  sick  and  destitute,  by  &*  villaia  wbo  had  not 
only  so  wronged  her,  but  robbedher  too ;  for  it  o*me  out,  when  disguise 
was  no  longer  neoessary,  that  Mr.  Willoughby  was  nothing  more  than  a 
private  in  a  marcbing  regiment,  who,  having  seen  Margaret  wbilst  in 
attendance  on  his  master,  tbe  major  of  the  regiment,  duriag  his  visit  of 
health  to  the  Springs,  had  fbrmed  the  daring  plot  of  beooming  her  husr 
band,  as  mach  enamoured  with  her  paltry  fortune  as  hörseif. 

"  In  less  than  a  vear  after  the  well-acteo^hantasmagoria  I  had  beheld 
of  splendour  and  feucity,  I  saw  Margaret  Woodford  brought  back  to  the 
hörne  she  had  quitted  with  such  glowing  feelings  of  pride  and  pleasure, 
ruined  in  Constitution  and  in  character ;  for  every  one  could  now  animadvert 
on  tbe  indecent  precipitancy  with  whioh  she  had  hurried  into  her  luckless 
anioa  with  an  alraost  utter  stranger,  and,  in  consequenoe,  with  real  fashion- 
able  charity,  all  condemned  and  shunned  her  with  the  most  unrelenting 
acrimony  and  dislike.  Little  did  I  think,  sj  1  saw  her  pale  and  ema~ 
ciated  form  drawn  gently  about  in  a  ßath-chair,  and  maxked  the  eonstant 
tears  which  flowed  down  her  sunken  cheek,  that  I  should  ever  feel  more 
than  the  passing  emotion  her  deplorable  calamity  and  suffering  awakened; 
but  that  commiseration  was  but  the  shadow  which  was  cast  befbre  the 
migbtiest  event  of  my  most  prägnant  life,  for,  in  less  than  another  year 
succeeding  poor  Margaret'«  worse  than  widowhood,  lol  the  ci-dwanl 
Mr.  Willoughby,  under  the  alias  of  Fitzroy,  cjtrried  off  the  heautiful  and 
trustful  Laura  Trevor,  my  brother's  worshipped  idoL" 

"  Good  God,  Herbert,  to  what  villany  have  you  lent  yourself !" 
"  Softly,  Helen;  do  not  draw  hasty  conclusions.  I  did  not  know  of 
bis  previous  marriage ;  I  did  not  know  that  Willoughby  and  Fitzroy  was 
identical ;  or  that  the  vagabond  who  had  wrougbt  the  misery  of  Mar- 
garet Woodford  would  also  occasion  mine,  or  I  should  not  have  been 
such  an  idiot  as  to  proraote  a  marriage  whoae  illegaUty  would  foü  the 

2c2 
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intent  with  which  it  was  undertaken.  No ;  I  could  not  picture  such  an 
untoward  circumstance,  even  with  an  imagination  constituted  as  mine  u 
for  portraying  the  direst  arta  of  imposition  of  which  man  can  be  ca- 
pable.  The  atrocious  deception  was  discovered  by  others — by  those  who 
still  loved  and  pitied  the  deluded  Laura,  and  they,  guided  by  their  sut- 
picions,  pursued  the  inquiry  with  a  promptitude  and  energy  as  laudable 
aa  it  was  vigorous ;  not  resting  until  the  whole  train  of  falsehood  was 
laid  bare  betöre  an  outraged  public,  and  the  bigamist  stood  in  the  felon's 
dock  to  be  tried  as  a  cnminal,  from  which  he  was  only  removed  to  be 
conveyed  to  a  penal  settlement,  as  a  transport,  for  seven  years. 

"  A  long  illness  with  derangement  of  intellect,  foüowed  this  tremen- 
dous  result  of  her  imprudence,  from  which  the  iniured  girl  at  length  re- 
covered  to  become  Lady  Montague.  The  nuptials  were  celebrated  only 
yesterday  with  great  magnificence.  Here  is  the  account  of  the  accuned 
affair,  with  all  its  pompous  penny-a-line  adulation,"  he  continued,  dash- 
ing  a  faahionable  morning  Journal  on  the  table. 

"  How  eztraordinary!  how  mysterious !  how  inexplicable !  Oh,  Her- 
bert, the  ways  of  Frovidence  are  indeed  past  finding  out." 

"  There,  do  not  begin  again.  I  see  anything  but  the  finger  of  Provi- 
dence  in  this  oomplication  of  evil — this  atrocious  mocking  of  hope— thia 
demoniac  blasting  of  ambition.  Providence  !  you  may  be  grateful  to 
such  a  Providence,  but  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  be  thankful  to  any  power 
for  plunging  me  into  inextricable  want." 

"  Depend  upon  it,  my  htisband,  you  never  will  be  reliered  from  your 
present  difficulties  except  through  the  interrention  of  that  august  Bebg, 
and  never  can  you  expect  that  benign  Intervention  in  your  behalf  untü 
you  kam  to  humble  yourself  before  Hirn— until  you  bow  down  at  His 
footstool  in  contrite  repentance — until  you  rend  your  heart  in  atonement 
for  your  former  transgressions,  and  acknowledge  that  He  is  alone  su- 
preme — He  is  alone  mcious — He  is  alone  merciful — He  is  alone  just 
Or,  if  your  fortune  should  change,  tremble  for  its  consequences,  for  it 
will  be  at  your  perü,  for  God  will  be  the  victor :  man  may  fight  against 
Hirn,  but  it  is  in  vain ;  He  knows  to  conquer,  and  He  will.  Oh,  my  hus- 
band,  considerthis  ere  it  be  too  late!  Remember,  that  in  proportion  as 
He  punishes  the  sinners  and  revilers  of  His  divine  laws,  so  doth  He 
reward  and  ezalt  those  who  obey  and  reverence  them.  Remember  this, 
then,  in  time,  I  beseech  you." 

It  was  to  no  purpose  that  Helen  pleaded — it  was  to  no  purpose  that  she 
predicted  the  certain  ezplosion  of  the  wrath  of  the  Almighty,  who  wouM 
not  be  mocked ;  Herbert  turned  a  deaf  ear  alike  to  her  expostulations  and 
her  prophecies. 

Seeing  how  hopeless  was  the  attempt  to  make  any  salutary  impresskm 
on  her  husband's  heart  herseif,  by  open  entreaty  or  even  threats,  she  re- 
solved  to  implore  the  aid  of  Heaven,  in  secret,  to  awaken  that  heart  to  a 
lively  sense  of  its  awful  enormity  and  sin.  Perhaps,  «mougst  the  many 
severe  trials  with  which  it  pleases  the  Lord  to  prove  the  sincerity  of  our 
belief  in  his  decrees,  the  most  severe  one  to  a  susoeptible  and  affectionate 
nature  is,  that  when  it  hath  attained  to  a  füll  sense  of  the  divine  perfec- 
tion,  the  universal  graciousness  of  the  mighty  ruler  of  destinies,  it  hath 
to  mourn  for  the  reprobation  of  the  being  for  whom  it  is  most  interested, 
most  anzious  on  earth ;  to  weep  for  the  one  whom  it  so  loves  here  that  it 


MAN  PBOP06E8.  309 

longa  to  oontinue  that  love  beyond  die  grave, — to  koow  that  that  ooe  is 
baoned  for  ever  from  the  paradise  awaitiog  the  raore  purified  spirits  above 
by  the  blasphemous  defiance  hurled  at  the  pardoning  grace  extended  as 
freely  to  eontrite  finners  as  to  spotless  saints.  Oh!  if  ever  the  heart  feels 
hopelessin  prayer,  it  is  when  imploring  mercy  for  such  an  object;  yet  pray 
it  must;  and  are  its  prayers  ever  really  breathed  in  vain?  No,  oh  no! 
Although  for  a  time  it  may  so  seem,  although  the  heart  so  tortured  in  its 
despair  may  never  survive  to  rejoice  in  the  glorions  change  those  prayers 
effect,  still  they  will  be  heard  and  granted,  for  God  is  ever  propitiated 
by  such  offerings;  the  saorifices  of  a  broken  heart  He  will  never  disre- 
gird,  never  despise;  and  Helen,  conscious  of  this,  did  pray,  and  God 
onlyknows  how  fervently;  yet,  such  was  the  sublime  tenderness  she 
cherished  for  her  husband,  such  the  gentle  beauty  of  her  soul,  that  she 
would  fain  that  he  should  be  recalled  from  his  sad  state  without  paying 
the  penalty  of  suffering  for  it;  roused,  as  it  were,  from  a  dark  and  hideous 
dream  to  the  light  and  loveliness  of  the  day  of  salvation.  But  that  was 
impossible,  for  why  should  his  crimes  be  voluntarily  remitted  by  the 
Almighty  ?  why  should  he  have  especial  fovour  shown  to  him?  why  should 
the  unerring  laws  of  justice  swerve  from  their  undeviating  course  in  par- 
tiafity  to  one  so  fearrally  unholy  ?  Did  he  deserve  aught  save  the  punish- 
ment  which  quickens  to  repentance  ?  No.  Conscience  denounced  him, 
and  love  most  be,  and  was,  subservient  to  its  stern  decision ;  and,  as  if  to 
deeeive  by  apparent  triumph,  as  if  that  impenitent  heart,  like  Egypt's 
persecuting  monarch's,  was  to  become  the  more  and  raore  hardened  up  to 
a  eertatn  period,  to  show  afterwards  how  sure  and  terribleis  the  outraged 
majesty  of  Heaven,  the  news  arrived  of  Sir  CharWs  death,  just  onefort- 
night  after  his  union  with  his  adored  Laura.  Herbert,  wild  with  delight, 
roshed  into  the  presence  of  his  wife,  and,  in  a  tone  of  caustic  raillery,  ex- 
claimed,  as  he  fiung  the  opened  letter  into  her  lap, 

"  Well !  is  itfor  good  or  for  evil  that  I  have  become  Sir  Herbert  Mon- 
tague  ? — what  inspiration  will  now  fire  the  spirit  of  prophecy  in  my  lovely 
Cassandra? — what  long  line  of  noble  and  valorous  successors  is  to  spring 
from  my  degenerate  loins? — what  chances  and  changes  do  youperceive  in 
the  mystie  glass  of  futurity,  my  charming  second-sighted  wife  ?" 

"  Would  that  I  could  see  in  it  the  softening  shadow  of  your  reformation, 
Herbert;  I  should  demand  no  other  skill  from  the  power  of  divination, 
my  beloved." 

M I  am  reformed.  I  told  you  fidelity  would  come  band  in  band  with 
fortune ;  and  behold  me  at  your  feet,  swearing  constancy  anji  love  for 


"  Do  not  kneel  to  me ;  that  is  not  my  aim.  Kneel  to  Him  who  is  now 
trying  your  heart,  for  strength  to  sustain  so  dangerous  a  proof." 

"  What !  think  of  praying  at  the  moment  when  that  heart  is  actually 
bursting  with  the  most  maddening  exeitement,  the  most  unbounded  exuf- 
tation !     How  could  I  tone  down  my  thoughts  to  prayer?" 

"Lift  them  up,  rather.  Oh!  never,  never  hath  man  such  need  of 
prayer  as  when  raised  from  misery  and  despondency  to  liope  and  pro- 
■perity.w 

11  Come,  come,  Helen,  be  reasonable.  You  ought  to  consider  it  a  great 
point  towards  ultimate  piety,  my  renouncing  the  vices  so  peculiarly  dis- 
tressing  to  your  feelings.  Be  content  with  those  initiatory  steps;  the 
habe  must  learn  to  walk  before  the  child  can  run.     I  shall  be  good 
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enough  in  timö;  I  eannot  become  a  Saint  all  it  ohce;  and  yoü  «hall 
hare  all  the  credit  of  transfof  ming  ä  rake  into  a  very  respectable  membci1 
of  society." 

11  Ah,  Herbert,  you  are  sadly  incorrigible," 

11  And  you  are  sadly  exigeante" 

Herbert  said  truly ;  Helen  was  too  exigeaMe.  Like  all  ehthusiasts, 
she  wanted  to  achiere  a  nriracle.  She  wanted,  with  one  stfoke  of  the 
chisel,  to  sculpture  du  that  indurated  heart  the  fair  image  öf  Repentance. 
She  had  not  the  plodding  patience  to  Work  litte  by  line,  until  the  figuie 
stood  forth  beckouing  to  salration.  It  required  a  diviner  masteNhand; 
it  was  not  fbr  he«J  to  do  so  great  things, 

Chapteb  IV. 

Oh!  he  mußt  wake  from  that  aecarest  cbfeam, 

Lulling  his  aensea  with  its  opiate  pow'r; 
Wakel  when  no  morning  ray  in  heav'n  doth  gleam, 

For  death  hath  dafkened  o'er  the  dawniog  nout! 
Wake  with  its  silenoe!  waken  with  its  glootnj 
God  oülj  heard  above  the  muh  of  doonou 

After  a  fow  months  of  the  law*s  neeessary  delay,  to  asoertain  that 
this  time  lüs  hopes  did  prove  sooth— that  no  heir  would  Spring,  as  it 
were,  from  his  brother's  ashes,  to  wrest  the  title  and  estates  from  Ins  grasp 
— Herbert  took  possession  of  the  splendid  mansion  in  Arlington-street, 
rarely  inhabited  by  its  late  owner,  save  for  the  facility  it  aflbrtled  of  ob- 
taining  the  best  medical  advice.  Then  he  hastened  into  the  eountry  to 
arrange  his  affairs*  to  pension  off  bis  old  assoclates,  tö  triumph  in  the 
cringing  serrility  of  the  base  metiials  who  prostrate  theriseltes  at  the) 
altar  of  rising  fortune,  to  walk  with  the  fiftn,  exulttng  fbot  of  a  mäste* 
over  those  lordly  and  fertile  lands,  to  sweep-with  a  masterti  eye  these  rieh, 
extensive  platns,  and  to  claim  with  a  master's  voioe  all— all  that  sur- 
rounded  him.   It  was  a  moment  for  a  proud  and  long-humiliated  heart  to 

§lory  in,  and  Bir  Herbert  Montague  was  not  slow  in  enjoying  it.  NeVW 
id  a  man  more  daringly  welcome  fortune ;  neVer  did  a  man  so  totally 
forget  from  whenee  his  prosperity  arose.  He  had  but  one  idea—that  he 
had  been  poor  and  despised,  but  now  was  rieh  and  courted,  and  that  he 
conld  repay  the  world  for  its  former  slights  by  ereating  its  präsent 
enyy. 

To  effect  this,  immediately  on  his  return  to  the  metropolis  he  com- 
menced  a  leries  of  the  most  recherchee  reunions,  and  soon  became  thatof 
which  he  was  ambitious — the  model  of  eleganoe  and  fashion. 

Helen  re-entered  the  grand  arena  of  folly,  which  she  had  quitted  in  the 
spring  of  her  matchless  beauty  to  marry  the  man  she  lored,  as  undaunted 
by  his  poverty  as  she  was  now  undanded  by  his  splendour.  She  knew 
that  he  expeoted  her  to  play  a  öonspicuous  part  in  the  gaudy  pageant 
which  he  had  prepared  to  astonish  the  fritolous  and  small-mmded  set, 
now  homaging  the  wealth  they  held  as  synonymohS  to  ivorth;  and  she 
conformed  to  his  wishes  affably,  gracefully,  and  even  cheerfully  $  but  her 
principles  were  too  fized  to  be  swayed  firom  rectitude  by  the  passing  bteath 
of  populär  approbation,  perfumed  as  it  was  with  the  incense  of  fiattery  and 
adulation, — the  world's  adoration,  the  world's  rank,  grandeur,and  applause, 
had  no  infraence  on  her ;  she  had  learnt  its  apostacy,  its  uncertainty,  its 
shallowness,  in  the  sohool  of  that  experience  which  instils  those  seiiotts 
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and  permanent  lessona  on  the  heart  whieh  no  after-erents  can  efface;  she 
was  consciousj  that  to  place  any  reliance  on  ite  moat  solemn  asserera* 
tiona  of  aincerity,  if  ever  that  satne  sincerity  had  to  be  really  tested,  was 
Hke  embracing  a  pillar  of  sand  in  the  Sahara  of  Africa,  to  Support  the 
trembling  frame  against  the  giant  blast  of  the  fierce  simoom ;  so,  without 
ofiending  the  prejudices  of  others,  or  reproaching  them  fbr  their  indif* 
ferenoö,  by  ahy  ntarked  peculiarity  of  manner  or  assiunption  of  superior 
piety,  fthe  porsued  the  hiodest  path  of  ünobtrusiveness  she  had  wisely 
selected  for  herseif,  when  her  only  guide  thfough  the  derious  mazes  of  lifo 
was  the  finger  of  God,  fringing  its  bleak  and  naked  sides  with  the  fragrant 
flowef*  of  His  grace  and  mercy, — studious  to  promote  the  real  happinesi 
of  all  arotind  her,  to  solace  the  aflticted,  to  assist  the  destitute,  to  improte 
the  igttotant, — heedless  of  the  sneer  of  the  scorner,  the  derision  of  the 
mocker,— =-änd  deaf  to  the  often  loud-eipressed  amaaement,  "  that  one  so 
yoüuff  and  lovely  should  be  so  monatroüsly  religious  when  she  oould 
launch  into  gaiety  and  pleaiüfe,  as  if  there  was  not  thne  enongh  for 
that  when  she  had  grown  old  and  piain  and  out  of  fashion!"  as  if  any 
refute  was  sufficient  for  the  acceptanee  of  Heaven«     She  had  bat  one 
cause  of  sorrow  now,  bat  on«  thought,  which  perpetually  cast  a  shade  on 
the  otherwise  cloudless  landscape  she  contemplated  with  a  serene  satis- 
faction,---atid  that  waa,  in  witnessiug  the  absorbing  dominion  which  the 
rank  and  fortune  she  almost  entirely  disregarded  held  orer  her  husband, 
ezercising  their  power  with  an  absolute  tyranny, — the  utter  ingratitade 
and  mdiffereace  he  iüvariably  erinced  fbr  the  source  whenee  those,  to 
him,  inestimable  blessiügs  was  derived;  and  the  fearful  neglect  he 
seemed  to  delight  in  disblaying  fbr  thoae  highet  and  inore  intolleetual 
gratificfttiöns,   only  to  be  fbund  in   the   purer  commiinings  of   the 
awakened  spirit  with  its  creatof  and  instructor;  but  she  hoped  much 
in  the  way  of  his  refbrtnation ;  from  the  birth  of  the  in&nt  she  was 
hourly  expecting»  and  oh  which  he  so  anxiously  and  afiectionately  eal- 
culated  to  cement  their  hearts  yet  closer,  alter  their  rüde  estrange- 
ments.     She  suppressed  any  allusion  to  the  many  totturing  reminiscences 
which  arose  like  ghastly  spectres  from  the  violated  sepulchre  of  bygone 
misery ;  when  her  first-born  habe,  instead  of  heing  hailed  with  tenderness 
by  that  now  eagerly-expectant  father,  was  looked  upon  as  an  intruder, 
come  to  purloin  frotn  bim  the  nieans  of  some  selfish  and  sensual  pleasure, 
and  whose  prämature  death  was  deemed  an  especial  interferenoe  of  for- 
tune.    She  did  not  suffer  the  flashing  eye  of  Sir  Herbert  Montague  to 
obserre  the  tear  which  dimmed  her  own,  as,  bending  over  the  heaps  of 
costly  lace  and  cambrics  purchased  for  the  precious  littlo  stranger,  she  re- 
merabered  how  for  its  equally,  to  her,  precious  predecessor,  she  had  been 
obliged  to  cut  and  contrive  out  of  her  own  poor,  scanty  wardrobe,  for  the 
softest  litten  she  could  find  to  enwrap  its  delicate  limbs,  and  to  enshrond 
them.     No,  far  from  her  the  cruel  desire  of  destroying  her  husband's 
present  delicious  illurion  by  reference  to  the  sad  and  baleful  past ;  let  him, 
oh !  let  him  indulge  his  exquisite  anticipations  without  alloy  j  and  may 
the  new-born  be  as  the  golden  chain  which  angels  drop  from  heaten  to 
draw  its  father  up  to  its  God.    "  Herbert,  my  husband,  you  never  ean 
tesist  such  a  messenger !    The  silent  appeal  of  its  speechless  beauty  and 
innocence  will  more  touch  your  heart,  my  own  beloved,  than  all  the  pas* 
sionate  eloquence  which  I  have  so  long  employed  to  more  it !     Sweet 
babe !  cherub  of  promise !— thou  who  art  to  work  such  graciotts  miracles — 
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would  that  thou  wert  already  here!  would  that  I  oould  now  behold  thy 
father  bending  over  theo  and  me,  with  a  heart  thrilling  with  the  divine 
ecstasy  of  new-made  patemity ; — and  then,  sinking  on  his  knees  by  the 
aide  of  that  bed,  which  shakes  with  thy  mother's  strong  emotion,  to  hear 
him  bless  God  for  such  benefits  bestowed  on  ooe  who  has  at  last  learnt  to 
thank  the  Giver  of  all  good  gifte !  Would  that,  as  we  each  held  one  tiny 
hand,  with  the  gentle  care  of  sacred  tenderness,  we  might  mingle  our 
prayers*together  for  thee  and  for  ourselves,  and  feel  that  they  were 
received  for  thy  peace-making  sake !" 

Thus  did  Helen  hope,  and  thus  did  Helen  pray ;  entering  at  the  aame 
tirne  with  a  keen  sympathy  into  all  her  husband's  feelings,  reciprocating 
them,  and  even  bemg  pleased  and  gratified  with  his  oontinual  aasuranees, 
that  in  becoming  a  mother  she  would  render  the  measure  of  hiahappiness 
complete.  What  young  wife  would  not  have  been  gratified  by  such  assu- 
rances? What  woman's  heart  would  not  have  throbbed  with  delight  to 
hear  continually  how  much  she  would  shortly  conduce  to  the  fehaty  of 
another,  of  one  so  dearly  loved — so  just  redeemed  from  the  fascinationa  of 
guilty  beauty?  Sir  Herbert  was  never  weary  of  zepeating  these  assu- 
rances, nor  Helen  weary  of  hearing  them  repeated. 

Husband  and  wife  were  rarely  separated  now— they  who  had  lived  so 
much  apart.  He  watched  over  her  with  the  most  tender,  the  most  un- 
slumbenng  vigilance — the  most  assiduous  attention.  And  did  she  not 
xnerit  all  this  care?  Was  she  not  on  the  eye  of  crowning  his  dearest 
hopes — of  culminating  his  preudest  ambition  ?  Was  she  not  about  to 
make  him  a  father — to  bestow  on  him  a  cbild,  perhaps  a  son,  to  inherit 
his  wealth — to  perpetuate  his  name — to  be  dignified  by  his  honoura? 
He  feit  confident  that  it  would  be  a  son,  so  strong  was  the  impression 
which  long  pondering  on  the  one  engrossing  subject  had  made  on  his 
heart;  yet»  in  the  arrogance  of  his  soul,  he  thought  that  his  watchfulness 
would  suffiee  to  protect  her  from  danger,  until  his  anxiety  was  repaid  by 
a  blest  fruition ;  yet,  was  that  anxiety  awakened  bot  for  a  succeasor  to  his 
earthly  title— bis  earthly  name ;  yet,  but  for  this  world's  fleeting  trhimph, 
did  he  await  with  a  siekening  impatience  the  hour  when  a  woman  foigets 
the  anguish .  of  her  travail,  for  joy  that  a  man-child  is  born ;  and  most 
severe,  most  protracted,  was  the  travail  of  Helen  Montague,  ere  her 
husband,  who  was  rivetted  outside  her  chamber-door,  received  the  welcome 
intelligence  that  he  was  a  father — that  he  had  a  son  and  heir.  He 
almost  fainted  with  the  pleasure  this  f ulfilment  of  his  hopes  oecasioned ; 
but,  making  an  effort,  he  quickly  rallied,  for  waa  such  a  moment  the  tisae 
to  lose  consciouaness  ? 

For  some  days  both  mother  and  habe  progressed  most  farourably,  but 
towards  the  end  of  the  week  a  considerable  change  for  the  worse 
appeared  in  Lady  Montague :  a  violent  delirious  fever  waa  succeeded  by 
such  utter  prostration  that  Helen  feit  assured  her  days,  nay  moments, 
were  numbered«  She  wasted  not  one  thought  upon  herseif,  eifeher  of 
grief  or  regret ;  her  whole  soul  was  bent  in  gradually  prepariog  her 
bewildered  husband  to  comprehend  and  submit  to  the  inevitable  loss  he 
was  so  surely  to  sustain,  with  fortitude  and  resignation ;  but  it  waa  long 
before  he  could  be  roused — be  convinced  that  she  would  die  ;  and  then  hu 
agony  amounted  to  frenzy — to  blasphemy ;  he  reviled  the  Almightw  for 
not  taking  her  when  she  was  too  poor  to  be  lamented,  and  he  too  faithless 
to  bewail  her.   "  But  now !  but  now !  when  he  literally  adored  her — oh  2 
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ehe  should  not  die — he  would  not  suffer  her  to  die— who  should  rob  him 
of  his  wife  ?"  And  then,  with  the  sanguineness  of  ever-trusting  human 
nature,  he  turned  to  the  more  cheering  anticipation  of  her  recovery.  "  This 
was  bat  a  crisis — she  would  get  over  it — ehe  was  so  young — and  youth 
can  struggle  through  so  much.  She  had  survived  the  birth  of  a  child  in 
pOTerty  and  neglect,  and  was  it  probable  she  would  die  now — now, 
when  surrounded  by  all  that  wealth,  skill,  and  affection  could  procure  to 
save  her?  No,  no,  no!  these  fears  are  but  the  effects  of  extreme 
debility ;  only  get  strong  again,  my  own  Helen,  and  you  will  marvel  at 
ever  having  entertained  them." 

But  she  could  not  get  strong  again ;  there  was  nothing  to  be  found 
uoder  the  sun  which  would  impart  strength  to  her  enfeebled  frame, 
which  wasted  and  wasted  more  and  more,  until  it  dissolved  from  his  view. 

Oh,  while  there  is  life  there  is  indeed  hope !  It  is  only  when  the 
candle,  which  has  long  flickered  waveringly  and  uncertainly,  sinks  into 
the  annihilating  socket,  that  the  watcher  by  the  couch  of  the  dring  finds 
himself  in  the  dark — that  he  is  enveloped  in  the  denseness  of  dissoration, 
and  perceives  that  he  is  overshadowed  by  the  gloom  of  the  grave,  even 
while  this  nether  world  is  still  refulgent  in  the  radiance  of  its  primitive 
creation, forthose  on  whom  the  cloud  of  thetomb  hath  not  fallen! 

Far,  far  on  the  distant  horizon  of  this  midnight  of  Sir  Herbert  Mon- 
tague's  soul  arose  a  faint  streak,  as  of  the  firstapproach  of  dawn,  for  lo ! 
his  child  still  lived — his  boy  was  not  dead — his  son  and  heir  had  survived 
Ins  hapless  mother!  There  was  joy  for  him  yet,  hope  for  him  yet,  exul- 
tation  for  him  yet,  defiance  for  him  yet.  "The  God  who  so  hated  him 
had  not  taken  all!  He  had  sheathed  the  sword  of  destruction! — one 
victim  was  enough  !w  Vain  boast,  vain  daring!  The  fragile  blossom  only 
trembled  for  a  brief  space  in  the  ohill  air  of  this  ungenial  atmosphere, 
ere  it  too  sank  beeide  the  parent-tree,  to  perish  in  the  blight  of  death ; 
then,  when  it  was  laid  on  the  cold  bosom  of  its  yet  unburied  mother, 
and  the  impious  one  knew  where  he  should  find  tbe  fruition  of  all  ex- 
pectation — all  pride,  pomp,  vanity,  and  power — he  stole  noiselessly  and 
ahne  to  the  foarfally-hushed  room,  where  the  dead  lay  in  its  serene  love- 
hness  and  purity,  watohed  over  by  the  invisible  hosts  of  heaven. 

For  some  momentg  he  etood  in  mute  despair  by  the  side  of  the  coffin 
which  contained  his  only  real  treasures,  with  a  heart  too  füll  of  agony 
for  expression— a  brain  too  confused  for  thought — and  then,  flinging  up 
his  arms  wildly  towards  the  skies,  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  which  resoundea 
throughout  the  wide  apartment, 

"  God,  Thou  hast  conquered !  Fierce  and  desperate  has  been  the 
eontest  between  us  ;  but  now  I  believe  in  Thy  omnipotence — now  I  be- 
lieve  in  Thy  almighty  power — now  I  believe  that  Thou  art  only  to  be 
dreaded  as  an  enemy ;  but,  like  Lucifer,  I  beHeve  and  tremble,  for  in 
Thee  kave  I  that  enemy  to  dread.  Oh!  thou  most  outraged,  most 
offended  God ;  the  angel  whom  Thou  hast  taken  to  Thyself,  toll  me  that 
I  should  be  prosperous  at  my  peril;  and  behold  the  prediction  verified, 
for  I  am  mortined,  but  not  humbled — abased,  but  not  contrite.  Helen ! 
your  husband  is  not  reformed — finish  your  work  in  heaven — plead  there 
for  him — let  the  babe  gone  with  you  plead  for  its  wretched,  its  sinful, 
its  reprobate  father.  What,  am  I  weeping  ?—actualty  weeping !"  he 
continued,  as,  with  incredulous  amazement,  he  feit  his  burning  cheek, 
to  ascertain  whether  a  tear  really  did  bathe  it.     Yes,  he  was  weeping  at 
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tot !— weemng  kl  all  the  öüWrushing  of  a  renewed  and  pürlöed  soal ; 
and  tear  alter  tear  couried  eaeh  other  fapldly  down  his  checke,  Alling 
on  the  pallid  face«  of  the  pfeciout  dead,  as  he  bowed  in  remorsefhl  re- 
pentance  over  them. 

u  Helen,  my  wife  l-*my  too*often  injured  wife  !-*-my  too-forgiying 
wife !"  he  exclaimed,  sinking  on  bis  knees  by  the  side  of  the  coffio,  abd 
laying  his  throbbing  head  on  the  sharp  edge  of  it — "  oh,  that  you  conld 
See  how  penitent  I  am  üow !— öh,  that  you  could  be  mede  conscious  that 
your  reprobate  husband  now  tutfns  in  horror  frotn  the  error  of  bis  way§ ! 
— oh,  that  you  could  hear  him  now  acknowledge,  that  terrible  as  Are  the 
tneans  which  the  Almighty  hath  employed  to  vindicate  hin  claim  fco  the 
fübmißsion  of  the  oreature  His  band  fbrmed  and  feshloned — the  rassal 
His  will  called  into  obedience ;  they  are  not  more  terrible  than  my  trai- 
torous  rebellion  mefited— »-nothing  less  than  this  stupendous  saerifice  would 
have  convinced  me  how  vain,  how  fotile  it  is  for  the  sceptic,  the  blasphc 
tner,  to  match  his  puny  strength  ägainst  that  of  the  Lord  of  might  and 
majestyi  Oh,  would  that.  I  had  been  so  convinced  before  such  wofrl 
sacrifioe  was  consumtnated !  How  would  it  bare  gladdened  yotir  beert 
with  a  foretaste  of  the  celesti&l  rapture  it  is  now  revelling  in,  my  most 
sweet,  most  beautiful,  most  regretted  wife,  to  hear  my  eonfessions  of  sor* 
row  and  hutnility  j  but  it  was  not  to  be ;  your  death  alone  could  quicken 
tne  to  life — arouse  me  to  the  mercies  of  salvation  and  sanctificationj  and 
would  you  not  hare  freely  profiered  it  to  purchase  suoh  a  boon  för  me  ? 
Yes  !  a  thousand  times,  my  Helen,  a  thousand  times,  my  most  hallewed, 
most  inspired  wife.  Helen,  I  have  been  prosperous  at  my  peril— I  have 
walked  in  a  vain  shadow,  and  disquieted  myself  in  vain.  God  has  foiled 
my  dearest  hopes ;  Qod  has  thwarted  my  fondest  projeets;  1  have  been 
moöked  with  a  semblatiee  of  all  I  desirea;  but,  like  the  Weafy  traveller, 
toiltng  on  and  on  towards  the  glassy  mitage  which  promises  to  queneh 
his  intolefable  thirst*—who  find«  it  still  sand,  only  sand — so  have  I  formed 
but  the  mirage  of  deipair  at  the  end  of  the  vast  desert  of  expectation  I 
have  waded  through.  I  hare  wealth,  title,  Station — but  for  wnom?  Not 
my  wife,  for  $he  is  deftd— not  for  my  son,  for  he  is  dead  \  boih  dead  for 
wnose  aggrandisement  I  did  so  sin,  would  so  deeplier  have  sinnecL  Hush  I 
bush  !  my  riven  soul!  Startle  not  their  ashes  with  the  confession,  that 
to  obtain  the  very  gauds  I  now  crush  beneath  my  feet,  I  would  not  have 
paused  at  murder— yea,  murder,  had  it  been  necessary  to  render  ye  dis- 
tinguished,  ye  eold,  unsympathising  heap  of  fest-perishing  clay ! 

"  But  thou,  Lord,  dielst  save  me  from  that ;  ever  blending  mercy  with 
chastieement,  and  love  with  Indignation ;  willing  that  none  should  be  en- 
tirely  lost,  but  that  all  should  come  unto  thee.  Call  upon  me,  dien, 
quickly,  O  God!«M»ll  Upob  me  in  this  thy  day  of  salvation!  Take  me 
benee,  oh,  take  me  hence,  ere  the  world  spreads  its  snares  for  me  agaiü  $ 
Or,  if  I  y et  must  endure  a  fiirther  measure  of  probation,  set  the  spirit  of  my 
wife  to  watch  over  me,  that  I  feil  not,  neither  weary  me  in  well-dcdng; 
let  her,  of  whom  I  was  not  worthy  on  earth,  make  me  worthy  to  possess 
her  in  hea?en*— let  her  tomb  be  for  me  as  the  tabemacle  in  the  wilder- 
Hess,  where  I  may  ever  find  the  God  who  is  to  be  found  of  them  that 
seek  him  in  spirit  and  in  truth !  There  let  me  kneel*— ihere  let  me  weep 
— there  let  me  pray,  until  thou  takest  pity  on  me,  and  thou  biddest  the 
weary  and  heavy-ladened  come  to  thee  to  share  thy  heavenly  rest  \" 
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A  TAL»  0¥  SOUTH  ClBOLlNA* 


Aboüt  thirty  years  since,in  the  ticinity  of  Charleston,  in  South  Carolina* 
there  lived  a  gentleman  natned  Marchtnont,  who  was  not  only  the  possessor 
of  extensive  estates,  büt  had  also  accumulated  great  wealth  by  means  of 
mercantile  transactions.  Mr.  Marchmont,  at  the  time  of  the  öpening  of  thie 
narratnre,  had  been  a  widower  fbf  many  years ;  ha  waa>  however,  some- 
what  consoled  fbrthe  loss  of  an  süectionate  wife,  by  the  possession  of  a 
Tery  beautiful  and  intelligent  daughter»  whose  existence  rendered  the  at- 
tainment  of  riches  more  desirable  in  his  estimatioo,  as  it  would  «nable 
him  to  form  an  alHance,  in  all  probabillty,  with  one  of  the  oldeet  and  best 
families  in  the  State.  For,  although  it  may  appear  stränge  to  Seme 
feadei*  that  the  pride  of  birth  should  have  taken  root  in  a  oountry  where 
all  men  are  politically  equal,  yet  it  is  neverthelese  true,  that  in  the  States 
of  Virginia  and  South  Carolina  thls  feeling  is  oarried  to  öfccesB,  and 
guarded  with  a  jealousr  which  is  sur prising.  Many  of  the  early  settlen 
in  thote  States  haying  been  connected  by  Wood  with  soroe  of  the  proudest 
and  nobleet  English  families,  their  descendants  hate  catefully  preserted 
the  records  of  such  descent;  and  it  is  usual,  in  förming  an  estimate  of  a 
man,  not  to  make  the  inquiry  as  to  bis  means,  the  most  impoftant  point, 
bot  to  what  family  he  belongs^-bldod  taklng  the  precedence  of  gold. 

Now,  Mr.  Marehmont  could  not  be  said  to  belong  to  thls  e*clusive 
dlaif  $  he  being,  in  trttth,  the  son  of  a  mere  edventufef  from  the  ttöfthern 
part  of  the  Union.  Hls  birth  took  place  after  his  father's  settlefflftnt  in 
the  South.  Consequently»  httving  been  rearedin  a  State  where  such  ideas 
as  those  we  have  mentioned  were  preralent  and  paratnount,  abd  being 
himself  naturally  of  a  haughty  disposition,  it  is  n6t  suTprising  that  he 
should  entertain  the  tdea  of  aggrandising  his  family  by  a  matrimonial 
connexton  with  one  whose  social  position  was  superior  to  his  own— an 
erent  which,  taking  into  consideration  his  rast  wealth)  he  Was  not  un- 
reasonable  in  expecting  to  See  fulnlled.  Indeed,  we  not  Unfrequently  see 
in  our  own  eountry  the  members  of  the  haughtiest  families  uniting  tneta- 
sehres  with  those  of  plebeian  rank,  where  great  wealth  is  in  the  possession 
of  the  latter ;  Or,  to  speak  more  pleinly,  a  Marquis  of  Blandoti  leaditig  to 
the  hymeneal  altar  a  Miss  Bonee,  or  a  Duke  of  Dunderhead  placing  a 
Coronet  upon  the  brow  of  a  Miss  Wilhelmina  Snaggs,  who  has,  perhäps,  a 
million  fbf  her  portion,  besides  the  additional  indücements  of  a  cast  in  her 
eye  and  one  leg  shorter  than  the  othef . 

Pride,  indeed,  was  a  prominent  feature  in  the  character  of  Mr.  March- 
mont So  much  was  he  die  slave  of  this  passion,  that  it  eren  equalled  the 
afiectbn  which  he  bore  towards  his  daughtef,  to  whom  he  had  more  than 
once  stated,  that  the  great  ambition  of  his  existence  was  to  see  her  well 
married ;  or,  to  use  his  own  words, 

"  I  declare  to  you  in  all  slncerity,  my  dear  child,  that  I  should  look 
upon  it  a«  a  great  misfortune,  to  witness  your  union  with  one  beneath 
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your  Station,  or  even  to  an  equal.  My  desire,  and  with  rae  it  is  one  of 
uitensity,  is  to  see  you  elevated  by  your  marriage  to  a  higher  Step  on  the 
social  ladder  than  is  oor  lot  at  present  Wealth  I  have  in  profusion ;  hat 
what  are  riches  without  consideration?  By  congideration,  I  mean  the 
moving  into,  and  living  on  terms  of  equality  with,  that  circle  from  which 
we  are  at  present  debarred,  and  that  respect  which  ever  attends  upon  rank. 
I  teil  you,  Maria,  I  am  ambitious,  and  I  would  see  that  amhition  grati- 
fied  through  you.  My  night  dreairis  and  my  day  dreams  all  hear  upon 
this  subject.  My  pride  may  be  a  failing;  perhaps  it  is.  Indulge 
this  mfirmity,  and  there  is  nothing  which  a  father  can  do  fbr  his  child 
which  I  will  not  do  fbr  you  ;  thwart  it,  and  the  honey  of  my  love  may 
perhaps  turn  to  bitterest  gall." 

Then  would  his  daughter  fall  upon  hü  neck,  and,  embracing  him,  ex- 
claim: 

"  Dear  sir,  doubt  not  in  all  things  I  shall  follow  your  guidance,  and  do 
that  which  you  think  most  conducive  to  my  interests." 

Whether  she  acted  in  accordance  with  this  promise,  the  result  will 
show. 

It  is  here  neoessary,  however,  that  we  should  attempt  a  description  of 
this  lady,  as  well  as  of  the  other  members  of  Mr.  Marchmont's  fanuly  who 
will  appear  in  the  course  of  this  narrative.  At  tibe  time  when  the  events 
herein  recorded  transpired,  Maria  Marchmont  had  just  completed  her 
eighteenth  year,  and  was  not  only  remarkable  fbr  those  mental  accom- 
plishments  which  were  necessary  to  adorn  the  sphere  of  lue  in  which  her 
father  so  ardently  desired  to  see  her  move,  but  was  equally  so  fbr  her 
great  personal  attractions.  Had  she  lived  in  Spain,  it  would  not  have 
been  unreasonaMe  to  infer,  from  her  brünette  comptexion,  and  her  large, 
dark,  and  eloquent  eyes,  now  gently  beaming  with  benignant  etnotions, 
and  anon  flashing  with  brilHancy,  as  her  mind  received  the  impressions  of 
exciting  passions,  that  in  her  Teins  ran  the  impetuous  blood  of  the  Moor 
—•that  she  was  one,  indeed,  who  could  be  made  to  lore  with  the  most 
tender  and  devoted  affection,  but  who,  in  case  of  treachery  in  the  object 
of  her  regard,  could  change  that  lore  into  intense  bäte.  Her  cheeks 
were  mantfeid  with  a  delioate  roseate  hue,  which  added  greatly  to  the  ra- 
diance  of  her  beauty,  being  also  the  more  priaed  on  account  of  its  rarity 
in  that  part  of  the  country  in  which  she  resided.  Her  hair,  which  was  of 
the  deepest  jet,  and  of  a  glossy  and  silky  nature,  hung  in  profusion  over 
her  Shoulders,  and  contributed  its  fall  share  towards  her  general  attrac- 
tions. In  disposition  she  was  generalis  and  frank,  and  dSsposed  on  all 
ocoasions  to  judge  of  others  by  her  own  honourable  nature. 

We  have  seen  Maria  expressing  a  readiness  to  eompry  with  the  dictaies 
of  her  father,  to  follow  to  the  utmost  his  wishes  in  reeard  to  her  foture 
condition  in  life.  In  doing  so,  she  spoke,  indeed,  with  sincerity,  and 
beliered  herseif  that  she  should  never  act  contrary  to  his  desires.  Alas! 
how  frequently  do  we  deceive  ourselves !  How  little  do  we  know  cur  own 
natures !  At  the  time  when  she  made  those  promises,  filial  love  was  the 
predominant  feeling  in  her  mind ;  and  if,  when  subsequent  events  trans- 
pired, her  father  feit  that  he  had  been  deceived  by  her,  it  is  no  lese  trae 
that  she  had  deceived  herseif.  It  was  not  until  she  became  acquainted 
with  her  cousin,  Mr.  Henry  Dawson,  that  the  nature  of  her  passioDS 
underwent  a  change.    The  afiection  which  she  bore  towards  her  pärent, 
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though  still  afi  great  aa  ever,  was  outweighed  by  the  new-born  and  ardent 
attachment  which  she  experienced  towards  this  young  man.  Her  regard 
for  him  was  of  that  fervent  kind  which  is  so  apt  to  break  through  the 
barriers  of  reason  and  conventional  usages  in  favour  of  its  object,  provided 
that  object  unworthily  takes  advantage  of  its  weakness ;  and  which  almost 
invariably  ends  in  contempt,  shame,  and  min. 

We  will  now  proceed  to  say  a  few  words  respeeting  her  cousin,  Mr. 
Henry  DawBon,  the  son  of  Mj\  Marchmont's  sister.  This  young  man, 
who  had  been  favoured  by  nature  with  a  bandsome  and  agreeable  person, 
had  resided  in  the  North  until  within  a  few  months  of  the  time  when  the 
events  herein  narrated  oocurred.  He  had  been  indebted  for  hiß  eduoation 
— and,  indeed,  for  his  entire  maintenance  from  boyhood — to  the  genero- 
sity  of  his  unde,  his  parents  having  died  in  poor  circumstances ;  so  that 
he  was  bound,  not  only  by  the  laws  of  common  justice  and  honour,  to 
refrain  from  disturbing  the  peace  and  harmony  which  subsiated  between 
his  relatives  before  Ins  arrival,  bat  also  by  the  debt  of  gratitude  which  he 
owed  to  his  uncle.  As  gratitude,  however,  was  a  sentiment  which  he 
nerer  experienced,  it  is  not  surprising  that  he  should  act  in  the  manner 
subsequently  portrayed.  He  was,  in  truth,  a  Compound  of  the  meanest 
sdfishness  and  hypocrisy,  rendered  the  more  dangerous  by  a  plausible  and 
agreeable  manner.  Such  was  Mr.  Henry  Dawson  before  and  at  the  time 
of  his  taking  up  his  residence  at  his  unole'a  manaion. 

Mr.  Marchmont»  on  the  arrival  of  his  nephew,  had  placed  him  at  the 
head  of  his  business  in  Charleston.  This  was  not,  however,  sufficient  to 
satisfy  the  ambition,  or  rather  rapacity,  of  Mr.  Dawson,  who  aimed  at 
nothing  less  than  the  ultimate  possession  of  the  whole  of  his  relative's 
property,  to  be  achieved  by  marriage  with  his  cousin ;  and,  to  attain  this 
end,  he  was  prepared  to  encounter  every  obstacle,  and  to  overleap  every 
impediment  which  the  laws  of  honour  might  oppose  to  his  designs.  The 
end,  with  him,  was  everything;  the  means,  nothing.  Not  that  he 
reciprocated  in  the  slightest  degree  the  tender  regard  which  he  was  soon 
oonseious  Maria  entertained  towards  himself.  His  gentle  assiduifcies,  his 
delicate  attention*,  his  apparent  desire  at  all  times  to  win  her  approbation 
and  esteem,  were  not  the  effect  of  sincere  attachment,  bat  merely  put  on, 
as  having  a  tendency  to  help  him  in  the  attainment  of  his  end.  In  short, 
he  merely  looked  upon  his  cousin  aa  a  stepping-stone  to  fortone. 

He  was  well  aware  at  the  same  time  of  the  intentions  of  his  uncle 
with  regard  to  bis  daughter,  having  received  from  herseif  the  information. 
He  therefbre  made  his  advanees  in  a  stealthy,  yet  determined  manner,  so 
as  to  avoid  all  suspicion  with  respect  to  himself  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
Marchmont ;  while  Maria,  being  of  a  generous  and  open  dispoaition, 
made  no  efforts  to  conceal  the  partiality  which  she  feit  for  her  cousin.  So 
perceptible,  indeed,  did  the  love  which  she  bore  towards  him  become,  after 
ne  had  resided  with  them  a  few  months,  that  her  father  began  to  be 
seriously  alarmed  lest  his  dearly-cherished  hopes  should  be  defeated. 
Little  did  he  imagine,  however,  that  his  nephew  was  secretly  fomenting 
this  passion  in  his  daughter.  So  well,  indeed,  did  he  play  the  hypocrite 
in  the  presence  of  his  benefactor,  always  appearing  to  gently  repolse  the 
tokens  and  syroptoms  of  regard  which  she  manifested  towards  him  upon 
all  occasions,  that  the  affectiou  of  Mr.  Marchmont  rather  increased  tnan 
diininifllied  towards  him.    Nevertheless,  he  was  fully  sensible  of  the  im- 
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nrudenee  of  aUowing  Mr.  Dawaon  to  remain  mach  longer  »  resident  in 
bis  mansion ;  conaequently,  be  reeolyed  to  send  him  to  England  fbr  a 
couple  of  yeara,  on  matter*  connected  with  buainees,  hoping,  before  tbat 
time  bad  expired,  to  be  able  to  dispose  of  his  daughter's  band  in  the 
manner  moat  congenial  to  bis  own  wUbei.  But  here,  Fortune,  whicb 
bitherto  bad  seemed  only  to  delight  in  caresaing  him,  torned  auddenly 
round,  and  inflicted  on  bim  a  most  cruel  blow,  the  aeverity  of  which  more 
than  oounterbalanoed  all  bar  preyioua  faroura. 

Bot  before  we  relate  tbis  dreadful  csjamity,  whicb,  in  a  few  months, 
brought  min  and  desolation  into  thia  &mily,  we  most  advert  to  two  more 
persona  in  tbe  houaebold  of  Mr.  Marchmont,  both  of  wbom  were  alavea, 
One,  a  young  man  named  Mark,  waa  a  good-looking  mulatto,  and  bad 
been  purohaaed  a  sbort  time  previoua  by  Mr.  Marohmont.  He  waa  tbe 
only  male  alaye  wbo  reeided  in  tbe  eetabliahment«  The  other  was  a 
mulatto  ffirl,  called  Jane,  about  the  aame  age  aa  Maria,  upon  wbom  it 
waa  her  duty  to  atteud* 

We  muat  now  retujn  to  Mr.  Dawaon.  Tbe  more  be  aaw  of  his  unole, 
tbe  stronger  beoame  his  oonvietum  tbat  there  waa  only  one  courae  to  be 
ibllowed  wbiob  would  giye  bim  any  chanoe  of  aucoess  m  his  deeigna,  and 
that  waa  by  aubduing  tbe  predominant  paasion  of  his  uncle'a  mind — 
pride.  But  how  was  thia  to  be  brought  about?  He  aaw  bat  one 
method,  and  that  was  of  ft  charaeter  wbiob,  bad  be  been  an  honourable 
man,  be  would  have  abrunk  from  adopting ;  but  not  being  affected  by 
eonaoientioua  aoruplee,  he  resolved  to  fouow  it  out  to  ita  füll  extent. 

We  have  already  stated  that  Mr.  Marcbmont  had  decided  on  aending 
hia  nepbew  to  England.  A  few  daya  before  the  ship  sailed,  however,  he 
waa  obliged  to  go  himaelf  to  a  diatant  part  of  the  State,  upon  busineaa  of 
a  very  urgent  natura,  wbere  he  waa  unexpectedly  detained  nearly  three 
months. 

About  nine  o'oloek  on  the  evening  of  the  third  day  after  hia  depar- 
ture,  Maria  and  her  eouain  were  seated  together  on  a  aofa  in  the  parlour* 
Wine  and  fruit*  were  on  the  table,  and  the  room  exhibited  the  appear- 
anee  of  ha?ing  been  reeently  ooeupied  by  otbera.  It  waa,  indeed,  the 
eye  of  Mr,  Dawaon'a  departura»  and  several  aoauaintanoea  had  called  to 
bid  him  farewell.  He  was  now,  howeyer,  left  alone  with  his  eouain* 
The  door  of  the  room  waa  alightiy  ajar— «  ciroumatanoe  which  was  not 
heeded  by  either  of  tbem,  they  being  quite  uneonaeioua  that  Jane  waa 
at  that  moment  atanding  bebind  it,  with  the  intention  of  listeninjr  to  the 
oonyersation  whicb  migbt  pasa  between  them.  Thia  waa  not  tue  firat 
time  of  her  doing  ao ;  and  what  ahe  bad  heard  on  former  ooeasiona  did 
but  sharpen  her  anpetite  for  food  of  the  aame  deeoription« 

"  My  dear  Maria,"  aaid  Mr,  Dawaon,  "  thia  being  the  laat  eveniug  we 
aball  be  together,  it  oannot  be  a  matter  of  aurprise  tbat  I  abould  be  much 
depreased  at  the  tbought  of  our  approaehing  aeparation.  Tbe  objeet  of 
your  ftther,  aa  we  botb  belieye,  ie  to  separate  ua,  in  Order  that  you  may 
be  united  to  one  more  worthy  of  that  honour  than  myself.  His  pride  is 
the  stombling-hlock  which  atanda  In  the  way  of  our  mutual  happinesa; 
and  I  muateonfesa,  formy  own  part,  that  I  aee  but  one  way  in  wmch  that 
paasion  oan  beao  fiur  aubdued  aa  to  make  him  giye  his  oonaent  to  our  union. 
Dear  Maria«  youknowto  what  I  allude.  Ihave  already  more  than  once 
urged  you  upon  thia  aubjeot,  but  my  efforta  have  bitherto  been  in  vaio. 
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To-morrow,  long  before  daybght,  I  must  be  on  my  way  towards  the 
vessel  whieh  is  to  convey  me  to  a  foreign  Und,  from  whenee  I  shall  pro- 
bably  return  only  to  see  you  the  wife  of  anotber.  Jf  your  love  for  me  be 
as  great  as  yon  profess,  such  a  consummation  must  be  repugnant  to  your 
mind,  and  you  can  scarcely  hesitate  to  follow  the  path  which,  though  a 
crooked  one,  will  lead  us  to  the  object  we  both  desire  to  attain,  the  con- 
tent of  your  falber  to  our  tnarriage.'' 

When  Maria  beard  theae  werds,  a  Mush  of  shame  rose  npon  her  eoun« 
tenanee,  and  teara  filled  her  eyes ;  then,  turninp;  her  face,  whieh  wore  a 
mingled  expression  of  devoted  affeotion  and  gentle  reproaoh,  Howards  her 
oouain,  ehe  thus  replied, 

"Oh,  Henry  I  I  know  but  too  well  your  allusion.  Thii  ia  not,  jn- 
deed,  the  first  time  you  have  eounselled  me  in  thii  manner.  You  doubt 
the  love  whieh  I  feel  towarda  yon,  beeante  I  have  refused  to  give  you  an 
naworthy  proof  of  it«  It  is  hard  fermeto  reftise  any  request  yon  ean 
make;  yet,  tQ  consent  to  your  proposal  would  be  making  use  of  a  most 
dishononrable  means  whereby  to  attain  a  rauch  wished*fe*  result,  and 
would  be  a  atain  upon  my  name  whieh  time  eould  never  effaoe;  therefore, 
I  prey  you,  press  not  this  matter  upon  me  further,  nor  take  advantage  of 
my  fondness." 

"  Maria»  it  is  best  tbat  I  shoold  go.  Yes,  I  will  instantly  depart.  Had 
yeur  love  for  me  been  aa  great  as  your  profession,  it  would  not  have  been 
thus.  As  for  myself,  sooner  tban  return  to  see  you  wedded  to  another,  I 
will  remain  for  ever  in  foreign  elimes." 

Speaking  thua,  he  started  up,  as  if  with  the  intention  of  inttantly  de«« 
P*rbog  i  upon  which  Maria,  rising  from  her  Beat,  rushed  towarda  him, 
and,  dasping  her  arms  around  bis  neck,  tenderly  embraced  him ;  then, 
hying  her  bead  upon  bis  Shoulder,  ehe  gently  murmured, 

"Oh,  Henry,  forgive  me  if  I  have  spoken  harshly.  Terry  a  Utile 
while.  Do  not  depart  with  a  cloud  upon  your  oountenanoe;  do  notleave 
me  in  anger.  The  thougbt  of  never  again  beholding  you  would  drive 
me  to  distraction.  Unsay  what  you  have  seid,  and  speak  to  me  again  in 
that  gentle  tone  which  I  have  ao  delighted  to  hear." 

Dawfoa  saw  that  he  had  triumphed.  Drawing  Maria  to  the  sora,  on 
whieh  they  both  resumed  their  seats,  he  thus  replied : 

"  I  did  you  injustioe  in  ezpresaing  doubts  of  your  sineerity.  Forgive 
me,  dear  Maria.  Heturning  and  witnessing  your  possession  by  another, 
would  but  aggfavate  our  mutual  sufierings.  In  oheriahing  the  passion 
ef  love  under  such  eircumstaaces,  we  sheuld  be  far  more  onlpable  than  m 
followiogthe  eourse  I  have  inentioned,  and  the  result  would,  in  all  likeli- 
hood,  be  the  ruin  of  us  both.  Think  better  of  what  I  have  seid ;  for, 
helieve  me,  it  is  the  only  method  by  which  we  can  aecomplish  the  purpose 
weboth  desire ;  in  no  other  way  ean  the  pride  of  your  father  be  brought 
to  submit" 

Speaking  Aus,  he  threw  bis  arms  around  Maria,  and  ardently  em> 
hraoedher. 

"  Oh,  Henry !  I  know  not  wbftt  reply  to  make;  indeed,  I  am  toomueh 
faewildered.  Like  as  a  poor  bird,  fascinated  by  the  eye  of  a  serpent,  vainly 
e&deavoum  to  fly,  so  do  I,  interieated  by  fondnett  for  yon,  fruitleasly 
strive  to  rejact  your  importunity.  I  oan  aay  no  more.  I  am  yonrs  for 
0?*t\" 
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The  sun  had  scarcely  risen  above  the  eastern  horizon  ere  Dawaon  was 
on  board  the  ship  which  was  to  convey  him  to  Europe,  and  in  which  pre- 
parations  were  already  being  made  for  departure. 

IL 

As  we  have  before  said,  owing  to  unexpected  delays,  neaiiy  three 
months  elapsed  before  the  return  of  Mr.  Marchmont,  during  which  time 
Maria  was  a  prey  to  emotione  of  a  painful  nature :  regret  for  the  absenee 
of  her  cousin,  anxiety  and  dread  of  her  father's  anger,  when  he  should 
become  acquainted  with  her  past  conduct,  which  ehe  feit  it  would  be 
impossible  to  conceal  for  any  great  length  of  time,  as  in  a  few  months 
she  would,  in  all  probability,  become  a  parent 

At  length,  Mr.  Marchmont,  haying  completed  to  his  satisfaction  the 
bnaineas  which  detained  him,  returned  home.  Maria  received  him  in  the 
lame  cheerral  manner  which  had  been  her  wont.  Formerly,  however,  it 
was  but  the  natural  outponring  of  her  disposition ;  now,  her  smiles  and 
vivacity  were  assumed,  and  worn  as  a  mask  to  hide  her  real  despondency. 
And  as  it  was  impoesible  that  her  face  could  constantly  wear  the  impress 
of  happiness  and  contentment,  when  her  mind  was  distarbed  by  anzious 
thougnts  and  reflections,  her  father  could  not  otherwise  than  perceive 
that  it  graduaüy  assumed  a  pale  and  careworn  aspect,  and  also  that  she 
became  subject  occasionally  to  fits  of  despondency  and  depression.  To 
all  his  inquiries,  however,  she  gave  evasive  answers,  dreading  to  make 
the  fetal  bjsclosure  which  she  was  well  aware  must  come  to  nis  know- 
ledge  sooner  or  later.  Thus  matters  went  on  for  a  period  of  three  months 
after  his  return,  when  his  anxiety  induced  him  to  procure  medical  advice. 
The  medical  man  who  attended  had  not  been  long  in  Maria's  Company 
before  he  was  quite  satisfied  as  to  her  complaint,  the  nature  of  which  he 
eommunicated  to  her  father. 

This  inteUigenee  came  upon  Mr.  Marchmont  like  a  thunderbolt.  Start- 
ing  suddenly  from  his  chair,  and  gasptng  as  if  with  an  attempt  to  give 
utterance  to  some  words,  he  feil  insensible  to  the  floor.  Being  imme- 
diately  conveyed  to  his  bed,  and  such  remedies  as  were  requisite  resorted 
to,  he,  after  a  considerable  time  had  elapsed,  was  restored  to  conseiou»- 
ness,  but  it  was  a  consciousness  which  brought  with  it  sorrow  and 
hiimiliation.  As  his  nephew  had  antieipated,  his  pride  had  indeed 
received  its  death-blow.  When  he  was  sufficiently  oomposed,  Maria 
was  admitted  to  his  presence ;  and  when  left  alone  with  him,  she,  with 
many  entreataes  for  pardon,  and  much  lamentation,  confessed  what  she 
herseif  believed  to  be  the  truth,  also  her  devoted  attachment  to  her 
cousin,  together  with  his  wish  to  be  united  to  her  in  marriage;  and 
alleged,  as  some  ezcuse,  their  despair  of  ever  obtaining  his  consent. 
Her  father  listened  in  silence  to  this  revelation,  which  destroyed  all  his 
preTious  anticipations  in  regard  to  Ms  child.  He  resolved  to  send  for 
his  nephew,  desirine  him  to  return  without  delay.  The  letter  which  he 
despatched  indosed  another  from  Maria,  detailing  what  had  transpired, 
and  urging  his  immediate  return. 

Almost  immediately  after  these  letters  had  been  forwarded  on  their 
way  to  England,  others  were  received  from  that  country,  convey  ing 
intelligence  of  Mr.  Dawaon  having  been  seixed  with  a  dangerons  illness, 
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and  stating  that  but  slight  hopes  were  entertained  of  his  recovery.  This 
greatly  increased  the  troubles  and  apprehensions  both  of  Mr.  Marchmont 
and  his  daughter,  there  being  every  probability  that  the  latter  would 
become  a  mother  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks.  Such,  indeed,  proved  to 
be  the  case. 

If  Mr.  Marchmont  was  surprised  and  shocked  at  what  Maria  had 
communicated  to  him,  how  much  more  was  his  surprise  and  indignation 
increased,  when  the  horrible  fact  was  annonnced  to  him  that  his  daughter 
had  been  -  deKvered  of  a  coloured  child !  Considering  the  country  in 
which  he  lived,  and  the  almost  infinite  distance  which  exists  between  the 
European  and  African  races,  it  was  an  occurrence  of  the  most  appalling 
and  astounding  nature,  and  the  only  drcumstance  wanting  to  fill  his  cup 
of  misery  to  overflowing.  But  if  his  sorrow  was  great,  his  anger  against 
his  daughter  surpassed  it.  The  baseness  of  her  conduct,  in  having 
admitted  one  of  a  degraded  race  to  her  bed,  was  a  crime  of  too  detestable 
a  nature  to  be  fbrgiven ;  while  the  attempt,  as  it  appeared  to  him,  to  make 
her  cousin  a  sharer  in  her  guilt,  added  greatly  to  the  enormity  of  the 
offence.  Being  thus  filled  with  implacable  anger,  he,  as  soon  as  her 
health  permitted,  upbraided  her  with  the  atrocity  of  her  conduct,  and 
conunanded  her  to  leave  his  house,  infbrming  her  at  the  same  time  that  a 
small  allowance  would  be  paid  to  her  for  her  support ;  concluding  in 
these  words :  "  Go  at  once,  wretched  girl,  and  never  again  darken  my 
threshold  with  your  presence.  Go,  and  seek  your  baseborn  paratnour, 
and  live  with  him,  a  miserable  outcast  frorn  society.  From  me  expect 
neither  countenance  nor  favour ;  I  have  done  with  you.  Your  attempt  to 
implicate  your  cousin  doea  but  increase  your  guilt  and  my  detestation. 
You  would  persuade  me,  with  your  brazen  fabehoods,  to  disbelieve  my  own 
eyes;  but  I  will  waste  no  more  words  upon  you.  Away  with  you,  at 
once,  and  for  ever." 

As  for  Maria,  horror-stricken  and  bewildered  as  she  was,  she  never- 
theless  protested  her  innocence,  and  earnestly  implored  her  father  in 
these  words :  "  Dear  father,  take  pity  on  me.  Do  not  thrust  me  from 
your  home — that  home  where  I  have  spent  so  many  happy  hours — happy 
in  your  love  and  esteem.  Guilty  I  have-  been,  but  not  to  the  extent 
which  you  imagine.  Trust  me,  dear  sir,  that  which  now  appears  to  be 
enveloped  in  an  impenetrable  mystery,  will  one  day  be  explained  to  your 
satigfaction.  Then,  do  not  turn  your  back  upon  me ;  but  for  the  sake  of 
my  mother,  with  whose  praise  you  have  so  often  entertained  me,  look  on 
me  again  as  formerly." 

But  all  her  asserttons  were  fruitless ;  the  colour  of  her  child  presented 
such  a  convincing  evidence  of  her  guilt,  that  Mr.  Marchmont  was  not 
unreasonable  in  believing  that  she  was  but  heaping  one  lie  upon  another. 
He  could  not  disbelieve  the  evidence  of  his  own  senses.  Thus  her  vehe- 
ment protestations  did  but  increase  his  anger,  and  render  more  inexorable 
his  determination.  Finding  all  her*  efforts  vain,  she  left  her  home,  with 
her  father's  malediction  ringing  in  her  ears,  and  went  to  reside  at  Char- 
leston, not  being  without  hope  that  at  some  future  time  her  father  would 
relent  towards  her. 

In  the  mean  time,  contrary  to  all  expectation,  Mr.  Dawson  gradually 
recovered  his  health,  and  perused  the  letters  which  had  arrived  some 
time  before.    He  had  no  sooner  read  them,  than  with  a  sneer  he  ex- 
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olaimed:  "  lt  is  good.  The  plot  hu  succeeded;  and  now  I  will  hasten 
•to  olutch  the  priae.'9  Scarcely  had  he  made  this  Observation,  when  he 
reoeived  another  letter  from  Mr.  Marchmont,  the  content*  of  which  filled 
him  with  aatoniahment.  After  announcing  what  has  heen  befbre  related 
respecting  his  daughter,  the  letter  concluded  thus :  "  This  wretched  girl, 
to  whom  lt  ia  my  misfortune  to  be  father,  still  persiste  in  her  innocence, 
in  epite  of  every  evidence  of  reason.  She  still  lays  the  odium  upon  you, 
though  the  contrary  is  apparent  to  all ;  but  her  reward  if  at  hand.  This 
day  she  leavei  my  house  for  ever  \  and  that  wealth  which,  under  ordinary 
oircumi tances,  would  have  come  to  her  after  my  deoease,  will  now  revert 
to  you»  Should  your  health  permit  of  your  return,  I  wiah  you  to  do  so 
immediately,  and  reside  with  me  altogether." 

No  sooner  had  Mr.  Dawson  read  this  letter,  than  he  appeared  for  tome 
minutes  to  be  lost  in  renection»  At  length,  having  apparently  digested 
his  plana,  he  exclaimed  c  "  Yes ;  this  is  better  than  I  expected.  I  shall 
have  the  fortune,  without  being  enonmbered  with  her»  A  most  exoellent 
oonclusion,  truly ;  and  one  exactly  to  my  likmg.  A  coloured  child,  in* 
deed  1  A  most  damnable  fact  1  Who  can  gainsay  the  evidence  of  the 
eyes  ?  Nature  performs  wonderful  vagaries  sometimes ;  bat  I  never  heard 
of  such  a  freak  as  that  Yes ;  my  mind  is  perfectly  made  up  as  to  the 
eonrse  I  shall  pursue.  I  shall  throw  her  overboard,  that's  certain.  Her 
father  believes  that  I  am  innocent  with  respect  to  her— the  old  fbol!  I 
will  take  good  care  that  he  remaina  in  the  same  way  of  thinking  untü 
Abraham  takes  him  to  his  bosom,  which  I  sinoerely  hope  will  be  soon." 

Thus  discoursing  with  himself,  did  Mr.  Dawson  exult  over  the  down* 
fal  of  one  who  so  fervently  and  truly  loved  him.  He  immediately 
replied  to  his  uncle's  letter,  ezpressing  ms  regret  at  what  had  befidlen  his 
cousin,  and  asserting  his  entire  innocence  in  the  matter.  "  For,  as  you 
must  have  observed,  sir,  I  upon  many  occasions  repulsed  those  tokena  of 
fbndness  which  she  was  in  the  habit  of  ezhibiting  towarda  me  in  your 
presence ;  and  I  oheerfully  aceeded  to  your  wishes  to  go  abroad  somt 
time,  that  by  my  absence  she  might  be  weaned  from  that  attachment 
which  she  appeared  to  entertain  towards  me.  I  should,  indeed,  have 
been  undeserving  of  your  esteem  and  aflection,  had  I  done  that  which  she 
has  imputed  to  me.  For  myself,  I  can  truly  say  that  I  harbour  no  ill- 
feeling  towarda  my  cousin  for  that  which  she  has  said  againat  me.  My 
prayer  now  ia,  and  always  will  be,  that  she  may  again  be  reoeived  into 
your  favour,  and  pardoned  for  what  is  past."  Such  was  the  character  of 
the  letter  sent  by  Mr.  Dawson  to  his  uncle,  who,  when  he  had  perused  it» 
was  more  than  evereonvinced  of  the  guilt  of  his  daughter. 

A  short  time  after  sending  this  letter,  Mr.  Dawson  left  Enriandt  and, 
upon  his  arrival  in  America,  lost  no  time  in  proceeding  to  Mr.  March- 
mont's  house,  who  reoeived  him  with  evident  tokens  of  stncere  regard. 

He  had  not  been  there  many  days  befbre  Maria  reoeived  intelligence  of 
his  return.  It  would  be  diftkult  to  say  whatemottons  were  paramount  in 
her  mind  when  she  heard  of  his  arrival.  Joy,  fear,  apprehension,  doubt, 
were  in  turn  uppermost;  for  while  she  rejoiced  at  his  return,  and  the  hope 
that  he  would  soon  come  to  see  her,  she  entertained  feara  and  doubts  as 
to  the  results  of  their  interview,  as  it  was  utterly  impossible  that  she 
could  give  a  satisfactory  reason,  or  acoount  for  that  great  blot  on  her 
fame-^-the  oolour  of  her  ehild.     Inelined,  however,  to  hope  for  tfce  best 
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and  judging  of  him  by  her  own  generous  and  honest  mind,  joy  finally 
gained  the  victory ;  and  ßhe  waited  his  Coming  in  a  State  of  pleasurable  ez- 
citement,of  which  none  bat  those  who  love,  or  have  loved,  as  she  did,  can 
form  a  just  comprehension.  However,  a  week  passed,  and  he  had  not 
made  his  appearance ;  her  joy  was  turned  into  aorrow.  Another  week 
went,  and  yet  he  had  not  come ;  what  could  be  the  meaning  of  it  ?  Her 
doubts  ana  apprehensions  retumed  with  double  fbrce.  Her  days  were 
passed  in  weeping  and  lamentation,  and  her  nights  were  restless  and  dis- 
turbed.  At  lengtn  her  aturiety  beoame  so  great,  that  she  detennined,  not- 
withstanding  her  father  had  interdioted  her  Coming  to  his  house,  to  go 
there  and  ascertain  the  worst.  She  had  no  sooner  decided,  than  she 
lesolved  to  act  upon  her  resolution,  and  immediately  went  to  her  fatner^s 
mannen,  which  she  reacbed  and  entered  without  Observation.  Walking 
towards  theparlour,  she  heard  the  voices  of  her  father  and  Cousin  in  con- 
Tersation.  She  immediately  opened  the  door,  and  rushing  towards  her 
cousin,  would  have  fallen  upon  his  neck  and  embraced  him;  but  he,  sud- 
denly  starting  from  hu  chair,  drew  back  several  paces,  at  the  same  time 
prttmg  upon  his  countenance  an  expressicm  of  deep  grief,  in  order  to  im- 
press  his  unde  with  an  idea  of  the  patn  it  gave  him  to  decline  the  saluta* 
tion  of  his  cousin.  Mr.  Marchmont  also  rose  from  his  seat  when  he 
beheld  the  entrance  of  Maria,  while  bis  countenance  assumed  an  expres- 
sion  of  anger.  His  daughter,  however,  was  the  first  to  break  ailence,  and 
addressing  herself  to  Mr.  Dawson,  said, 

"Oh,  Henry;  oh,  my  belovedl  howhas  my  heart  yearned  towards  you 
when  an  ocean  divided  us !  With  what  sinoerity  have  I  chided  the  dull- 
paced  weeka  and  days  which  stood  between  you  and  your  return !  Yes, 
I  have  loved  you  with  a  fervent  truth — I  have  loved  you  too  well.  I 
have  refused  you  nothing,  granting  all  you  desired,  and  therem  over- 
leaping  the  bounds  of  modesty  and  decorum.  Trust  me,  if  I  have  erred, 
it  has  been  for  your  sake,  and  with  you  only;  therefore,  believe  not 
Blander,  when  it  would  sink  me  in  your  estimation,  for  I  have  indeed 
acted  in  good  faith  towards  you." 

Having  thus  spoken,  she  stretched  out  her  arma,  and  advanced  near  to 
her  cousin,  who  receded  as  she  approached. 

A  few  moments*  silence  enaned,  which  was  broken  by  Mr.  Dawson. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  turning  towards  Mr.  Marchmont,  "  I  regret  to  see 
that  your  unhappy  daughter  still  persists  in  this  unjust  accusation.  That 
charity  of  opinion  which  I  endeavour  to  feel  towards  all  my  fellow-crea- 
turet,  enables  me  to  treat  with  forbearance  this  aspersion  on  my  charac- 
ter,  especially  as  it  comes  from  one  who  is  your  child,  and  my  own  kins- 
woman.  All  I  can  do  is,  to  deplore  the  unhappy  delusion  which  my 
cousin  labours  under.  It  is,  indeed,  an  infatuation  which  I  cannot 
acconnt  for,  otherwise  than  by  supposing  that  her  reason  is  in  some  slight 
degree  impeired.  The  argumenta  in  favour  of  what  I  say  are  so  great, 
that  ao  impartial  person  could  possibly  doubt  my  innocence  of  that  which 
she  lays  to  my  charge." 

Maria,  hearing  these  words,  drew  back,  aa  she  would  have  done  from 
some  venomous  reptile;  and  her  countenance,  which  a  few  moments 
before  had  worn  an  expression  of  the  greatest  tenderness  and  devotion, 
suddenly  assumed  a  deadly  pallor,  whüe  her  flaahing  eyes  betokened  at 
one  and  the  same  time  intens«  surprise,  indignation,  and  scoro.  At  length, 
findingutteranoe,  she  thus  gave  vent  to  her  emotions  : 
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"  Sir,  is  it  possible  that  you  really  mean  what  you  say?  Can  I  beliere 
my  own  eyes,  which  teil  me  that  Mr.  Dawson  Stands  before  me?  Can  l 
believe  my  own  ears,  which  teil  me  that  he  has  uttered  such  glaring  false- 
hoods?  Is  the  hypocrite  on  whom  I  am  now  gazing  the  same  upon  whom 
I  lavished  all  my  affection — on  whom  I  doted — whom  I  made,  indeed, 
the  god  of  my  idolatry — the  very  anchorof  my  hope,  thinking  him  to  be 
the  habitation  which  Honour  had  chosen  for  her  residence  ?  Alas!  weak 
fool  that  I  was  to  exhibit  such  credulity!  never  again  will  I  trust  in 
mortal  man.  Honour,  justice,  truth,  are  now  to  me  but  phantoms  of  the 
Imagination — mere  ideal  creations,  to  cheat  the  senses  of  such  credulous 
beings  as  myself.  Is  this  the  man  upon  whose  head,  ere  I  retired  to  rest 
each  night,  I  prayed  to  the  Supreme  to  pour  his  blessing?  Alas!  I  was, 
indeed,  as  unworthy  to  make  such  prayer,  as  he  was  to  receive  such 
felicity !  Is  this  the  man  whom,  in  my  foolish  fondness,  I  thought  such  a 
pattern  of  all  that  is  noble  and  worthy,  that  all  men  might  look  od  him, 
as  on  a  mirror,  to  behold  in  what  form  Honour  was  fasnioned  ?  Is  this 
the  man  who,  first  with  glaring  lies  deoeived,  and  when  he  saw  me  made 
the  butt  of  cruel  Fortune — when  he  beheld  me  eiected  from  my  inherit- 
ance,  turned  round  and  denied  me  ?  O  wretch  that  I  am,  that  I  should 
have  been  so  deoeived,  and  still  more  wretched  in  being  able  to  survive 
such  deception !" 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Dawson,  again  turning  towards  Mr.  Marchmont, 
"  this  unhappy  delusion,  which  your  daüghter  labours  under  in  regard  to 
myself,  is  a  source  to  me  of  much  grien  Having  first  endeavoured  to 
deceive  you,  by  throwing  the  odium  which  should  belong  to  another  upon 
myself,  and  time  having  given  an  undoubted  proof  of  my  innocence,  she, 
suffering  under  the  pangs  of  remorse  and  grief  at  the  severity  of  your 
displeasure,  has  become  in  a  manner  distracted ;  and  that  idea,  which 
originated  in  a  desire  to  delude,  has,  by  being  long  entertained,  become 
deeply  rooted  in  her  imagination,  so  that  she,  in  all  probability,  firmly 
believes  that  to  be  true,  which,  upon  first  advancing,  she  knew  to  be 
utterly  false.  Viewing  your  daughter's  present  conduct  in  this  light — as 
the  mere  im  pulse  of  a  diseased  imagination— as  the  ravings  of  one  whose 
reason  already  totters  on  its  base — she  Stands  before  me,  sir,  not  as  an 
object  worthy  of  my  anger,  but  as  one  who  can  only  ezcite  feelings  of 
the  most  profbund  pity  and  compassion.  Therefore,  I  beseech  you,  sir, 
restrain  that  wrath  which  your  countenance  teils  me  is  about  to  find  a 
vent  in  language." 

"  Nay,  nay,  sir,"  said  Maria ;  "  put  not  a  curb  upon  my  father  s 
tongue.  Better  is  it  far  to  encounter  the  maledictions  of  an  honest  man, 
than  to  listen  to  the  lies  of  a  vile  hypocrite.  Oh,  that  that  voice,  whose 
sound  to  me  was  once  more  sweet  than  the  notes  of  the  nightingale, 
should  now  be  more  discordant  than  the  howlings  of  a  wolf !  or  that  that 
face  and  form,  which  Adonis  himself  might  have  envied,  should  assuxne 
in  my  eyes  the  hideous  aspect  of  a  Caliban!  or  that  that  man,  whom  but 
a  short  time  since  I  loved  so  fondly,  should  now  be  to  me  an  object 
of  the  bitterest  scorn  and  contempt!  Yet  so  it  is ;  his  loathsome  moral 
deformity  has  worked  in  me  this  mournful  change.  I  see  him  not  now 
as  I  once  saw  him,  but  I  see  him  now  as  I  ever  ehall  see  him — a  villain  of 
so  black  a  dye  that  I  do  not  think  hell  itself  could  vomit  ßuch  another. 
But  why  do  I  tarry  here,  when  I  am  myself  as  much  an  eyesore  to  my 
father  as  this  man  is  to  me?     I  will  now  depart     But,  before  I  go,  Iet 
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me  entreat  you,  Ar"  addressing  herseif  to  her  falber,  " I,  who never once 
asked  in  vain— who  was  once,  as  you  have  often  said  to  me  yourself,  the 
apple  of  your  eye,  the  very  keystone  of  your  happiness,  let  me  beseech 
you,  I  say,  to  be  on  your  guard  against  that  man,  who,  having  played 
such  a  diabolical  game  with  me,  will  not  hesitate  to  be  guilty  of  equal 
aftrocity  towards  yourself.  Ponder  well  upon  what  I  have  said,  if  it  be 
only  for  the  sake  of  that  affection  which  you  once  professed  for  me,  and 
I  still  bear  towards  you.  I  will  trouble  you  with  my  presence  no  longer ; 
I  have  done."  Having  spoken  thus,  Maria  immediately  lefk  the  apart- 
ment,  and  hurried  from  the  house. 

The  impression  produced  by  this  visit  of  his  daughter  was  not  eradi- 
cated  from  the  mind  of  Mr.  Marchmont  until  some  days  had  elapsed. 
The  earnest  trathfulness  of  her  manner,  the  apparently  sincere  affection 
which  she  exhibited  towards  her  cousin  upon  first  entering  the  room,  the 
sudden  and  violent  reaction  of  her  sentiments  towards  him  upon  hearing 
his  denial,  almost  carried  conviction  to  his  mind  that  she  was,  indeed,  the 
mnch-injured  person  she  represented  herseif  to  be,  and  that  he  was  in 
reality  the  villain  she  had  depicted ;  but  then  the  horrible  fact  which  we 
have  before  alluded  to,  would,  like  a  hideous  phantom,  appear  before 
his  8tartled  mind,  destroying  with  one  feil  blow  the  fabric  of  doubts  which 
his  imagination  had  but  a  moment  before  reared  in  his  daughter's  favour. 
This  blot  upon  his  child  was,  indeed,  of  such  a  fearful  magnitude,  that  he 
found  it  utterly  impossible  to  surmount  it,  keeping  within  the  bounds  of 
reason.  Consequently,  he  could  not  otherwise  than  come  to  the  conclu- 
aon  which  he  had  before  entertained,  that  her  assertions  were  altogether 
without  foundation,  and  that  she  herseif  was  totally  unworthy  of  belief. 

Thus  matters  went  on  for  some  months.  Maria  troubled  her  father 
and  cousin  no  more  with  her  presence.  Did  the  latter,  however,  live 
with  a  tranquil  mind  ?  No.  Troubled  with  doubts  and  fears  that  the 
mystery  which  enveloped  the  whole  transaction  would  some  day  or 
other  be  unravelled,  perhaps  burling  him  from  the  pinnacle  of  prosperity 
into  the  lowest  abyss  of  min,  he  existed  from  day  to  day  in  a  fever  of 
doubt  and  apprehension.  At  length  his  fears  became  so  great,  that  he 
began  to  reflect  upon  the  best  means  of  getting  rid  of  them.  And  thus, 
whlle  pondering  one  day  upon  the  subject,  did  he  give  utterance  to  his 
thoughts : 

"Tt  must  be  so ;  there  is  no  other  remedy.  As  long  as  the  old  man 
lives,  I  stand  upon  the  verge  of  a  precipice ;  while,  on  the  other  band, 
he  being  dead,  1  stand  as  firm  as  the  precipice  itself.  I  should  be  abso- 
lute lord  of  all  that  wealth  which  now,  with  one  stroke  of  his  pen,  he 
could  deprive  me  of.  The  will  is  now  in  my  favour ;  that  1  well  know. 
But  how  long  will  it  remain  so  ?  Should  this  cursed  affair  about  bis 
daughter  be  explained  to  his  satis&ction,  I  would  not  give  a  dollar  for 
all  my  chances  to  the  inheritance.  This  State  of  torture  and  doubt  is 
intoleraUe ;  an  end  must  be  put  to  it  one  way  or  another:  Ha!  a  happy 
thought  strikes  me.  Surely  the  devil  must  be  standing  at  my  elbow,  as 
a  prompter  in  this  tragedy  I  am  about  to  perform !  for  now  I  recollect, 
the  dotard  is  in  the  hablt  of  taking  a  glass  of  spiced  wine  every  night 
after  retiring  to  his  bed.  What  would  be  easier  than  to  introduce  into 
this  wine  some  subtle,  yet  tasteless  poison,  which  will  alowly,  yet  effec- 
tually,  undermine  the  vital  powere  ?     This  plan  will  suit  me  well,  and  I 
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will  immediately  put  it  into  Operation.  I  must  first,  however,  ascertain 
firom  whose  hands  he  receives  this  beverage,  and  then  take  measures 
accordingly.  If  I  mistake  not,  it  is  the  same  mulatto  girl  who  attended 
upon  his  daughter  before  she  was  turned  out  of  doors.  If  so,  I  will  win 
her  over  by  promises  of  freedom  and  a  round  sum  of  raoney.  I  do  not 
feel  uneasy  upon  that  score.  But,  soft — I  hear  föotsteps  approaehing 
this  way.  Retire,  then,  into  the  innermost  reeesses  of  my  soul,  ye  hell- 
born  thoughts,  nor  let  my  fbolish  tongue  betray  your  hiding-place." 

Scarcely  had  he  spoken,  when  his  benefaetor  entered  the  room,  utterly 
unconscious  of  the  calculations  which  his  nephew  had  just  been  maldng 
respecting  himself,  while  the  latter  showed  more  than  his  wonted  assi- 
duity  in  his  attentions,  and  endeavoured  to  make  himself  more  than 
commonly  agreeable.  That  very  night,  however,  he  seiaed  an  oppor- 
tunity  of  speaking  to  Jane,  and  having  made  the  promises  before  spoken 
of,  as  well  as  giving  her  a  considerable  sum  on  the  Spot,  he  fbund  no 
drfficulty  in  inducing  her  to  act  in  acoordanoe  with  his  wiahes.  The 
next  day,  having  procured  what  was  necessary  for  his  purpose,  he  gare 
it  to  the  mulatto  girl,  with  Instructions  how  to  use  it  That  very  night 
did  she  oommence  giving  the  powder,  the  efiects  of  which  soon  beeame 
apparent  upon  the  Constitution  of  Mr.  Marchmont,  whose  health  gradu- 
aüy,  yet  unaccountably,  declined.  The  same  doctor  who  had  attended 
Maria  was  again  sumraoned,  but  the  malady  seemed  to  defy  all  his  efibrts. 
Having  called,  however,  one  evening,  and  had  an  interview  with  Mr. 
Marchmont,  he  was  in  the  act  of  leaving  the  house,  when  some  Obser- 
vation which  he  heard  passing  between  Mr.  Dawson  and  the  mulatto 
girl,  arrested  his  attention.  What  he  heard  was  to  the  following 
effeot: 

"  Have  you  given  the  old  man  his  wine,  to-night  ?  If  not,  I  thmk 
you  had  better  inerease  the  quantity  of  powder ;  it  has  been  rather  too 
slow  in  its  effects,  and  I  shall  never  be  easy  until  he  is  laid  under  the 
turf." 

"  He  has  not  yet  had  it,"  replied  Jane;  "  I  would  not  give  it  while 
the  doctor  was  in  the  room.  I  dare  say  he  is  gone  by  this  time ;  I  will 
step  up  and  see.     If  so,  I  will  give  it  as  you  wish." 

"  Do  so,"  replied  Mr.  Dawson.  "  The  sooner  he  is  out  of  the  way,  the 
sooner  will  you  get  your  freedom." 

The  doctor  waitea  to  hear  no  more,  but  made  the  best  of  his  way  back 
to  Mr.  Marchmont's  room,  and  having  cautioned  him  respecting  the  wine, 
hid  himself  behind  the  curtains  of  the  bed.  In  a  short  time  Jane  entered, 
and  having  poured  out  the  wine,  proceeded  to  add  to  it  the  powder,  bring 
observed  all  the  time  by  the  doctor.  When  she  had  mixed  it  to  her  satis- 
faction,  she  gave  it  into  the  hand  of  her  master,  who,  however,  saying  he 
would  wait  a  little  while,  placed  iton  a  table  dose  to  theother  stde  of  the 
bed.  No  sooner  had  he  done  this  than  the  doctor  seiaed  the  girl,  and  call- 
ing  up  one  of  the  other  slaves,  to  whom  he  gave  her  in  charge,  secured 
the  packet  of  powder  and  the  wine  which  she  had  just  before  offered  to  Mr. 
Marchmont.  All  this  was  done  quietly  and  without  creating  any  dif- 
turbance  in  the  house.  He  then  proceeded  to  the  city,  and  having  pro- 
cured a  constable,  returned  to  Mr.  Marchmont's  house,  which  he  had  no 
sooner  entered  than  he  went  directly  to  the  parlour,  where  Mr.  Dawson 
still  remained,  ezulting  in  the  impunity  with  which  he  had  hitherto  car- 
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on  hu  dealgna  againat  hia  unole,  and  not  doubting  that  in  a  ■hört 
time  they  would  be  crowned  with  aueceas.  It  may  be  easily  conceived, 
theo,  with  what  aatoniahment  and  horror  he  witnessed  the  entrance  of 
the  doctor,  aooompanied  by  the  conatable,  and  heard  the  former  gi? e  him 
into  charge  for  an  attempt  to  murder  hit  unole.  Panic-atricken  and  pale, 
he  aubmitted  to  the  officer,  and  waa  in  a  short  time  eonveyed  to  priaon, 
together  with  hb  acoomplice. 

Mr.  Marehmont,  thoogh  greatly  shocked  by  the  diacovery  of  hia 
nephew's  villany,  aoon  reeovered  hia  naoai  health  when  no  longer  ander 
the  inflnenee  of  the  poiaon.  The  firat  thing  he  did  after  leaving  hia  bed, 
waa  to  deetroy  the  will  whieh  he  had  made  in  hia  favour.  A  few  daya 
afterwarda*  Jane»  dreading  the  reault  of  her  approaohing  trial,  aent  to  her 
maater,  atating  that  ahe  had  an  important  communieation  to  make  to  him, 
if  he  would  come  to  her  in  prison.  On  his  arrival,  ahe,  having  obtained 
from  him  a  promiae  that  in  return  for  what  ahe  eonfeaeed  he  would  en- 
deavour  to  procura  bor  a  pardon,  reveeJed  to  him  all  which  had  pro» 
▼iouely  appeared  ao  mysterioua  in  the  eondoct  of  hia  daughter,  not  for* 
getting  to  repeat  the  various  eonveraationa  to  which  ahe  had  been  a  Ha« 
tener  between  Mr.  Daweon  and  Maria  j  eapeoially  the  one  whieh  took 
place  on  the  night  previous  to  hia  departure  for  England,  ßhe  alao 
eonfeaaed  that  Mark,  the  mulatto,  who  had  peraonated  Mr.  Dawaon 
dnring  the  nicht,  waa  the  father  of  the  ehild. 

To  define  the  emotiona  of  Mr.  Marehmont,  aa  he  liatened  to  thia  rere* 
lation,  would  be  aomewhat  difficult  They  were  a  mixture  of  joy,  indig- 
nation,  and  eontempt  Joy,  that  hia  daughter'a  repvtation  would  be 
reecued  from  the  ignominy  which  hadlately  ecrered  it)  Indignation 
againat  the  anthora  of  thia  outrage  j  and  eontempt  for  the  baaeneaa  of  hia 
nephew.  Boeing  the  importance,  however,  of  naving  witneaaea  to  thia 
confeaaion,  he  procured  tne  attendanoe  of  a  magiatrate  and  two  other  per- 
Bons, when  the  confeaaion  of  thia  girl  waa  taken  down.  No  aooner  waa 
thia  buaineaa  tranaaeted,  than  Mr.  Marehmont,  eager  onee  more  to  aee 
and  take  again  to  hia  home  hia  daughter,  immediately  went  to  Charles* 
ton.  He  no  aooner  beheld  her,  than  he  affeotionately  embraced  her, 
thanking  Hearen  that  thia  diacovery  had  been  made  before  hia  death, 
thna  giving  him  an  opportunity  of  doing  justice  to  hia  child.  He  then, 
having  aupplicated  her  pardon  for  hia  harah  treatment,  related  to  hia 
daughter  the  confeaaion  of  Jane.  When  he  had  finished,  Maria,  who  had 
liatened  with  emotiona  of  aurpriae,  wonder,  and  diaguat,  at  the  baae  de- 
eeptkm  whieh  had  been  practised  upon  her,  feil  upon  her  father'a  neck, 
and  whik  the  teara  flowed  from  her  eyee,  thua  addreeaed  him : 

"  It  ia  not  you,  my  dear  father,  who  should  aeek  pardon  from  me,  but, 
rather,  it  ia  my  place  to  reeeire  it  from  you.  Had  I  not  coneented  to 
the  importunity  of  my  eouain,  thia  would  neyer  hare  happened,  and  I 
have  only  reeeived  a  just  punishment  for  my  folly.  Aa  for  myael£  it  haa 
been  my  prayer,  night  and  day,  since  I  firat  meurred  your  anger,  that  thia 
myatery  might  be  cleared  up.  My  prayer  has  been  anawered,  and  I  am 
once  more  made  happy  in  being  restored  to  your  arms — to  your  affection. 
Aa  for  my  eouain,  who  has  been  the  cause  of  so  much  misery  to  us  both, 
ou  need  not  apprehend  that  I  have  any  lingering  attachment  towarda 
m.  The  baaeneaa  of  his  conduet  towards  ua  both  haa  completely  era- 
dkated  the  affection  which  I  formerly  entertained  towarda  him." 


E 


328  THE  PLANTER'8  DAÜGHTEB. 

• 

"  My  dear  girl,"  said  Mr.  Marchmont,  "  ifc  gives  me  great  pleasure  to 
hear  you  speak  thus ;  for,  believe  me,  he  is  totally  unworthy  of  your  re- 
tard. Now  let  us  hasten  back  to  our  home— that  home  in  which  we 
have  spent  so  many  pleasant  hours ;  aod  though  we  may  find  it  impossible 
to  forget  our  past  troubles,  yet  let  us  derive  some  consolation  from  the 
fact  that  we  have  in  a  measure  triumphed  over  them,  and  that  that  vil- 
lany  has  been  torn  to  shreds  which  encircled  you  so  long  in  its  meshes. 
That  pride  which  I  had  thought  to  gratify  through  your  lnstrumentality, 
has  received  its  just  reward;  it  has  fallen  never  again  to  rise." 

Speaking  thus,  Mr.  Marchmont  led  bis  daughter  to  the  carriage  which 
awaited  them  at  the  door,  and  in  a  short  time  Maria  found  herseif  in  her 
father's  house;  while  she  endeavoured  to  think  of  the  past  only  as  some 
terrible  dream,  from  which  she  esteemed  herseif  fortunate  in  having  at  last 
awoke. 

As  for  Mark,  he  was  arrested  and  sent  to  prison  upon  the  confession  of 
Jane.  Thinking,  perhaps,  to  lessen  in  some  degree  the  punishment 
which  awaited  him  lf  found  guilty,  he  made  a  füll  confession,  which  co- 
incided  in  every  respect  with  that  of  Jane«  Befbre,  however,  the  time 
for  bis  trial  arrived,  he  was  seiied  with  a  fatal  sicknessy  which  carried  bim 
off  in  a  few  hours. 

In  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Marchmont,  true  to  bis  promise  to  Jane,  induced 
the  doctor  to  remove  to  a  distant  part  of  the  country  until  the  time  for 
the  trial  was  past.  In  cousequenoe  of  the  absence  of  the  latter,  the  charge 
feil  to  the  ground,  and  both  the  prisoners  were  discbarged. 

Mr.  Dawson  immediately  decamped  from  that  part  of  the  Union ;  for 
though  he  was  safe  as  far  as  the  law  of  the  land  was  conoerned,  he  stood 
in  danger  of  a  visit  from  Judge  Lynch,  from  whose  formidable  claws  he 
would  undoubtedly  have  received  some  severe  Scratches,  had  he  attempted 
to  stop.  He  went  to  the  State  of  Arkansas,  where  he  was  killed  shortly 
afterwards  in  a  duel. 

Mr.  Marchmont  would  not  suffer  Jane  again  to  enter  bis  residence, 
but  sent  her  to  work  as  a  field  hand  upon  one  of  bis  estates,  that 
being  considered  the  vilest  occupation  to  which  a  slave  can  be  put, 
besides  being  infinitely  more  toilsome  and  laborious  tiuui  any  work  which 
falls  to  the  lot  of  household  slaves.  It  was,  indeed,  a  severe  punishment; 
her  duties  having  been,  while  in  Mr.  Marchmont*s  house,  no  more  bur- 
densome  than  those  of  a  lady's-maid  in  our  own  country. 

Mr.  Marchmont  died  about  two  years  after  his  reconciliation  with  bis 
daughter,  leaving  her  the  whole  of  bis  property.  She,  however,  after  the 
death  of  her  father,  resolved  to  leave  a  place  which,  though  endeared  to 
her  for  many  reasons,  continuailv  recalled  to  her  mind  those  eyents  we 
have  reoorded.  Consequently,  she  went  to  New  York,  where  she  resided 
during  the  remainder  of  her  Ufe,  refusing  all  offen  of  marriage. 
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PARMA. 

AN  HI8TORICAL  BOMANCE. 

Chapter  XLIV. 

We  must  now  take  a  brief  retrospective  glance  at  the  political  agita- 
tiona  that  forced  the  regent,  towards  the  middle  of  August,  to  summon 
all  the  governors  of  provinces  and  knights  of  the  order  around  her  person, 
thus  depriving  those  districts  of  their  preseuce,  as  evente  proved,  at  a  very 
critical  moment.  Of  this  Margaret  of  Parma  was  fully  aware ;  bat  she 
needed  their  counsels,  and  was  not  displeased  at  the  opportunity  thus 
afforded  of  keeping  her  eye  upon  them. 

The  new  meeting  of  the  oonfederates — and  that  in  large  numbers— " 
at  Santruyden,  whither  they  had  repaired  upon  their  departure  from 
Antwerp,  filled  her  with  alarm.  To  the  fresh  petition  they  there  framed 
and  thenee  despatched,  she  returned  a  most  decided  negative.  1t  chiefly 
insisted  on  three  points.  Firstly,  that  she  would  grant  them  a  written 
and  signed  assnranoe  that  their  interference  in  public  affairs  was  regarded 
by  her  as  a  Service  done  to  the  kiog,  and  not,  as  the  coolness  of  the 
knights  of  the  Golden  Fleece,  and  the  king's  silence  seemed  to  intimate, 
an  intentional  offence  to  bis  majesty;  seoondly,  they  begged  leave  to 
fbrward  to  her,  and  recommend  for  consideration,  a  petition  imploring 
liberty  of  conseience  for  the  reformers ;  and  thirdly,  that  they  might  be 
again  permitted  to  enter  Brüssels  in  a  body  to  present,  and  obtain  an 
answer  to,  these  petitions  in  person. 

But  although  so  positive  a  denial  had  been  returned  to  the  principal 
objects  set  forth  in  the  memoria!,  still,  in  accordance  with  the  wish  therein 
expressed,  Orange  and  Egmont  were  despatched  to  treat  with  them  at 
Duffelt  This,  however,  leading  to  no  result,  she  gathered  in  all  haste 
the  knights  and  governors  together  to  consult  with  them  on  the  subject, 
and  the  withdrawing  them  at  such  a  crisis  proved  fatal.  The  Iconoclasts 
spread  their  ravages  over  the  country ;  and  it  was  not  unnatural  the 
regent  should  suppose,  or  that  others  should  assure  her,  that  this  was 
only  the  prelude  to  further  acta  of  violeuce  by  which  the  confederates 
deeigned  to  wring  from  her  the  concessions  they  desired. 

The  duchess  would  not,  perhaps,  have  adopted  the  views,  or  credited 
the  assertions,  of  an  obseure  spy  like  Chievosa,  had  they  not  been  con- 
firmed,  almost  to  the  letter,  by  the  Count  of  Mansfeld,  one  of  her  most 
trusty  fxiends,  and  others  of  equal  weight  All  took  the  same  view  of 
the  late  disorders,  and,  like  Chievosa,  pointed  out  Count  Louis  of  Nassau 
as  the  mainspring  of  the  evil :  and  thus  convinced  of  his  truthfulness  in 
general  and  serious  matters,  so  artfully  did  he  blend  falsehood  with  truth, 
or,  at  least,  what  appeared  such,  that  the  princess  had  no  motive  for 
doubtin^  anvpart  of  his  Statements,  but,  on  tne  contrary,  every  reason  to 
confide  in  his  veracity. 

Althoueh  fisitigued  with  a  sleepless  night,  the  duchess  no  sooner 
received  the  omcial  reports  which  substantiated,  for  the  most  part,  the 
private  intelligence  she  had  received  from  Chievosa,  than  she  hastened  to 
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summon  the  Council.  Of  the  knights  of  the  Golden  Fleeoe  then  in 
Flanders,  two  alone  were  absent — the  Duke  of  Arschot  and  the  Count 
of  Meghen,  whose  motives  fbr  staying  away  were  never  made  very  etear. 

When  Margaret  of  Parma  entered  the  assembly,  many  a  curious  glance 
was  bent  upon  her  to  discover  if  her  woman's  spirit  quailed  before  the  more 
portentous  form  the  troubles  of  the  land  were  attuming ;  bat  no  trace  of 
weakness  could  be  detected  in  the  daughter  of  Charles  V.  Her  form 
was  erect,  her  step  truly  majestic,  and,  above  all,  there  was  a  nashing  in 
the  eye,  a  high  resolve  on  hp  and  brow,  that  told  suffieiently  that  the 
spirit  of  her  aneestry  was  roused  within  her.  There  was  one  being 
present  whose  keen  eye  no  sooner  lighted  upon  her  than  his  expanded 
brow  seemed  to  contract — whose  usuaUy  impassible  face  beoame  tlightly 
expressive,  if  we  may  so  say,  of  resistanee  j  it  was  a  mere  shada,  and 
might  have  passed  imnoticed  in  another,  bat  such  was  an  important  omen 
in  the  countenance  of  William  of  Nassau« 

The  regent  took  her  seat  doring  a  respeetfal  sUeoee,  which  she  was  the 
first  to  break.  Casting  a  quiek,  keen  look  around,  she  addressed  the 
Council  in  a  firm  voiee.  Her  speeeh  set  forth  the  reelings  that  opprsessd 
her,  and  artfolly  appealed  to  those  which  she  thought  most  likely  to  be 
roused  in  the  breasts  of  her  listeners ;  but  whatever  it«  merite,  though 
■hört  fbr  the  oecasion,  it  is  too  long  to  be  given  at  fall  in  a  work  of  tfew 
kind :  the  few  leading  observations  must  suffiee  to  give  a  geneml  impfet» 
aion  of  this  able  address,  whioh  eonseientious  history  has  preserved  to  na. 

" Behold,  messires,  to  what  condition  the  aflairs  of  Flanders  are  re- 
dnced,  and  that  by  the  crimes  of  how  few  individuell  I  Other  nataons, 
when  they  hear  of  these  eveuts,  will  despise  us,  and  posttmty  will  wonder 
at  your  disgrace  and  mine !  I  know  the  greater  portion  of  these  miseries 
are  laid  to  my  charge ;  it  is  the  misfortune  of  pnnoes  that  their  names 
are  stamped  by  the  calamities  of  their  reign.  Am  fbr  you,  my  tarda,  you 
have  perfbrmed  so  much  in  peace  and  in  war,  at  home  and  abroad,  that 
it  is  now  impossible  that  your  filme  should  be  tarnished  j  yet  the  gorern- 
ment  of  the  Low  Countnes  has  not  been  so  entirely  entrusted  to  me,  bat 
you,  too,  are  called  upon  to  participate  in  the  charge.  The  provinoes 
committed  to  your  care— the  oaths  by  which  you  bound  yonnelyes  when 
you  reoeived  the  order  of  the  Golden  Fleece— the  allegianee  you  owe  the 
king  as  subjects,  amon?  whom  you  rank  highest,  are  so  many  motires 
that  impose  upon  you  tihe  Obligation  of  maintaming  and  angmenting  the 
royal  authority.  And  yet,  in  these  provinoes,  even  in  your  very  pre- 
sence,  have  impious  and  sacrilegious  ruffians  despoiled  the  ehurofaes 
founded  by  the  piety  of  the  early  counts  of  Flanders,  and  so  often  en- 
riched  by  the  trophies  of  your  ancestors'  victories  and  your  own.  The 
tombs  of  your  race  have  been  violated ;  the  effigies  of  the  noblest  of  your 
order  have  been  broken ;  the  shields  of  your  houses  have  been  tont  down 
with  imptinity,  and  trampled  upon,  in  eontempt  of  them  and  of  your- 
selves !  I  will  not  dwell  upon  the  sufferings  of  the  Church  and  its  eer- 
vants,  but  will  ask  what  sort  of  men  have  raised  so  fearfol  a  storm  in  the 
Netherlands  ?  The  very  Iftwest  and  most  abjeet  of  the  people — rene- 
gadoes  to  their  foith,  made  bold  by  impunity,  but  very  cowards  when 
opposed !  A  handful  of  peasants,  arming  themselves  by  cnanee  at  Seelin, 
put  to  night  a  large  bod^  of  them  ;  and  no  later  than  yesterday,  did  not 
one  Single  man  sueeeed  m  turning  out  a  band  of  these  destroyers  from  a 
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chapel  mithin  our  very  walls?  Will  yo«,  theo,  suffar  theie  evils  to 
spread  further  ?  Will  jou  permit  that  the  Church,  the  State,  and  the 
public  peaoe,  be  destroyed  before  your  very  eyes,  and  thus  pave  tbe  way 
fer  a  foreigu  enemy  to  penetrate  into  tbe  very  heart  of  Flandern  ?  Some 
bave  even  dared  to  assert  that  many  among  you,  far  from  opposing,  have 
protected  and  furthered  these  disorders  ;  but  this,  I  doubt  not,  ifl  a  report 
aiffully  spread  by  seditious  men  to  impose  upon  others,  and  alarm  me 
by  the  array  of  so  many  great  names  into  a  compliance  with  their  unjust 
demands.  It  is  for  you,  messires,  to  consider  what  you  owe  to  your- 
selves.  As  for  me,  I  eolenmly  assure  you,  that  neither  threats  nor  fears 
•hall  ever  prevail  upon  me  to  mingle  the  new  falsehoods  of  the  heretics 
with  the  ancient  truths  of  the  Catholic  religion.  If  the  king  himself 
wäre  dispoted — as  we  all  know  he  is  not — to  grant  liberty  of  conscience 
to  the  Flemings,  I  would  that  very  instant  quit  Flanders,  rather  than 
minister  to  his  will ;  and  were  I  detained  in  this  country  by  violence  and 
by  foroe  of  arms — as  I  know  has  been  oontemplated — I  take  Heaven  to 
witness  I  would  suffer  myself  to  be  torn  limb  from  limb  rather  than 
eountenance  aught  contrary  to  the  Catholic  faith.  I  implore  you,  mes- 
sires, in  the  name  of  your  God,  your  king,  and  your  country,  to  exert 
yourselves  to  avert  the  many  misfortunes  that  threaten  this  land ;  and 
sinoe  gentleness  can  avail  in  nought  against  these  wioked  men,  who  be- 
lieve  themselves  to  be  supported  by  the  confederate  nobility,  let  us  have 
recourse  to  arms,  aocording  to  your  oft-repeated  promises,  a  measure 
whioh  we  ought  long  sinoe  to  have  adopted.  Let  us  speedily  triumph 
over  the  seditious,  that  the  king,  who  may  be  shortly  expected,  may  find 
on  Us  arrival  the  provinces  quieted  by  your  seal,  and  that  he  may  reward 
your  virtue  by  his  royal  Hberality,  as  he  will  assuredly  punish  the  guilty 
with  the  utmost  severity." 

Eloquent  as  was  this  harangue,  and  politic,  still  more  than  eloquent,  it 
did  not  produce  the  slightest  change  in  the  feelings  and  opinions  of  those 
there  assembled,  but  rather  confirmed  than  allayed  the  passions  of  each. 
True  it  is,  that  the  regent's  appeal  to  the  fealty  and  chivalrous  feeling 
of  the  knights  found  an  echo  in  the  breast  of  an  Egmont ;  that  her 
dwelling  adroitly  on  the  personal  insults  the  mob  had  cast  upon  their 
order,  excited  in  many  the  wannest  Indignation.  It  is  also  true  that, 
by  her  evasive  manner  of  touching  on  the  aufferings  of  the  priests,  she 
had  endeavoured  to  avoid  fatiguing  the  interest  of  the  mass  of  her 
Hsteners ;  true,  that  her  precaution  in  leaving  last  on  the  mind,  as  the 
substanee  of  her  address,  the  prospect  of  reward  or  punishment  at  the 
hands  of  the  king,  aocording  to  the  line  of  conduct  the  councillors  might 
be  pleased  to  pursue,  was  a  hint  not  lost  upon  those  who,  like  Barlay- 
monty  Aremberg,  and  Mansfeld,  conceived  themselves  certain  of  the 
former.  But,  at  the  aarne  time,  there  was  one  great  and  important  fact 
whkh  no  eloquence,  however  powerful,  cooid  set  aside.  Independently 
of  the  humanity  and  the  tolerance  alive  in  the  bosoms  of  many,  the  as- 
sembled noblemen  could  not  but  be  aware  that  their  personal  weal  or 
woe  depended  on  the  State  of  the  country.  It  was  easy  for  Margaret  of 
Parma,  whose  estates  lay  in  the  rar  south,  or  for  Ring  Philip,  who, 
should  he  lose  the  Netherlands,  retained  still  many  a  crown,  to  run  every 
risk,  and  push  matters  to  extremity.  But  not  quite  so  easy  for  the  no- 
büh^  of  the  Low  Countries  to  cast  their  all  on  one  die ;  for  they  feit 
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that,  ßhould  persecution  go  too  &r,  a  revolution  must  unavoidably  fol- 
low,  when  no  other  alternative  should  be  left  them  than  aiding  with  the 
people,  and  perhaps  falling  with  them,  or  clinging  to  the  monarch,  and 
receiving  a  reluctant,  scanty  charity  at  his  hands  in  a  foreign  land,  whilst 
their  Castles,  their  fbrtunes,  and  their  fame,  would  remain  a  prey  to  their 
indignant  countrymen. 

Many  reasons,  doubtless,  influenced  the  line  of  conduct  adopted  in  the 
sequel  by  the  Flemish  nobility  ;  but  this  conaideration  was,  perhaps,  the 
most  imperative,  as  certainly  it  was  uppermost  in  the  tboughts  and  ap- 
parent  in  the  suggestions  of  the  councillors  on  this  occasiou  ;  but  there 
was  one  whom  the  consciousness  of  being  both  hated  and  feared,  and 
a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  hollowness  of  all  promises  from  the  opposing 
quarter,  urged  to  speak  his  thoughts — perhaps  those  of  many  there  pre- 
sent — more  plainly  than  any  one  had  yet  ventured  to  do. 

"  Would  to  Heaven,"  said  the  Prince  of  Orange,  rising,  "  that  I  had 
been  listened  to  from  the  very  first.  Matters  would  never  thea  have  pro- 
eeeded  to  such  deplorable  lengths.  But  if  mj  voioe  be  not  now  heard, 
and  my  counsel  heeded,  the  end  of  these  disasters  has  not  yet  arrived. 
The  disturbers  of  public  peace  must  be  punished.  This  is  a  necessity  on 
which  public  peace  depends,  and  on  this  point  all  parties  will  agree.  But 
let  no  other  question  be  involved  with  that.  Prudence»  policy,  and  jus- 
tice alike  forbid  that  the  innocent  should  be  confounded  with  the  guüty. 
It  is  not,  moreover,  by  persecutions  that  the  progress  of  any  creed  was 
ever  checked.  The  crown  of  martyrdom  is  more  willingly  claimed  by 
human  nature  than,  considering  its  weakness,  we  might  be  disposed  to 
think.  Has  oppression  put  down  the  Jews  or  converted  them  ?  When 
the  emperors  of  the  Occident  were  threatened  in  their  very  empire  by  the 
Arians,  was  it  by  taking  away  life  that  they  combated  opinions  ?  Was 
it  even  by  imprisonment.  No ;  banishment  alone  was  resorted  to ;  and 
those  Arians  who  were  too  numerous  for  cities,  provinces — nay,  realms — 
to  contain,  were  gradually  lost  in  the  insignificance  to  which  a  wise 
policy  had  condemned  them.  It  is  neglect  that  destroys,  and  not  the 
sword.  To  conciliate  is  safer  than  to  irritate.  I  here  tender  an  offer  of 
my  Services ;  and,  if  they  be  accepted,  I  will  stretch  my  energies  to  the 
utmost  in  order  to  effect  the  former ;  the  latter  I  altogether  decline,  con- 
sidering  it  as  the  sealing  of  this  country's  ruin,  without  even  furthering 
the  interest  of  that  religion  in  whose  name  so  great  an  iniquity  would  be 
perpetrated." 

Egmont  next  rose.  "  None,"  he  said,  "  can  feel  more  indignant  than 
myself  at  the  outrages  that  base  churls  have  inflicted  upon  the  three 
thmgs  I  most  revere  and  honour — the  glory  of  my  God,  the  authority  of 
my  king,  and  the  honour  of  the  order  to  which  I  belong.  The  Icono- 
clasts  I  am  ready  to  punish  with  all  the  severity  of  a  just  resentment ;  but 
I,  like  the  Prince  of  Orange,  cannotconfound  the  heretics  with  such  mis- 
creants.  I  am  a  Christian  and  a  Fleming,  as  well  as  a  Catholic,  and  I 
never  will  consent  to  force  sixty  thousand  of  my  countrymen  into  the 
fiames  at  the  sword's  point" 

Egmont  spoke  with  a  warmth  and  fire  that  came  genuine  £rom  the 
heart.  All  bis  reasons  lay  there.  When  he  had  done  speaking,  swayed 
as  much  by  the  part  these  distinguished  nohlemen  had  taken  as  by  their 
own  opinions,  in  that  numerous  assembly  there  were  but  three  persons 
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who  did  not  echo  their  sentiments.  These  three  were  Aremberg,  Barlay- 
mont,  and  Mansfeld.  But  the  minority  was  too  complete.  The  regent 
was  obliged  to  yield,  at  least  for  the  time  being,  but  certainly  did  not 
give  up  her  fixed  determination  of  employing  force  of  arms  whenever  she 
could  or  dare. 

"  Messires,"  she  said,  having  listened  with  forced  composure  to  senti- 
ments so  diametrically  opposed  to  her  own,  "  since  you  think  that  war  is 
not  advisable,  what  would  you  recommend  ?  By  what  means  would  you 
put  a  stop  to  the  disasters  that  are  at  this  moment  overwhelming  us  ? 
Brüssels  may  be  next  attacked.  Have  we  the  means  of  resistance  ?— or 
shall  we  submit  to  the  ignominy  of  yielding  to  the  rabble  ?" 

Though  she  spoke  generally,  her  eyes  were  bent  on  Orange ;  nor  had 
she  to  wait  for  bis  reply. 

"  If  we  take  to  arms,  we  arouse  resistance  in  the  breasts  of  fifteen  thou- 
sand  heretics  in  this  city,  whom  we  have  not  the  means  to  subdue.  Nor 
can  we  expect  to  effect  anything,  so  long  as  general  mistrust  prevails 
throughout  all  classes.  Concessions  are  no  longer  a  matter  of  choice,  but 
of  necessity.  Until  the  Gueux  have  received  the  assurance  that  they 
demand — forgetfulness  of  the  past,  security  for  the  future,  under  your 
hand  and  seal — we  can  expect  their  co-operation  in  nothing ;  and  until 
the  heretics  be  allowed  the  free  exercise  of  their  religion,  they  cannot  but 
view  these  disorders  with  hope,  since  from  every  other  quarter  hope  is 
denied  them.  With  regard  to  the  city  of  Brüssels  and  your  own  person, 
what  can  your  highness  fear,  surrounded,  as  you  are,  by  the  nobles  of  this 
land,  who  would  perish  to  a  man  rather  than  härm  should  befal  you  ?" 

"  I  know  not  that,"  said  the  regent,  sternly.  "  How  can  I  trust  those 
who  could  and  yet  will  not  satisfy  me  on  such  important  points  ?  You 
refuse  to  fight  for  your  king  and  your  religion.  I  refuse  to  yield  to  the 
petty  interests  that  outweigh  them  in  your  bosoms." 

"Then,  madam,  you,  as  well  as  ourselves,  must  abide  Ihe  conse- 
quences!"  exclaimed  De  Hörn,  impetuously. 

"  I  shall  know  how  to  shield  my  person  from  outrage,"  said  the  regent, 
with  an  effort  to  appear  calm,  which  her  quivering  lip  and  flusning 
cheek  belied ;  "  and  if  Brüssels  no  longer  afford  me  a  place  of  safety — as 
seems  but  too  likely — I  will  depart  from  it  to  some  stronghold,  where  I 
need  not  fear  to  be  compelled  by  violence  to  submit  to  conditions  which 
are  equally  opposed  to  the  dictates  of  my  oonscience  and  my  duty  to  the 
king.     Nay,  I  will  not  much  longer  delay  that  measure  of  precaution." 

"  I  humbly  trust  your  highness  will  think  better  of  it,"  said  Orange. 
"  That  were  indeed  announcing  to  every  seditious  soul  in  the  country  that 
your  highness  had  given  up  your  aüthority  in  the  Netherlands  for  lost, 
and  the  capital  to  pillage." 

"  It  were  an  insult  offered  to  all  the  knights  of  the  order,"  added 
Egmont,  scarcely  able  to  control  his  indignation.  (<We  have  not  de- 
served  this  at  your  highness's  hands." 

"  It  were  proclaiming  us  guilty  to  the  king !"  exclaimed  De  Hörn. 
"  Madam,  we  can  never  suffer  it." 

Margaret  spoke  no  raore,  but  her  brow  was  gloomy ;  and  Orange  read 
her  secret  resolves  in  her  eyes.  Thus  concluded  this  memorable  Council, 
as  all  others  had  done  for  a  length  of  time,  widening,  instead  of  healing, 
the  breach  betwixt  the  regent  and  her  councülors. 
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Ab  Egmont  and  Casembrot  were  accompanying  the  Prinoe  of  Orange 
to  his  palace,  whither  Hörn  and  Hoogstraaten  were  also  adjourning,  the 
prince  obserred  to  the  count: 

"  If  the  regent  will  not  attend  to  onr  interests,  I,  fbr  one,  am  deter- 
mined  that  mine  shall  not  suffer  from  a  want  of  care." 

"  It  is  not  a  woman's  band,"  replied  Egmont»  "  that  should  be  at  the 
rudder  of  the  «täte  at  such  a  time." 

"  Yours  or  mine/'  said  the  prince,  with  a  peculiar  smile,  "  woold  cer- 
tainly  haye  held  it  firmer ;  but  we  must  compel  her  to  the  only  measures 
that  ought  to  be  adopted/' 

« I  do  not  like  the  task  of  opposing  a  woman,"  replied  Egmont ;  "  eren 
though  that  woman  be  Margaret  of  Parma/' 

"  I  will  show  you  such  reasons,"  said  William  of  Nassau,  "as  will 
enable  you  easily  to  orereome  that  reluctance." 

"  Easily,  I  doubt — though  none  can  better  persuade  than  you." 

u  As  for  me,"  exclaimed  De  Hörn,  " I  will  oppose  wbomsoerer  you 
please." 

Whilst  the  prince  turned  his  conrersation  into  lighter  Channels,  rather 
inconformity  to  the  place  and  the  moment  than  in  aceordance  with  bis 
own  thoughts,  Egmont  beckoned  Casembrot  to  his  aide. 

"  And  what  think  you,  my  trusty  inend,  of  the  regent's  speech  to- 
day?" 

"  Good,  but  not  conTincing,"  answered  Casembrot  "  Taking  it  fbr 
granted  that  the  Protestant«  had  broken  all  the  statues  of  stone  and  wood 
that  eyer  were  made,  in  revenge  fbr  the  thousands  and  thousands  of  beings 
of  warm  fleth  and  blood  who  have  been  as  uneeremoniously  lopped  off 
and  destroyed,  I  cannot  see  that  the  crime  would  be  so  greaL  Nor 
do  I  see  why  blood  should  be  demanded  fbr  a  little  mortar  and  paint 
But  inasmuch  as  I  am  sure  these  acta  were  committed  without  the  know- 
ledge  or  partkipation  of  either  Protestants  or  Gueux,  but  simply  by  a 
set  of  ragabonds  and  thieves,  the  disgrace  of  whose  proceedings  will  fall 
hearily  on  the  confederates,  and  probably  do  them  serious  härm,  I  do 
most  decidedly  opine  that  it  were  wholesome  to  make  an  example  and  a 
terror  of  tbem ;  fbr,  if  we  do  not  stop  them  in  time,  there  iß  no  telling 
what  general  misfbrtunes,  what  deserved  shame,  this  parttal  outrage  of  a 
few  may  draw  upon  the  whole  of  our  country.  I  am  now  streng  again, 
eager  to  take  upon  myself  some  active  duty,  and,  if  you  will  entrust  me, 
my  lord,  with  the  punishment  of  the  guilty  in  the  provinces  under  your 
control,  I  make  hold  to  say  I  will  perfbrm  my  part  in  a  manner  that  will 
redound  to  your  credit." 

"  You,  Casembrot !  Well,  I  will  not  quarrel  with  the  motires  that 
impei  you  to  aid  me  in  my  designs.  I  am  about  to  repair  in  all  haste  to 
my  gOTernment,  fully  determined  to  repress  the  progress  of  evil  as 
speedily  as  I  may.     Your  Services  in  that  respect  will  be  most  acceptable.w 

That  one  so  habitually  calm  and  mild  should  volunteer  on  such  serrioe, 
caused,  howerer,  not  the  slightest  surprise  in  the  count;  fbr,  in  tbosedays, 
whatever  the  natural  bent  of  raen's  dispositions,  the  lance  and  the  saddle 
were  familiär  to  all  who  had  the  slightest  daim  to  gentle  blood ;  nor  could 
he  feel  offended  at  the  freedom  with  which  he  put  forth  his  opinionsf  fbr 
he  had  frankly  opened  himself  to  him  on  that  subjeot  befbre,  declaring 
himself  a  Gueuz  and  a  Protestant,  unwilling  alike  to  yield  or  suppress 
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hu  opinions,  bat  ready  to  claim  his  dismissal  should  they  prove  offensive. 
This  plaoed  the  count  in  a  dilemcna  ;  but  Egmont,  who  knew  that  his 
secretary  would  gladly  shed  the  last  drop  of  hU  blood  for  him,  could  not 
bring  himself  to  lose  his  friend  for  naere  varianoe  of  opinion,  and  he 
resolved  to  overlook  all  such  difierences,  and  to  remember  only  the  old, 
tried  attachment  that  existed  between  them,  They  disoussed,  therefore, 
in  the  most  cordial  manner,  their  immediate  departure  for  Breda,  and 
their  forther  movement!,  until  they  reached  the  palaoe  of  Orange,  where, 
with  his  eustomary  grace,  the  prinee  detained  them  to  a  splendid  meal, 
which,  however,  soon  carae  to  an  abrupt  cloae ;  fresh  summons  from  the 
regeot  calling  away  the  prineipal  partakers  of  it  to  her  palace,  whilst  the 
minor  personages,  like  Casembrot»  lingered  about  its  oourts  in  anzious 
expectation  of  the  result. 

Weary  in  mind  and  body,  Margaret  of  Parma  had  retired  to  her  apart- 
ment,  even  more  depressed  and  iU  than  the  day  before  i  bat  the  rest  she 
here  hoped  to  enjoy  was  denied  her.  The  numerous  spies  she  employed 
—and  Margaret's  System  was  entirely  based  on  such  means — by  whom 
she  was  more  frequently  misled  than  enlightened,  who  drained  the  re- 
sources  of  her  limited  nnanoes  withont  returning  any  adequate  Services, 
and  brought  upon  her  additional  and  often  imaginary  apprehensions, 
causing  her  to  mistrust  those  who  might  have  been  her  staunchest  aap* 
porters  as  well  as  wisest  advisers,  made  her  feel  on  that  day  all  the 
inoonveniences  and  evil  results  attendant  upon  this  miserable  System. 
She  was  inundated  with  the  written  Statements  and  personal  applications 
of  beings  of  that  sort,  confirraiog  and  elaborating  the  facto  Chievosa  had 
merely  hinted  at  on  the  previous  day  ;  namely,  that  the  confederates,  in 
league  with  the  Iconoclasts,  desigoed  to  sack  Brüssels  that  very  night, 
make  herseif  and  her  partisans  prisoners,  murder  all  the  priests,  and  force 
her  to  subscribe  all  their  conditions. 

The  fallacy  of  so  crooked  a  polioy  was  indeed  fully  displayed,  when 
she  could  believe  guilty  of  such  dastardly  proeeedings  men  such  as  the 
Prinee  of  Orange,  the  counts  of  Egmont,  Hörn,  and  Hoogstraaten,  who 
were  formally  denounced  by  her  cohort  of  spies  as  being  the  contriven 
of  this  plot.  It  is  extraordinary  that  the  idea  should  never  have  ocourred 
to  her  that  these  agents,  in  pursuanoe  of  their  own  paltry  motives,  were 
more  likely  to  play  on  her  credulity  than  men  who,  Hke  those  very  lords, 
&irly  and  openly  oppoaeJ  her. 

rSstracted  with  these  fresh  alarms,  the  duchess  was  compelled  to  call 
to  her  side  these  very  men — Orange,  De  Hörn,  and  Egmont — whom  she 
so  much  distrusted  and  dreaded,  and  commanded  them  to  escort  her  im- 
mediately  to  sonne  stronghold,  where  alone  she  coneeived  she  might  abide 
in  safety.  Had  womanish  timidity  dietated  this  demand,  possibly  it 
might  have  been  met  with  sympathy  5  but  arising  as  it  did  from  the  de* 
termination  of  Margaret  to  withdraw  herseif  from  the  vicinity  of  those 
who  might,  in  her  present  positioo,  exaet  desirable  ooncessions  from  her, 
the  prinee  and  his  companions  would  not  hear  of  it,  and  persisted  in 
their  representations  of  the  morning.  Vain  the  arguments  and  entreaties 
on  either  side ;  both  unflinchingly  adhered  to  their  resolutions,  when  the 
matter  was  brought  to  an  issue  by  the  people  themselves. 

The  rumour  of  Margaretes  intentions  had  taken  win^,  and  the  burghers, 
sJarmed  for  the  safety  of  the  town  and  their  own,  which  the  departure  of 
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the  duchess  would  so  cruelly  endanger,  closed  the  gates,  and  declared 
they  would  not  suffer  her  to  pass.  Thus  foroed  by  circumstances,  the 
princess  yielded  ;  and  naming  the  Count  Ernest  of  Mansfeld  govemor  of 
the  town  in  this  emergency,  agreed  to  remain.  The  Prince  of  Orange 
and  the  counts  of  Hörn  and  Egmont  did  their  best  to  comfort  her,  not 
only  by  assuring  her  that  they  were  positive  they  could  keep  order  in  the 
town,  and  never  would,  on  any  consideration,  permit  the  Iconoclasts  to 
enter  any  place  in  which  they  were,  but  also  by  procuring  for  her  a 
solemn  assurance  from  the  inhabitants  of  Brüssels  that  they  would  exert 
themselves  to  the  uttennost  to  avert  the  dangers  they  dreaded  as  mach 
as  she  did.  But  they  would  not  consent  to  leave  her  before  they  had 
obtained  what  alone  they  knew  could  save  the  country  at  this  crisis — the 
concessions  demanded  by  the  Gueux. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  the  noblemen  retired,  when  Margaret,  ezhausted 
as  she  was,  sat  down  to  write  to  her  brother  a  long  letter,  wherein  the 
following  words  commemorated  at  once  the  anger  of  the  moment  to 
which  she  yielded  with  feminine  irritability,  and  her  utter  raistrust  of, 
and  resentment  against,  her  councillors : 

"  And  thus  having  explained  to  you,  sire,  how  these  concessions  were 
wrung  from  me  by  constraint  and  violence,  it  only  remains  for  me  to 
point  out  to  your  majesty  that  they  were  given  in  my  name,  not  yours. 
Had  I  not  even  taken  this  precaution — had  I  signed  them  in  your  name — 
still  would  you  not  be  bound  to  fulfil  them.  The  Prince  of  Orange,  and 
the  Counts  of  Egmont  and  Hörn,  have  acted  like  false  traitors,  and  have 
betrayed  me  and  the  holy  cause  of  our  religion !  It  ifl  they  who  are  the 
cause  of  all  these  evils !  I  supplicate  and  implore  your  majesty,  by  your 
passion  for  the  Catholic  faith,  to  come  speedily  into  this  country,  or  to 
send  a  large  army  of  Spaniards,  as  the  only  means  of  saving  and  avenging 
our  outraged  religion." 

How  unlike,  as  she  poured  over  these  words  of  fatal  import,  with 
aching  brow,  sinking  spirit,  and  vengeful  heart,  was  Margaret  of  Parma 
to  her  predecessor,  when  she  too,  addressing  a  monarch  and  a  brother, 
with  peace  in  her  gentle  breast,  and  eloquence  on  her  Ups,  pressed  upon 
him  a  mild  and  a  wise  counsel,  and  on  bent  knee  implored  tolerance  and 
mercy.  And  when  the  boon  was  granted,  and  she  returned  to  her  home 
with  the  proud  consciousness  of  having  saved  his  country,  how  difierent 
must  have  been  her  feelings  to  those  of  her  successor,  when  she  also 
obtained  the  fruits  of  her  prayer,  and  reaped  the  bloody  harvest  of  the 
seed  she  had  sown.  How  little,  in  that  hour,  did  she  remember  the 
pleading  of  that  aunt  for  the  country  she  had  loved  so  well ! 

The  letter  was  despatched.  The  duchess  granted  all  that  was  requested 
—even  yielded  to  the  entreaties  of  the  magistrates  of  Antwerp,  and  sent 
back  the  Prince  of  Orange  among  them,  whom  they  somewhat  impera- 
tively  demanded.  She  did  not  again  attempt  to  leave  Brüssels,  nor  did 
the  Iconoclasts  enter  it ;  the  peace  of  the  town  was  in  no  way  disturbed, 
and  the  knights  of  the  Golden  Fleece  in  due  time  repaired  to  their  pro- 
vinces,  where  their  presence  was  much  needed. 
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▲  VISION. 

Wrapped  in  my  cloak,  and  comfortably  established  in  ihe  corner  of 
one  of  the  deck  benches,  I  dozed  off  to  sleep  as  the  Vwid  steamed  out  of 
the  smo\>th  water  of  Dover  harbour,  and  bounded  witb  a  great  leap,  like 
that  of  a  frightened  horse,  over  tbe  bar  into  the  roaring  and  tumbling 
waves.  A  heavy  sea  dealt  her  a  blow  on  the  starboard-bow  as  ßhe 
emerged  from  the  basin,  that  made  her  reel  and  quiver  through  every 
beam  and  plank,  each  fibre  of  her  stout  frame  cracking  and  creaking  at  the 
rüde assault;  while  the glasses and bottles  in  the  Stewards  cabin  performed 
a  jig  of  more  than  Hibernian  liveliness  to  their  own  jangling  rausic,  and 
the  vessel's  sides  strained,  and  bulged,  and  bent,  as  if  gifted  with  india- 
rubber  elasticity. 

Bat  the  good  steamer  righted  and  pressed  on  gallantly,  cleaving  through 
the  dark  masses  of  angry  water  as  a  champion  of  the  arena  might  have 
cut  his  way  through  a  crowd  of  ordinary  gladiators  in  the  bloody  days  of 
the  Roman  sports.  Now  and  then,  perhaps,  as  countless  buffets  feil  on 
her  patient  flanks,  she  staggered  beneath  souie  more  tbundering  shock ; 
but  the  check  was  only  momentary ;  the  brave  craft  shook  aloft  her  spray  - 
pearled  bowsprit,  like  the  dripping  mane  of  a  wild  steed,  and  bounded 
fbrward.  Meanwhile,  the  steward — the  Consoler,  Adviser,  and  Phy sician  of 
the  victims  of  the  maladie  de  mer,  the  serene,  fat,  curly -haired  Mentor 
of  the  steam-packet — was  as  busy  as  a  stormy  petrel  when  the  waves  wear 
snowy  crests,  or,  according  to  the  nautical  proverb,  as  Apollyon  himself 
during  the  prevalence  of  a  gale  of  wind.  Up  and  down  the  companion  he 
scampered,  carrying  hard  biscuits,  glasses  of  cold  brandy-and-water — in 
the  compositum  of  which  Mynheer  van  Dunk's  recipe  was  reversed — 
"  thimblefub"  of  pure  spirit  in  wine-glasses,  and  other  populär  remedies 
for  his  patients  in  the  early  stages  of  sea-sickness,  togetner  with  small 
basins  for  the  utterly  despairing  and  irrevocably  doomed. 

Several  unhappy  ladies,  with  sea-green  complezions  and  inarticulate 
voices,  occupied  the  sofas  of  the  smaller  cabin  below,  regardless  of  crushed 
hair,  battered  bonnets,  and  tumbled  dresses — reckless  even  of  their  per- 
sonal appearance — in  the  last  stage  of  degradation  and  self-abasement. 
One  or  two  bundles  lying  on  tbe  deck,  pillowed  on  carpet-bags  and 
cashions,  muffled  in  multifarious  shawls  and  cloaks,  and  groaning  at  in- 
tervals,  were  supposed  to  be  ladies  too. 

The  great  saloon  had  its  party  of  masculine  valetudinarians,  the  number 
occasionally  augmented  by  the  spectral  appearance  at  the  open  cabin- 
door  of  a  vague-looking  gentleman,  with  his  hat  pushed  up  insanely  from 
his  forehead,  and  u  no  speculation  in  his  eyes,"  who  would  rush  violently 
across  the  heaving  floor,  staggering  like  an  inexperienced  skater  on  the 
ice.  fall  heavily  prostrate  on  a  sofa,  utter  a  smothered  shriek  for  the  towel- 
bearing  familiär,  and  resign  himself  to  his  fate. 

Several  Britons  and  one  Gaul,  "bearded  like  the  pard"  or  a  Jew 
clothesman,  and  wrapped  in  a  huge-hooded  caban,  lay  on  deck  among 
piles  of  camp-stools  and  coils  of  cables.  One  young  gentleman  sat  up- 
right  on  the  bench  by  the  bulwark,  the  leeward  side,  by-the-by,  dressed 
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in  a  rough  blue  piiot  coat,  a  narrow-brimmed,  low-crowned  oilakin  hat, 
and  anchor  buttons  on  his  waistcoat.  He  had  given  himself  piratical  and 
sea-roving  airs  in  Dover  harbour  before  tbe  bell  rang  and  tbe  boat  sailed, 
but  he  looked  sad  and  woe-begone  enough  now,  as  far  as  I  could  judge  by 
the  glimpse  of  his  half-averted  face.  He  was  not  unlike  a  Byronic  cor- 
gair,  and  might,  perhaps,  have  been  pining  for  Medora,  or  regretting  some 
hairbrained  exploit  of  his  romantic  life,  or  he  might  have  been  unwell : 
a  Minerva  Press  young  lady  would  hold  the  former  belief;  I  incline  to 
the  latter.  I  was  not  sick  myself ;  I  never  am ;  I  am  an  old  voyager  by 
land  and  sea.  I  served  my  apprenticeship  to  Neptune  long  ago,  and  am 
out  of  my  indentures  and  free  of  the  ocean.  So  I  sat  still  and  watehed 
the  miseries  of  the  other  passengers,  until  I  grew  tired  of  the  sight,  and 
with  closed  eyes  sat  musing  about  the  French  invasion,  which  our  Cas- 
Sandras  are  busily  prophesying,  and  on  aocount  of  the  prospect  of  which 
the  papers,  like  dying  swans,  are  singing  the  dirge  of  national  prosperity 
and  independence,  until  I  feil  gradually  into  a  species  of  trance,  hoshed 
by  the  rüde  lullaby  of  the  waves.  And  my  spirit  spread  out  its  wings 
and  flew  away  across  the  boiüng  sea  to  Dreamland,  and  I  saw  stränge 
things.  I  stood,  viewless  but  seeing,  impalpable,  intangible,  yet  present, 
on  the  sea-shore  of  England. 

Before  me  was  the  estuary  of  a  large  river,  now  filled  with  water,  and 
forming  a  capacious  harbour,  in  which  lay  many  long,  black,  snake-like 
steamers,  with  guns  grinning  from  their  port-holes,  while  farther  out  at 
sea  rode  many  stately  ships  of  war  and  a  crowd  of  smaller  vessels.  And 
from  peak  and  gaff  streamed  broad  flags  of  three  bright  colours,  flaring 
gaudity  in  the  sunshine ;  while  I  saw  many  large  boats,  one  line  afiter 
another,  pulling  fast  to  land  with  their  long  oars  flashing  like  the  wings 
of  a  seafowl  as  they  came  on.  Then,  as  they  approached,  I  saw  that  each 
boat  was  filled  with  armed  men,  and  horses,  and  cannons,  and  other 
munitions  of  war,  and  from  the  bow  of  each  boat  streamed  forth  a  pennon 
of  three  colours,  on  which  was  the  figure  of  a  bird,  and  that  bird  was  an 
eagle. 

And  I  looked  upon  the  shore,  and  I  saw  it  was  covered  with  people, 
some  of  them  with  arms  in  their  hands,  but  none  of  them  soldiers,  as  well 
as  some  horsemen,  in  uniform,  and  drawn  up  in  battle  array ;  but  they 
were  not  soldiers  any  more  than  those  who  ran  about  with  fowling-pieces 
and  rifles  in  their  hands,  and  who  seemed  to  have  no  leaders  to  rally  round. 
I  looked  up  to  the  red  clayey  cliffs  peculiar  to  that  part  of  the  coast,  and 
saw  a  great  black  smoke  rising  up  into  the  air,  for  the  beacon-fire  had 
been  kindled  to  spread  the  alarm  over  kill  and  dale,  and  to  warn  the  dis- 
tant  towns  of  the  Coming  danger.  In  the  town  there  was  confusion  and 
dismav,  a  doleful  sound  of  women's  screams,  and  a  hurried,  fearful  peal  of 
the  church  bells,  rung  by  hasty  hands,  and  crowds  running  here  and 
there  like  frightened  sheep.  It  was  as  when  the  Danes  used  to  row  ashore 
on  this  coast  in  long-gone  times,  with  the  terrible  raven  Standard  flapping 
over  their  boats,  and  thirsting  for  blood  and  pillage.  The  only  difference 
was,  that  instead  of  a  raven  there  came  an  eagle  with  the  Spoilers  and 
slayers.  And  now  the  boats  came  nearer,  the  Towers  straining  at  their 
oars  tili  the  tough  ash  staves  bent  like  wands,  and  the  soldiers  shouting  and 
huzzaing,  not  with  a  regulär  cheer,  but  a  savage  and  wild  halloo,  that 
echoed  among  the  rocks  and  cliffs  like  the  howl  of  hungry  wolves. 
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And  then  all  the  people  on  the  beach  who  had  arms  levelled  them, 
and  fired  on  the  Ifcats.  And  as  they  did  so  a  bügle  sounded,  and  a 
sharp  crackling  firo  of  musketry  blazed  forth  from  tbe  launches  and 
cuttera,  while  their  bow-guns  threw  showers  of  grape  in  a  deadly  rain 
athore,  that  förced  the  defenders  to  fall  back.  And  instant!  y  flashes  of 
flame  and  jets  of  smoke  bunt  from  the  menacing  flanks  of  the  great 
hlack  steamers,  and  the  cliffs  shook  with  the  awful  roar  of  the  artillery, 
while  the  heavy  shot  Struck  aroong  the  roofs  of  the  town,  and  shattered 
many  buildings.  Still  the  shouting  and  firing  went  on  under  the 
canopy  of  dense  smoke  that  hid  the  sea,  until  the  boats  reached  the 
shore,  and  the  armed  men  sprang  out  up  to  their  waists  in  water,  and 
hastened  to  form,  rank  by  rank,  upon  the  beach.  And  the  horses  and 
cannon  were  quickly  landed  too ;  after  which  the  boats  went  back  to  the 
ships  to  fetch  more  soldiers.  Still  the  defenders  of  the  beach  stood 
bravely,  and  fired  many  times  upon  the  enemy.  But  the  horses  had 
now  been  got  ashore,  and  the  troopers  mounted,  and  some  of  them,  with 
long  spears  ornamented  with  little  fluttering  red  flags,  and  others  in 
bright  polished  breastplates  and  with  long  swords,  straight  and  heavy, 
and  horse-tail  crests  Streaming  from  their  helmets  over  their  steel 
arraour,  rode  to  attack  the  defenders,  who  were  not  soldiers,  but  peaceful 
people,  whose  trade  was  not  battle.  At  the  same  time  the  infantry 
marched  grimly  up  the  shore  in  a  compact  column,  their  bayonets  and 
shakos  güttering  as  they  came  on.  They  halted,  and  fired  a  murderous 
volley,  and  then  rushed  to  charge  their  opponents  with  the  bayonet.  The 
natives  were  as  brave  as  their  enemies,  but  they  were  fewer,  worse 
armed,  and  untrained.  They  were  broken,  routed,  and  put  to  flight* 
In  an  instant  more  the  terrible  cavalry  were  among  them,  hewing,  slash- 
ing,  and  striking  with  their  long  swords,  tramplinff  them  and  crushing 
them  down  beneath  the  iron  hoofs  of  their  heavy  horses,  piercing  them 
through  and  nailing  them  to  the  earth  with  their  sharp  lances.  Turn 
where  they  would  in  their  flight,  the  hoarse  shouts  of  the  savage  troopers 
rang  in  tneir  ears,  the  fierce  horsemen  were  inextricably  mingled  with 
them,  slaying  and  bearing  to  earth  on  all  sides,  while  such  as  escaped 
being  speared  or  sabred  by  the  cavalry,  and  fled  up  the  crags  and  chffs, 
were  frequently  shot  down  by  the  skilful  marksmen  below  with  their 
unerring  rifles. 

All  this  time  fresh  boat-loads  of  warriors  were  rapidly  rowed  to  shore, 
and  quickly  rorming  on  the  shingle  belt  that  lined  the  water,  advanced 
up  the  beach  and  poured  into  the  town,  where  the  horsemen  had 
atready  entered,  pressing  fiercely  upon  the  track  of  the  hunted  fugitives. 
And  soon  the  sound  of  firing  ceased,  and  the  tocsin  clamoured  no  more, 
but  shrieks,  and  dies,  and  agonised  wailings  rose  up  to  the  clear  blue 
heaven  overhead,  and  were  mingled  with  horrid  shouts  and  fiendish 
yells,  and  bursts  of  demon  laughter.  By  the  time  the  whole  of  the 
mighty  army  was  landed  the  screams  and  cries  were  fewer  and  less 
frequent,  the  plunder  that  was  most  portable  was  borne  away  from  the 
saeked  houses  and  pillaged  shops,  and  soon  from  roof,  and  door,  and 
window-lattke,  borst  a  thousand  hissing  and  forked  tongues  of  ruddy 
flame. 

By  the  hellish  light  of  the  lurid  conflagration  the  great  army  of  the 
invader  formed  in  marching  order,  and,  exulting  and  triumphant  with 
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victory  and  rapioe,  poured  its  vast  columns  along  the  road  that  led  to 
the  capital.  I  saw  them  sweep  along,  rank  upon  rank,  squadron  upon 
squadron,  battery  upon  battery,  in  all  the  pride  and  panoply  of  war, 
their  trumpets  nnging  with  a  haughty  paean  of  defiance  and  martial 
spirit,  their  banners  fluttering,  their  eagles  displayed  above  the  forests 
of  bayonets  and  spears,  their  steel-clad  squadrons  trampling  iosolently 
over  the  land — that  land  whose  children  for  six  hundred  years  had  never, 
like  the  Spartang,  seen  the  smoke  of  an  enemy's  fire.  And  as  I  tumed 
sadly  to  the  ruined  town,  where  the  fire  had  changed  to  sullenly  smoulder- 
ing  embers,  I  saw  there  a  few  wretched  woxnen  and  children  sitting 
among  the  glowing  ashes  of  their  once  peaceral  homes,  some  wailing  in 
a  low,  sad,  heart-broken  tone,  some  happier  in  the  Stupor  of  despair. 
And  the  voices  of  sorrowing  mothers  were  heard,  like  that  of  Kachel, 
refusing  to  be  comforted.  Only  a  few  of  the  soldiers  remained  behind : 
they  were  sappers,  and  were  placing  barreis  of  powder  in  the  vaults  of 
the  church,  the  only  building  untouched,  and  which  was  to  be  blown  up 
lest  it  should  prove  a  fortress  to  any  guerilla  bands  the  natives  might 
form.  And  I  saw  the  train  laid,  and  the  soldiers  retire,  all  save  the  one 
who  held  the  burning  match  in  his  hand.  He  stooped  and  applied  to 
the  powder  the  unlighted  end  of  the  match,  and  instanüy  hastened  after 
his  retreating  comrades.  A  pause  of  a  few  brief  seconds,  and  then  a 
crackle,  a  bright  flash,  an  earthquake  trembling  of  the  solid  ground,  an 
awful  and  hoarse  roar  that  checked  the  affrighted  sea  and  drove  it  back, 
hurling  huge  masses  of  masonry  high  in  air,  and  toppling  down  loose 
raasses  of  the  red  ciiff,  like  falling  giants.  I  feit  stunned  and  dizzy  at 
that  fearful  sound,  and  as  it  echoed,  a  rough  hand  shook  my  arm,  and  a 
voice  sounded  in  my  ear,  "  A  quel  h6tel  monsieur  descend-t-il  T  and  a 
moment  after,  as  I  etared  at  the  man,  a  police  agent,  in  a  glazed  hat,  said, 
"  Zat  hotel  shall  you  lodge  at,  sare  ?"  Half  unconsciously  I  murmured 
a  name,  and  immediately  my  interrogator,  pushing  me  upon  the  ladder 
of  communication  with  the  shore,  cried,  in  a  shrill  voice,  "  Hotel  Quil- 
lacq,  commissionaire !"  And  forthwith  a  stout,  jolly-looking  man,  in 
a  cloak  and  a  cap,  stepped  up  to  the  top  of  the  ladder  to  touch  his 
casquette  and  welcome  me,  and  to  request  xne  to  have  the  complaisance 
to  give  him  my  passport  and  follow  htm.  I  did  mechanically  follow 
him  to  a  sort  of  crazy  dwarf  omnibus,  in  which  I  was  rattled  off  along 
the  pear-shaped  paving  to  Quillacq's,  where  a  comfortable  room,  a 
blazing  fire,  and  an  excellent  dinner  (the  soup  in  Calais  is  the  hottest 
and  best-flavoured  on  the  Continent),  gave  me  some  idea  that  I  was  in 
the  material  world,  which  the  sight  of  my  old  friends,  Jacques  and 
Alphonse,  the  waiters,  and  above  all,  poor  old  Marie,  the  chambermaid, 
with  her  tempting  box  of  soap,  perfumery,  brushes,  and  eau  de  Cologne, 
confirmed  it  Moreover,  the  sight  of  so  many  smiling  and  cbeerful 
faces,  and  the  absence  of  any  cut-throat  tendencies  on  the  part  of  the 
French  that  I  saw,  made  me  sure  that  no  invasion  will  take  place  if  the 
people  of  Boulogne  and  Calais  can  prevent  it ;  and  yet  I  would  recom- 
mend  my  countrymen  to  remember  that  prevention  is  better  than  eure, 
and  to  guard  themselves  from  a  practical  enaetment  of  my  Dream. 
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THE  CHBONICLE  OF  BARON  VON  GOBBLE. 

BT  BSNTHAM  FONBLAHQTJX. 

In  Germany,  some  years  ago,  there  lireda  baron — of  course  in  a  Castle 
— close  by  the  river  Rbine.  All  the  oountry  near  the  baron's  Castle  was 
cultivated  like  a  garden,  producing  most  abundant  crops,  Alling  hia  barns 
with  com  and  his  pockets  with  money.  This  baron's  name  was  "  Baron  von 
Gobble  ;''  he  possessed  a  wife  and  a  daughter,  the  former  not  ugly,  but 
not  very  pretty,  but  the  latter — oh!  ray  Muse  help  me,  I  pray,  to  paintin 
colours  true  enough  her  charms.  O  ye  little  stars,  for  ever  twinkling, 
what  are  ye  to  her  eyes !  do  they  not  eclipse  ye  as  the  proud  wax-candle 
doth  the  humble  rushlight !  Her  hair,  fair  and  gilded,  like  the  bright 
sun — but  ah,  if  I  allow  myself  to  go  od,  I  shall  never  stop — let  my  reader's 
imagination  fill  up  the  rest,  when  I  teil  her  or  him  that  she  was  every- 
thing  that  the  daughter  of  a  baron,  who  could  count  his  ancestors  back 
to  the  time  when  they  ran  about  naked,  squabbling  with  the  Romans, 
some  time  before  the  Christian  era,  ought  to  be. 

At  the  time  we  are  speaking  of, 

Sixteen  blue  summers  shone  in  Gertrude's  eyes ; 

she  as  merry  as  a  lark,  and  as  happy  as  the  bright  pure  air,  the  rieh 
estate,  and  her  pretty  face  and  kind  little  heart  could  make  her.  But 
her  foolish  papa  nad,  as  she  considered — and  therefore,  of  course,  we  do 
— very  odd  notions  about  matrimony,  and  he  acted  aecordingly. 

There  was,  be  it  known,  at  some  distance  from  the  baron's  castle, 
another  castle,  the  owner  of  which  was  Baron  von  Geltzehr.  This  baron 
was  a  rieh  man,  and  he  had  a  poor  relation  in  a  half-cousin  who  lived 
hard  by  in  another  castle.  His  name  was  Conrad  Neingelt ;  this  poor 
relation'was  exactly  the  opposite  to  the  rieh  Baron  Geltzehr.  First,  he  was 
poor,  very  poor ;  he  had  hard  walls  to  his  castle,  and  hard  fare  on  his 
table,  but  hard  wäre  on  his  walls  to  make  his  enemies  beware.  Secondly, 
he  was  handsome ;  the  other  was  ugliness  personified,  having  long  red  hair, 
an  immense  beard,  a  greasy  face,  garnished  with  innumerable  pimples,  and 
teeth  as  black  as  charcoal ;  in  fact,  his  cousin  might  have  exclaimed  with 

the  poet, 

Your  beauty  to  describe  I  am  not  able ; 
Tour  face  is  like  a  greasy  kitchen-table ; 
Tour  eyes  like  bullets  stuck  in  clay  ; 
Your  teeth  like  charcoal,  and  your  hair  like  hay. 

Thirdly,  he  was  a  coward  ("  faint  heart  ne'er  won  fair  lady"),  and  as  in- 
hospitable  and  stingy  a  man  as  ever  dwelt  in  a  castle. 

The  two  cousins  had  been  schoolfellows,  and  the  little  baron  had  been 
aecnstomed  to  reeeive  sundry  thrashings  from  Conrad  for  his  stinginess, 
meanness,  and  general  scampishness,  which  qualities  he  evinced  at  a  very 
tender  age.  When  little  Baron  Geltzehr,  for  instance,  possessed  tarts  or 
bulls' -eyes,  he  would  consume  them  in  solitude,  and  never  a  taste  did  the 
other  little  Germans  get,  not  even  his  German  cousin,  Conrad.  When 
marbles  were  missing,  the  baron's  pockets  were  immediately  searched,  they 
generally  being  receptacles  for  stolen  goods.  The  baron  and  Conrad 
were  both  nearly  of  the  same  age,  and  exactly  of  the  same  height,  and 
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were,  as  I  before  hinted,  as  different  in  nature  as  June  and  November. 
They  were  never  friends ;  the  baron  looking  down  on  his  poorer  cousin, 
and  the  poorer  cousin  looking'  down  on  tbe  baron  in  return  ;  the  conse- 
quence  was,  that  when  nianhood  surprised  them  they  were  sworn  enemies, 
and  never  did  they  meet  without  some  unpleasant  proceedings  being  the 
consequence. 

It  seems  to  me,  that  poor  people  (at  least  in  novels)  generally  have 
the  preference  in  love  affairs,  are  much  handsomer  than  the  rest  01  man- 
kind,  are  paragons  of  amiability  and  generosity,  and,  in  short,  of  every 
virtue.  Now,  if  this  history  were  fictitious,  and  if  I  could  have  my  own 
way,  I  should  make  the  poor  relation  the  more  unlucky  suitor,  as  I  am 
sacüy  äfraid  he  would  have  been  in  these  matter-of-fact  times,  and  the 
richer  suitor  the  more  lucky  one,  in  which  I  think  most  will  agree  I  am 
right ;  but,  as  it  is,  I  must  strictly  adhere  to  the  original,  and  relate  this 
eventful  history  without  any  alterations. 

Baron  von  Gobble,  the  father  of  our  sweet  heroine,  had  made  arrange- 
ments  to  marry  her  to  the  Ugly  Baron,  for  so  let  us  call  him,  German 
names  are  so  disagreeable  to  pronounce.  Now  Gertrude,  for  that  was  her 
narae,  did  not  in  any  way  admire  or  respect  Baron  Ugly,  nor  did  she  ap- 
prove  of  him  as  her  husband  elect ;  but  mamma  and  papa  were  inexorable, 
and  the  wedding  was  to  take  place  in  six  months. 

The  Ugly  Baron  called  often,  to  try  to  initiate  himself  into  the  good 
graces  of  his  intended ;  but  though  his  hair  was  nicely  anointed  with  costly 
nard,  though  beard  was  thick,  and  moustache  trim,  no  Impression,  save 
one  of  disgust,  could  he  make  upon  the  fair  Gertrude's  heart ;  and  be  not 
shocked,  gentle  reader,  when  I  teil  you  that  he  had  his  ears  boxed  more 
than  once  for  attempting  to  kiss  the  ruby  lips  of  the  angry  fair  one.  She 
detested  the  baron,  and  though  she  would  scarcely  own  it  to  herseif,  she 
was  deep  in  love  with  one  she  thought  much  more  worthy  of  her  affec- 
tions. 

On  a  sultry  day  in  warm-hearted  July,  when  the  birds,  stuffed  with  the 
dainties  she  has  brought  forth,  are  too  lazy  to  fly,  but  sit  singing  their 
thanks  "  in  a  pleasant  shade  ;"  when  the  cattle,  undisturbed,  save  Dy  the 
hated  fly,  chew  their  cud  and  doze  ;  when  nobody  but  Irish  beggars — 
who  wear  opera  hats  without  tops,  and  dress-coats  and  trousers  of  an  old 
but  ventilating  appearance — look  comfortable,  and  the  sweet  hay  scents 
the  sluggish  air — sweet  is  it,  reclining  on  a  tuft  of  yet  untoasted  grass,  to 
consume,  with  as  little  trouble  as  possible,  as  much  fruit  as  the  hand  can 
be  laid  upon.  So  thought  Baron  Gobble,  no  doubt,  as  he  sat  on  his  lawn, 
and  as  pear  after  pear  and  grape  after  grape  disappeared.  By  his  side 
sat  his  daughter,  but  no  grape  so  plump  and  sweet,  no  pear  so  luscious  and 
mellow,  would  she  taste ;  wrathful  waxed  the  baron  when,  after  pressing 
his  daughter  to  press  a  grape  or  a  pear  between  her  teeth,  she  refused ! 

"  What  is  the  reason,"  demanded  he,  "  that  you  choose,  minx,  thus  to 
behave  to  your  father  after  all  that  he  has  done  for  you?'' 

"  It  is  not  what  he  has  done  for  me  that  I  complain  of,  it  is  what  he 
is  going  to  do  that  takes  away  my  appetite,  and  almost  makes  me  wish  to 
take  away  my  breath;  it  is  because  he  is  going  to  make  me  wed  that  horrid 
Ugly  Baron.  But,"  said  she,  suddenly  rising  up,  and  looking  very  red,  and 
not  very  ugly,  "  papa  !  once  for  all,  /  wont  wed  the  baron,  there  T 

We  will  not  repeat  what  the  Baron  von  Gobble  answered,  for  he  was 
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barsting  with  anger,  and  med,  I  am  afiraid  to  say,  yery  bad  words ;  sumee 
it  to  say,  that  his  daughter  left  him  in  a  "  pet,"  entertaining  serious 
thoughts  of  getting  rid  of  herseif:  for  this  purpose,  perhaps,  it  was  that 
she  oidered  her  pafirey,  and  rode  away  from  the  Castle. 

We  will  now  return  to  Conrad  Neingelt :  his  purse  was  indeed  becom- 
iog  rery  low,  and  his  father's  once  numerous  train  was  reduced  to  his  old 
housekeeper,  and  Hünter,  his  man-of-all-work;  poor  was  the  larder,  and 
empty  the  wine-cellar,  but  yet,  though  good-lmng  was  not  the  order  of 
the  day,  poor  Conrad  went  forth  with  a  proud  look  and  a  fine  dress,  but 
an  empty  stomach,  and  still  emptier  purse. 

It  was  only  some  few!  days  before  the  last-mentioned  pleasant  Jnly 
afternoon,  that  as  he  was  in  this  state,  sauntering  through  a  pleasant  lane, 
his  handsome  figure  encased  in  old  finery,  and  his  fine  face  a  little 
touched  with  care,  perhaps  wondering  if  he  was  to  hare  any  dinner  that 
day,  he  met  a  lady  and  her  attendant,  riding  slowly  along;  bump,  bump 
went  his  heart  as  he  gaaed  upon  that  lovely  face,  and  blushes  in  number 
covered  his  faoe  as  his  eyes  fixed  on  hers  so  softly  blue.  In  much  the 
tarne  coadition  was  Gertrude — fbr  she  it  was — tili  remembering  what  she 
was  doing— -staring  at  a  stranger!  she  galloped  off;  but,  somehow  or 
other,  at  some  little  distance  she  dropped  her  whip ;  Conrad,  of  course, 
flew  to  the  spot,  and  picked  it  up;  both  again  blushed  and  stammered, 
and  in  another  moment  Conrad  was  alone  j  but  the  mischief  had  begun. 
This  little  aümir  took  place  just  befiwe  the  attacks  of  Baron  Ugly  upon 
Gertrade  eommenoed. 

Conrad  had  never  slept  soundly  for  a  single  night  since  first  he  met 
the  lovely  little  Gertrude,  or  if  he  did,  she  always  paid  him  a  visit  in  his 
dreams,  and  sweet,  dear  sweet  moments  were  they  to  lovesick  Conrad. 
Often,  however,  in  the  broad  daylight  did  they  meet  again,  and  soft  were 
the  sighs  and  words  that  feil  from  them*— tili  love,  like  a  serpent,  twisted 
himseu  round  them  both,  determined  to  make  them  his  not  very  un- 
willing  captives ;  but  short  was  the  cause  of  Miss  to  be,  for,  with  horror, 
disgust,  despair,  surprise,  and  erery  other  uncomfortable  feeling,  Conrad 
heard  from  Ins  charmer's  Ups  that  der  papa  had  resolred  to  marry  her  to 
the  Ugly  Baron« 

"  He  shan'tl"  he  cried,  when  he  at  length  found  breath  and  speech. 

"No,  he  shall  not,"  echoed  the  £ur  one;  and  with  a  kiss,  and  this 
determination,  they  parted. 

Beaching  home  in  a  hurry  and  a  passion,  Conrad  called  bis  man-of- 
all-work,  wno  took  no  wages  because  he  could  get  none,  and  therefore 
stuck  to  his  master  only  because  he  liked  him.  Would  that  there  were 
such  serrants  now-a-days!  But  to  continue.  Hünter  being  called, 
Council  was  held  as  to  what  was  to  be  done  in  the  case  of  the  Ugly  Baron 
and  the  fair  Gertrude  j  and,  after  much  deliberation,  they  settled  a  course 
which  was  pursued,  with  what  success  the  reader  shall  judge.  The  plan 
was  as  follows : — Conrad  was  to  meet  Baron  Geltaehr,  surnamed  the 
"  Ugly,"  and  haying  picked  a  quarrel,  to  pick  a  hole  in  some  part  of  the 
above-mentioned  person's  body,  and  then  to  lock  him  up  in  his  Castle ; 
after  which,  a  plot  exceeding  deep  was  to  begin.  Accordingly,  two  or 
three  days  after  Council,  Conrad  sallied  forth  with  his  faithral  Hünter, 
haying  heard  that  the  baron  was  riding  out,  and  meeting  him,  he  asked 
him,  without  much  ciyility,  what  he  meant  by  thinkimg  of  marrying  kis 
initnded?   And  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  politely  requesteo  the 
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offender  to  defend  himself,  which  not  doing  in  an  effectnal  manner,  he 
received  the  point  of  Conrad's  sword  in  the  fleshy  part  of  his  arm,  and 
throwing  down  his  sword  he  hegged  for  mercy,  which  also  having  re- 
ceived, he  was  carried  off  by  raaster  and  man  to  the  Castle  of  the  former, 
where  he  was  confined,  much  to  his  distaste  and  anger. 

Now,  Hünter,  for  a  particiliar  purpose,  was  much  in  need  of  money, 
which  commodity,  neither  he  nor  nis  master  possessed ;  he  soon,  however, 
thought  of  a  means  of  getting  some,  viz.,  from  the  pockets  of  the  pri- 
soner,  and  in  so  doing  he  also  very  accommodatingly  fonnd  a  means  of 
justifying  himself,  for,  argued  he,  if  the  baron  tries  to  rob  my  master  of 
his  intended  wife  by  means  of  his  wealth,  why  shoold  not  I  deprive  the 
thief  of  part,  at  any  rate,  of  the  tools  he  employs  for  that  pnrpose?  At 
the  dead  of  night,  therefore,  into  the  baron's  room  Hünter  stole,  and 
having  gently  extracted  all  the  money  from  the  sleeper's  pockets,  he 
took  his  norse  and  galloped  off  to  a  small  neighbounng  town,  where, 
waking  up  an  old  Jew,  he  bought  some  curious  things,  and  returned. 
It  was  by  this  time  morning,  so  he  rode  off  to  Baron  Geltzehr's  Castle, 
and  told  the  people  there,  that  the  baron  with  his  master  had  gone  a 
hunting,  (\)  and  that  afterwards  he  intended  to  stop  some  days  at  Baron 
von  Gobble's  Castle.  He  was  believed,  and  treated  to  a  good  breakfast. 
He  assored  them,  in  an  off-hand  manner,  that  he  had  breakfasted,  but  to 
please  them  he  took  some  more.  Poor  Hünter  had,  however,  touched  no 
food  for  some  time.  While  at  break&st  he  slipped  sundry  portions  of 
the  dainties  into  his  pockets  for  his  master9*  second  breakfast,  and  having 
asked  for  and  received  some  clothes  for  Baron  Geltzehr,  (?)  off  he  set, 
light  of  heart  and  fingen. 

Hünter  had  procured  a  complete  disguise  from  the  Israelite  of  the 
neighbouring  town  before  mentioned,  with  which  he  now  adomed  his 
master ;  the  baron's  clothes  wer©  also  appropriated  to  his  use,  and,  in  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time,  Conrad  was  metamorphosed  into  Baron 
Ugly.  Having  eaten  his  breakfast,  and  given  instructions  to  his  servant 
tonching  the  ugly  one,  he  set  off  on  his  prisoner's  horse  to  Baron  von 
Gobble's  castle,  close  by  the  river  Rhine.  It  wanted  now  bat  a  few  days 
to  the  wedding  :  sorrowful  was  Gertrude,  and  happy  was  Conrad. 

Upon  his  arrival  at  the  castle,  Baron  von  Gobble  came  out  to  meet 
him,  and  erabraced  him,  and  called  him  his  son.  Never  was  baron  so 
taken  in,  to  take  in  such  an  impostor.  Conrad  had  not  much  difficulty 
in  representing  his  cousin,  knowing  all  his  customs  and  manners ;  and 
as  he  mimicked,  his  squeaky  voice  with  the  greatest  facility  and  suocess, 
much  was  he  made  of  by  the  worthy  baron,  and  much  was  he  snubbed  by 
his  intended. 

But  we  must,  with  the  reader's  permission,  eo  back  a  little  way.  We 
said  that  once,  in  a  "  pet,"  Gertrude  left  her  father's  castle  with  horrible 
intentions ;  these,  however,  were  soon  changed ;  for,  sitting  by  a  cool 
and  sparkling  little  stream,  she  saw  her  dear  Conrad.  Their  meeting 
was  as  all  fond  lovers  should  be.  There,  they  pledged  their  troth  to 
each  other,  and  there  Gertrude  was  persuaded  that  life  had  too  many 
charms  to  give  it  up  so  soon.  She  accordingly  returned  home,  and  a 
little  friend  rode  with  her — Hope.  Much,  much  did  she  think  of 
the  handsome  Conrad,  who  had  so  successfully  "  stolen  her  heart  away ;" 
and  the  more  she  thought  bf  him,  the  more  ahe  loathed  the  Baron 

Ugly. 
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The  night  before  the  much-dreaded  wedding,  while  rittine  in  her 
bower,  qmetly  crying  by  herseif — heedlessly  throwing  bright  little  dia- 
monds  away— ehe  suddenly  heard  a  knock  at  her  door,  and  before  ehe 
could  give  the  permission  to  enter,  in  was  popped  the  odious  red  head  of 
hair;  ahe  rose  up,  and  begged  the  owner  of  it  to  leave  her,  when,  to  her 
astonishment,  he  not  only  disobeyed  her,  bat  Walking  into  the  room,  he 
cooUy  bolted  the  door,  and  falling  on  his  knees  before  her,  pulled  off  his 
red  wig  and  disguise,  and  showed  the  handsome  face,  the  sparkling  eye, 
and  dark  curly  hair  of  her  Conrad. 

Sarprise,  pleasure,  and  love,  overpowered  her,  and  ehe  fainted  (in 
earnest);  resaming  his  disguise,  Conrad  called  her  maid  to  her  assist- 
ance,  and  left  the  room. 


Merrily  the  belis  rang  on  the  morrow  ;  happy  and  lovely  looked  all 
nature ;  fat  and  rosy  looked  the  children,  and  sweet  smelt  the  flowers 
which  they  scattered  in  the  bride's  path  to  the  church ;  happy  looked  the 
baron,  when  he  saw  how  obedient  his  daughter  had  become ;  and  blush- 
ing,  and  not  very  onhappy,  looked  the  pretty  bride.  All  acknowledged 
that (<  Baron  Ugly  "  looked  more  gentlemanly  and  kind  on  that  happy 
morning,  and  began  to  like  him  a  little  more  than  of  yore,  as  he  was  to 
become  the  husband  of  one  they  all  loved. 

Now  the  priest  binds  them  for  ever !  and  amidst  the  lofty,  the  soul- 
inspiring  strains  of  the  organ,  are  prayers  for  the  happy  pair,  by  pure  and 
innocent  hearts,  sent  up  to  heaven. 

But  now  all  is  over,  and  feasüng  begins.  Bed  flows  the  wine,  laugh- 
ter  and  mirth  are  rife  as  the  viands  which  crowd  the  tables ;  the  bride 
and  hridegroom  are  merry  and  smiling,  and  the  worthy  baron  is  dozing 
ander  the  table.  All  the  Castle  is  ringing  with  revelry ;  the  feast  over, 
the  ball  begins,  and  many  an  arrangement  for  the  happiness  of  another 
couple  is  made.  But,  hark !  the  old  church  bell  is  telling  tales,  and  as 
all  things  must  end,  so  must  the  candles,  the  feasting,  and  the  ball,  and 
the  baron's  doze  under  the  table. 

Early  on  the  morrow,  Conrad,  having  obtained  excuse,  rides  alone 
over  to  his  Castle,  and  calling  for  Hünter,  forms  another  plan.  He 
arranges  that  Hünter  is  to  disguise  himself  as  a  peasant,  and  going  to 
the  Baron  von  Gobble,  to  teil  him  that  he  has  been  deceived ;  that  in- 
stead  of  his  daughter^  having  married  the  rieh  baron,  she  has  married 
poor  Conrad  Neingelt.  The  bride,  being  frightened,  will  own  the  de- 
ception,  and  then  will  the  baron  thunder,  storm,  and  swear.  Hünter 
did  all,  as  commanded  him ;  the  bride  did,  being  frightened,  own  the 
deeeption;  the  baron  did  storm,  and  again  use  naughty  words,  and 
calling  for  his  boots  and  his  sword,  sallied  forth  to  punish  the  impostor. 
Conrad,  soon  after  the  departure  of  his  trusty  servant,  Hberated  Baron 
Ugly,  and  having  given  him  back  his  best  clothes,  the  plot  thickened  ;  for 
immediately  upon  gaining  his  liborty,  he  rushed  to  the  stable,  and  not 
finding  his  own  horse  there,  he  took  the  only  one  he  found,  which  was 
Baron  Gobble*8,  and  off  galloped  he  to  the  castle  of  his  lady-love.  Just  as 
he  was  approaching  the  castle,  however,  he  met  the  "  angry  father,"  who, 
seeing  him  in  the  dress  in  which  Conrad  had  been  married,  and  con- 
cluding  that  he  was  Conrad,  began  abusing  him  in  a  most  shocking 
manner,  which  so  surprised  the  latter  that  he  could  not  speak,  and 
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mechamcally  drawing  his  sword  when  ordered  to  do  so,  wu  again 
wounded  in  the  arm,  when,  fearing  for  his  lifo,  he  stuck  spurt  into  hii 
horse's  «des,  and  off  he  «et,  soon  outstripping  hii  pureuers,  the  baitm 
twearing  that  the  rascally,  shabby  thief  had  stolen  his  best  hone. 

That  evening,  a  horte  galloped  up  to  the  stable-door  of  the  Castle  of 
Baron  von  Gobble;  and  Hünterft  who  was  still  at  that  Castle  watching 
the  issue  of  the  plot,  reoognised  the  hone  upon  which  Baron  Geltiehr 
had  set  off;  he  immediately  jumped  on  his  back  and  rode  off  to  his 
raaster's  castle,  and  it  was  the  opinion  of  both,  when  Hiinter  had  ex- 
plained  how  he  met  with  the  hone,  that  the  poor  baron  had  raet  with 
an  accident. 

Search  was  accordingly  made,  and  a  few  days  after  the  eventful 
marriage,  Baron  Geltzehr  was  found  sticking  in  a  bog,  with  his  legs  in 
the  air,  and  his  head  in  the  mud,  the  hone  having  pitched  him  over  his 
head. 

Conrad  was  brave  and  kind,  and  really  did  sorrow  for  his  old  enemy. 
Baron  Gobble  was  very  angry  when  he  heard  all,  but  soon  after  for- 
gave  him,  and  gave  him  his  daughter  and  his  Messing. 

Baron  Geltzehr  having  no  nein,  all  his  property  came  to  happy 
Conrad.  Long  and  merrily  did  he  live,  and  many  a  little  Conrad  may 
now  be  seen  in  his  Castle  dose  by  the  river  Rhine. 


SONGS  OF  THE  FLOWER-SPIRITS. 
Bt  E,  E.  M.  K. 

BNOWDBOPS. 

Stäalthilt,  stealthiiy  up  to  the  light, 

When  his  gleaming  wand  firet  passes, 
We  creep  in  our  garments  of  dazzling  white 

Ere  the  verual  leaves  and  grosses. 
And  the  sun  looks  down  with  a  wond'ring  gaze, 

As  if,  in  Earth's  bloomless  bowers, 
'Twere  the  virgin  snow  of  the  winter  days 

That  had  budded  into  flowers. 
And  we  lift  up  our  ice-crowned  heads  to  feel 

The  warmth  of  his  proud  caress, 
For  each  kiss  he  gives  is  a  magic  seal 

Of  strength  and  loveliness. 

CROCUSE8. 

From  prison,  and  gloom,  and  the  ruthless  cold 

We  straggle,  and  pant,  and  are  free, 
And  the  noonday  is  riflinjz  our  leaves  for  gold. 

But  at  night,  right  wanly 
We'll  close  the  gay  woof  of  our  stainless  domes. 

Lest  the  frost  with  his  shining  feet 
Should  wander  within,  and  our  fairy  homeS 

Become  his  winding-sheet« 
See,  green  swords  bristle  aronnd  us  well, 

And  the  crisp  snows  drift  away, 
And  a  trench  lies  round  our  citadel — 

'Tis  safe  as  in  rosy  day. 
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VIOLETS. 

The  skies  are  weeping  to  behold  us. 

Hark,  how  the  zephyrs  call ! 
Feel  how  the  sunbeams  yearn  to  fold  us, 

Hear  the  sweet  dew-drops  fall ! 
VVe  are  not  dead,  but  are  steeping  late 

On  our  mother's  breast  below. 
Without  us  the  Spring  seems  desolate, 

She  loveth  her  violets  so. 
Wake,  sisters,  wake  I  for  the  moss  is  green, 

And  our  herald-leaves  have  sped 
Up  to  the  day,  and  the  young  bee-queen 

Is  singing  songs  overhead. 

PHIMA08E8. 

Well  may  the  pretty  stars  look  down, 

And  wonder  to  see  us  here, 
As  if  we  had  dropp'd  from  their  purple  crown, 

To  spangle  the  earth's  green  sphere ! 
But  we  are  pale  by  their  burning  ray — 

We  wear  not  their  gorgeous  hue — 
Pale  with  the  knowledge  of  swift  decay, 

And  pale  with  our  labours  too  : 
For  long  we  wrestled  with  storm  and  breeze, 

Ere  the  glad  dawn  touched  our  eye»t 
And  taught  us  the  might  of  these  forest-trees, 

The  glory  of  yonder  skies. 

BLUMKLLS. 

Where  sedges  are  freah  with  a  play  of  waters, 

Tbat  pause  to  toy  with  some  favorite  flower, 
April's  darlings,  her  blue-eyed  daughters, 

We  Cluster  and  bloom  in  each  glancing  shower. 
The  gnats  hum  round  us  in  happy  glee, 

The  children  riot  in  lightsome  mirth, 
Our  azure  tents  in  the  grass  to  see ; 

They  seem  to  have  watched  our  sunny  birth ! 
And  near  us  the  wan  valley-lilies  blow, 

Whose  sighsare  sweeter,  the  south-wind  says, 
Than  ever  the  lips  of  bright  blossoms  know, 

Ah !  has  he  forgotten  the  roses'  rieh  dayi. 

COW8LIPB. 

We  are  the  playmates  of  joeund  May, 

The  light  of  whose  laughing  face 
Falls  blushing  over  the  fields  to-day, 

And  blesses  our  fairy  race. 
But  our  knots  of  loosened  gold  are  bowed 

Under  her  burning  glance, 
While  round  us  the  euckoo  flow'rets  crowd, 

The  quaker-grasses  dance. 
Would  they  were  here,  the  hours  that  darkle, 

Gales  that  are  cooleit,  skies  that  weep ! 
Under  our  bells  did  glow-wonns  sparkle, 

Soon  were  our  heavy  heads  asleep ! 
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Pakt  IV. 

EN   BOÜTE   TO   CALIFORNIA. 

June  1,  1851. — We  have  had  unfavourable  winds  durrag  the  las* 

fortnight,  making  but  very  little  progress,  and  Captain  Main  is  no  longer 

sanguine  of  effecting  anything  better  than  an  ordinary  passage.     We 

have  with  the  south  wind  experienced  some  severe  weather,  mucb  hail, 

and  a  fall  of  snow.    Since  noon,  this  day,  a  fair  wind  has  visited  us  ;  we 

are  going  seven  knots, — to  one  and  all  of  us  a  highly  gratifyiiig  cbange. 

Each  day  are  we  now  attended  by  innumerable  sea-birds  :  gulls,  terns,  or 

sea-swaliows,  boobies,  various  members  of  the  duck  tribe,  Cape  pigeons, 

and  occasionally  an  albatross  comes  gracefully  sweeping  near  us.     The 

Cape  pigeons  are  the  most  numerous,  appearing,  in  size  and  plumage, 

very  hke  the  common  pigeon,  and,  indeed,  one  might  imagine,  on  first 

beholding  flocke  of  them  on  the  wing,  that  the  feathery  flying  denizens  of 

some  English  farm-yard  had  visited  us.     Yah  Yah  and  St.  Patrick  have 

varied  their  amusements  by  capturing  some  of  these  birds  by  means  of  a 

common  line  and  hook,  baited  with  a  small  piece  of  pork.    When  there  is 

anything  of  a  sea  running,  and  the  vessel  going  through  the  water  fast, 

they  take  the  bait  eagerly,  and  catching  them  is  but  very  indifferent  sport. 

The  flight  of  these  birds,  whose  lives  seem  to  be  spent  on  the  face  of  the 

deep,  presents  a  pleasing  variety  to  the  sea  and  sky  wearied  eye.     Truly 

may  they  be  said  to  be  the  most  interesting  objecto  of  nature.     These 

palmipeaes — I  quote  from  an  interesting  account  of  them  before  me,  in- 

cluding  both  the  salt  and  fresh  water  divisions — have  various  striking 

peculiarities  of  structure,  fitting  them  for  the  extraordinary  mode  of  life 

they  pursue.     Their  bodies  are  arched  beneath,  and  bulged  like  the  hüll 

of  a  ebip,  while  the  neck,  rising  from  a  projecting  breast,  represents  a 

bow,  and  the  short  thick  tail  serves  the  office  of  a  rudder.    The  feet  and 

legs  are  short,  and  placed  far  back  on  the  body,  so  as  to  adapt  them  ad- 

mirably  for  the  duty  of  oars,  with  the  aid  of  the  broad  webs  between  the 

toes.     The  shortness  of  the  legs  fulfils  another  important  purpose,  by 

enabling  the  birds  when  swimming  to  plunge  their  necks,  which  are  com- 

paratively  long,  below  the  level  of  their  feet,  and  see  to  procure  their 

food.     Another  and  still  more  wonderful  provision  in  the  structure  of 

these  birds,  is  the  oily  secretion  which  moistens  their  plumage  so  as  to 

prevent  it  imbibing  humidity,  or  being  injured  by  the  salt  contained  in  the 

element  on  which  many  of  them  live  and  move.     By  this  provision,  their 

bodily  warmth  is  also  maintained  in  spite  of  long-continued  contact  with 

the  cold  waters. 

Satübdat,  June  7. — The  sun  does  not  rise  above  the  horizon  until 
eight  o'clock,  although  the  heralds  of  his  Coming  illumine  the  east  with 
their  varied  and  beauteous  hues,  presenting  a  picture  which,  based  as  it 
is  on  the  vast  expanse  of  water,  can  only  be  witnessed  at  sea.  This 
morning'g  sunrise  was  strikingly  grand.    Up  to  the  zenith,  and  extending 
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&r  away  to  the  wert,  were  gathered  vast  masses  of  clouds,  all  with  fall 
roundea  outline,  rolled  in  various  shades  of  black  and  grey  over  each  other, 
while  their  eastern  borders  were  one  and  all  fringed  with  a  vivid  suffusion 
of  carmine.  Above  the  horizon,  where  the  brilliant  gleaming  announced 
the  near  advent  of  the  sun,  were  scattered  the  relics  of  a  snowy  cloud, 
whose  dissevered  fragments  floated  on  the  golden  field  in  varied  and  fan- 
tastic  shapes,  amidst  which,  as  they  were  touched  with  the  radiant  hues 
of  the  rising  fiery  orb,  the  eye  of  imagination  could  behold  chariots  such 
as  might  well  be  deemed  fitting  for  theglorious  spirits  of  light.  Beneath 
this  skiey  picture  lay  the  unruffled  ocean,  still  almost  to  a  calm,  save  that 
oocasionally  the  top  of  a  wave  in  the  distance  might  for  a  moment  be  seen 
rolling  along  with  its  snow-white  crest,  appearing  like  some  denizen  of 
the  sea  that  monientarily  rose  and  vanished  in  its  breast,  whilst  aronnd 
hig  beard  gently  heaved  the  waters  in  darker  shades,  except  where, 
reflecting  the  early  herald  beams  from  the  eastern  sky,  the  ocean  as* 
suraed  erubescent  gleaming,.  as  though  thereon  had  just  terminated 
a  sanguinary  battle  that  had  tinged  the  briny  element  with  blood. 

Whilst  contemplating  the  sunrise,  the  welcome  cry  of  "  Land !"  from 
the  forecastle  was  heard,  and  immediately  afterwards,  by  all,  Staten 
Island  was  dimly  seen  looming  before  us.  The  sun  not  having  shown 
itself  for  the  last  four  days,  which  were  dark  and  foggy — the  sextant, 
consequently,  not  available— and  as  we  approach  the  most  critical  part  of 
the  voyage,  it  may  be  imagined  that  the  sight  of  land  was,  in  more  re- 
spects  than  one,  highly  gratifying.  Staten  Island,  which  lies  off  the 
south-eastern  extreme  point  of  the  American  continent,  presented  us  with 
the  only  view  of  terra  firma  which,  save  the  ghostly -like  glimpse  wehad 
obtained  of  Madeira,  had  been  revealed  to  us  since  leaving  England. 
About  mid-day  we  came  abreast  of  the  island,  at  a  distance  of  some  four 
miles,  the  rocky  cliffs  rising  some  five  hundred  feet  from  the  sea,  whilst 
the  highest  peaks  of  the  island  were  covered  with  snow.  Rugged  and 
forbidding  as  is  the  aspect  of  the  island,  it  appears  that  Vegetation 
flourishes  there  with  surprising  beauty  and  luxuriance.  We  learn  that 
every  spot  is  clothed  with  plants,  that  the  hüls  are  covered  with  ever- 
greens,  and  that  every  season  finds  them  much  the  same.  Not  the  least 
pleasing  feature  in  the  scene,  to  us,  was  the  appearance,  in  one  of  the 
fantastically-shaped  mountain  elevations,  of  a  Castle  of  Brobdignag-like 
proportions,  with  walls  and  towers  complete,  majestically  towering  amidst 
the  topmost  heights,  its  background  the  heavens,  its  base  a  frowning  cliff 
precipitously  rising  from  the  Atlantic  waves. 

Wednesday,  Jüne  14. — In  consequence  of  the  tempestuous  weather, 
and  the  heavy  seas  which  we  have  experienced  during  the  last  seven  days, 
I  have  been  unable  to  make  an  entry  in  ray  diary.  It  has  been  bitterly 
cold  ;  we  have  had  a  succession  of  tremendous  gales,  one  of  them  assum- 
ing  a  very  formidable  character,  bringing  with  it,  as  it  did,  most  disastrous 
effecta.  The  following  extract  from  the  ship's  log-book  will  convey  some 
idea  of  the  nature  of  the  encounter  which  we  had  with  the  enraged  ele- 
ment«: "N.N.W.,  four  a.m.  :  furious  squalls,  with  snow.  Five  a.m.  : 
tremendous  sea  broke  over  the  vessel,  carrying  away  six  stanchions  of  the 
port  aide,  top-gallant  bulwarks,  main  rail,  and  bulwarks  fore-and-aft  on 
both  sides."  The  morning  following  the  stormy  night,  whose  disastrous 
effects  the  foregoing  extract  records,  brought  with  it  to  the  inmates  of 
the  cabin  very  far  from  welcome  inroads  upon  their  oomfort     The  heavy 
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sea  shipped  had,  in  its  destroyingcourse,  stove  in,  the  gallery,  and  fo  in* 
jured  it  as  to  render  impossible  our  breakfast' being  there  prepared. 
Yah  Yah,  however,  who,  by-the*way,  is  quite  a  genius  in  cooking, 
managed  to  procura  sufficient  boiliog*  water,  with  our  little  grog-kettle 
and  cabin-stove,  to  furnish  a  oup  of  tea  to  each  of  us  ;  and  this,  with  some 
delicious  cold  beef,  afibrded  us  an  exoeUent  breakfast,  doubly  relished  from 
the  delay  and  the  ciroumstances  under  which  it  was  prepared.  The 
sailors,  poor  fellows,  are  eompelled  to  fbrego  their  coffee,  a  glaes  of  gros» 
being  served  round  in  its  place.  Never  shall  I  förget  the  sight  presented 
by  the  ship  when  I  went  on  deck  that  morning.  On  both  sides  of  the 
vessel,  amidships,  the  bulwarks  had  been  oompletely  carried  away;  and 
there  were  the  green  and  white  crested  waves,  almost  level  with  the  decke, 
rolling  in  alternately  on  either  aide,  sweeping  rapidly  over  the  hatchway, 
and  l£en  as  suddenly  and  swiftly  retiring.  On  the  poop  where  I  stood, 
elevated  as  it  was  above  the  waters,  two  stanchions  and  paart  of  the  bul- 
warks had  been  swept  away ;  the  froxen,  slippery  deck  rendering  every 
step  dangerous,  with  the  yawning,  riven  bulwarks  so  near,  and  tne  ship 
rolling  violeotly  from  side  to  side.  From  the  splintered  boards,  yards, 
and  shrouds,  long  icicles  were  suspended,  whilst  the  masts  and  ropes  were 
all  thickly  encrusted  with  ice.  lndeed,  every  article  on  deck  was  covered 
with  frozen  snow;  and  the  first  appearanoe  of  the  ship,  with  herbowsprit 
and  sbrouds  mantled  with  white,  and  glittering  beneath  a  few  straggung 
sunbeams,  which,  as  I  mounted  the  companion,  had  broken  from  the 
clouded  east,  was  strikingly  picturesque.  ßtercise,  with  the  slippery  State 
of  the  decks,  was  utterly  impossible ;  it  was  bitterly  cold,  and  as  there 
was  a  heavy  sea  running,  blowing  still  hard,  and  the  vessel  occasionally 
shipping  much  water,  I  made  but  a  short  sojourn  above,  returning  to  the 
oompanionship  of  our  snug  oabin  and  stove,  where  our  little  party  as- 
sembled.  We  talked  over  the  events  of  the  past  fearfol  night,  and  how 
we  were  severaUy  affected  by  the  startling  crash  which  aecompanied  the 
inroad  of  the  vast  mass  of  water,  that,  entering  at  the  bow,  had  swept  die 
vessel  fbre-and-aft,  and  all  but  swamped  her.  It  appears  that  there  is 
not  one  on  board  who  ever  experienced  a  Visitation  so  severe  in  the  course 
of  a  sea  life,  although  two  of  the  crew  had  made  the  passage  of  the  terrible 
Cape,  one  of  them  nve,  and  the  other  seven  times  before.  The  man  who 
was  at  the  wheel  when  the  large  sea  was  shipped,  was  near  being  washed 
overboard,  escaping  ouly  by  abandoning  his  post  at  the  critical  moment, 
and  rushing  to  and  clinging  to  the  main-brace. 

*  The  bad  weather  continuing,  each  night  the  helmsman  has  sinoe  been 
lashed  to  the  wheel.  The  height  of  the  immense  body  of  water  which 
inundated  us,  may  be  judged  by  the  faot  of  the  spencer-sail  being  torn 
from  its  fastening,  three  parte  of  the  mainmast,  the  jaokstay,  to  that 
extent,  being  oompletely  wrenched  off.  One  of  the  captain's  best  terriera 
was  unfertunately  washed  overboard  at  the  time,  being  the  second  dog 
we  have  lost  in  a  similar  way.  My  own  prised  terrier,  Gip,  I  have  sinee 
had  consigned  to  the  main  hatch,  and  the  care  of  the  seeond  mate— the 
gaping  rents  in  the  bulwarks  affording  scarcely  sufficient  boundary  for 
her  gambolling  disposition. 

Amongst  otner  casuaiities,  we  learned  that  one  of  the  blaeks  had  loot 
the  use  of  his  right  band,  being  frost-bitten,  and  that  two  of  our  porkers 
were  in  a  dying  state,  from  the  effects  of  the  very  severe  weather.  Such 
was  Wednesday  night's  resulta. 
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On  Thunday,  as  much  of  the  damage  as  practicable  was  repaired ; 
amongst  other  important  matten,  the  cook's  galley,  whioh  we  were  glad 
to  find  restored  to  working  order  by  mid-day.  To  repair  all  damage, 
however,  Captain  Main  informs  us  a  week's  detentioo,  at  least,  will  be 
necessary  at  Valparaiso,  the  coat  of  which  he  estimates  at  some  200/. 
The  night  following  we  sought  our  berths,  generally  hoping  for  a  quiet 
night,  and  a  fair  wind  on  the  morrow.  Such,  however,  we  were  destined 
not  to  have,  and  raore  energetic  than  quite  proper  were  the  anathemas 
severally  uttered,  at  we  assembled  on  Friday  morning  again,  to  make  tea 
at  our  little  cabin-stove,  one  and  all  out  of  spirits  and  temper,  occasioned 
by  the  night'i  accompanying  disagreeables  of  rolling,  pitching,  and  uproar, 
which,  aa  one  of  us  observed,  in  combination,  were  indeed  as  bad  as 
tooth-drawing.  Although  no  further  damage  had  been  done  to  the 
vessel,  we  reoeiyed  the  unwelcome  intelligence  that  the  cook  had  Struck 
his  colours,  and  refused  to  re-enter  the  galley  until  the  furious  gales 
should  somewhat  have  subsided.  At  this  resolve  we  could  hardly  feel 
surprise,  when  we  learned  at  the  same  time,  that  whilst  he  was  that 
morning  prepariog  the  men's  breakfast,  a  heavy  sea — shipped  at  the  time 
— had  washed  him  out  of  the  galley,  and  that  he  had  only  saved  himself 
from  being  swept  through  the  long  yawning  rent  in  the  bulwarks,  whioh 
eztended  from  immediately  opposite  his  Station  to  the  foot  of  the  poop, 
by  catching  hold  of  a  rope. 

Preseat  appearanoes  are  anything  but  cheering ;  the  men  are  evidently 
becoming  discontented,  and,  of  a  verity,  what  they  have  to  go  through 
appears  to  me  to  be  severe  enough  to  knock  up  giants.  As  well  as 
having  to  brave  the  severity  of  the  elements,  they  have  been  obliged  to 
fbrego  for  several  days  their  customary  food,  as,  owing  to  the  cook's 
frequent  inability  to  work,  their  coffee  and  beef  have  been  often  Substi- 
tute! by  hard  biscuit  and  grog.  Drenched  to  the  skin,  it  is  no  un- 
coramon  circumstance  for  them  to  continue  at  their  posts,  with  their 
clothes  firozen  as  stiff  as  though  they  were  encased  in  armour.  To  me 
it  appears  wonderful  how  men  can  be  found  to  follow  the  common 
Seaman'»  occupation,  as,  compared  to  it,  I  should  consider  the  lifo  of  a 
stonebreaker,  on  the  turnpike  roads  of  England,  being  in  paradise. 

On  Wednesday  night,  prior  to  turning  in,  I  accompanied  the  captain 
on  deck,  and  watched  the  proceedings  attendant  on  getting  up  the  fore- 
topmast  stay-sail,  which  was  frozen,  and  all  the  ropes  attached  to  it 
encrusted  with  ice.  The  whole  vessel  presented  an  uniform  exterior  of 
white — a  few  stars  gleamed  in  the  heavens ;  whilst  the  sea,  rolling  around 
us,  showed,  by  the  high-toweiing  white-crested  waves,  that  here  and  there 
rose  and  feil,  in  the  general  dimly-seen  expanse  of  ocean  beneath  the 
feeble  light,  how  little  of  its  in  ward  tumult  had  subsided.  Well  coated 
as  I  was,  the  keen  freezing  air  Struck  to  my  very  marrow ;  and  I  know 
not  but  that  I  feit  it  more,  by  reflecüng  upon  its  probable  effects  on  the 
poor  fellows,  who,  in  their  half*dried  frozen  clothes,  were  handling  the 
icy  ropes.  I  could  not  but  admire  the  manner  in  which  they  went  about 
their  work  ;  that  whioh  to  me  seeming  all  but  impossible  being1  at  length 
efiected — handspikes  and  the  windlass  were  brought  into  requisition,  and 
the  frozen  ice-bound  sail  was  ultimately  extended.  To  have  recourse  to 
the  windlass  in  raising  a  sail  is  very  rare  on  board  a  ship — the  State  that 
the  ropes  and  canvas  were  in,  bound  as  it  were  in  iron,  and  the  night 
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cold  enough  to  freeze  one'e  very  blood,  rendered  the  task  one  of  con- 
siderable  difficulty,  and  well  merited  indeed  was  the  cheering  glass  which 
one  of  us  caused  to  be  serred  round  to  tbe  hands  on  the  completion  of 
the  work. 

Wedhesday,  Jüne  18. — We  are  passing  the  Hörn  fast,  and  since 
four  o*clock  this  morning  we  have  been  favoured  with  a  fair  wind,  and 
are  going  seven  knots  an  hour,  direct  course.  Should  the  wind  continue 
to  serve  for  two  days,  the  captain  anticipates  in  that  time  to  pass  the 
Cape,  and  enter  the  much-desired  Pacific — a  consummation  most  devoutly 
wisned  for  by  all  after  the  very  trying,  and,  indeed,  perilous — hours  we 
have  passed.  Just  eight  days  have  we  been  knocking  about  without 
making  any  progress,  and,  as  may  be  supposed,  are  one  and  all  becoming 
heartily  tired  of  the  intermittent  rolling  and  violent  pitching  which  a 
heavy  cross-sea  and  furious  gales  during  that  time  occasioned.  Since  my 
last  entry,  in  addition  to  the  damages  enumerated,  great  injury  was  done 
by  the  irruption  of  another  vast  sea,  breaking  two  more  stanchions,  and  car- 
rying  away  nearly  all  the  bulwarks  at  the  immediate  starboard  bow.  Long 
shall  I  remember  the  shock  that  this  Visitation  occasioned.  It  seemed  as 
though  every  timber  in  the  vessel  vibrated  under  the  blow,  and  that  she 
was  about  to  sunder ;  but  perhaps  a  better  idea  of  its  immense  force  could 
not  be  eonveyed,  than  by  mentioning  the  fact  of  its  causing  all  the  men 
who  were  in  the  forecastle  to  rush  on  deck,  believing,  one  and  all,  that  the 
ship's  hüll  had  been  stove  in.  With  a  mountain  cross-sea  running,  the 
furious  howling  of  the  wind  night  and  day,  for  such  a  length  of  time,  at 
this  the  most  critical  part  of  our  passage,  the  change  of  this  morning, 
bringing,  as  it  has,  with  the  fair  wind  a  subsided  sea  and  bright  sunshine, 
may  be  conceived  to  have  produced  on  our  spirits  most  exhilarating 
effects.  The  sea-birds  have  been  our  constant  attendants,  in  sunshine  and 
storm ;  and  contemplating  them  this  morning  hovering  near  us  in  the 
wake  of  the  vessel,  with  their  bright  white  glossy  breast*,  and  many  of 
them  with  beauteous  wings,  marked  as  though  covered  with  butternies, 
rendered  doubly  beautiful  by  the  contrast  of  the  dark-blue  sea  glittering 
beneath  a  cloudless  sun,  afforded  a  very  pleasing  sight;  and  whilst 
observing  their  graceful  gyrations  over  the  waters,  I  pencilled  in  my 
pocket-book  the  following  lines : 

8EA-BIRD8. 

Ye  birds  that,  following  in  our  wake, 

Are  with  us  day  by  day, 
Where,  in  the  watches  of  the  night, 

Where  do  ye  hie  away  ? 
We  see  you  in  the  early  hours, 

With  the  young  morning's  smiles  ; 
We  know  that  girds  us  round  the  sea 

For  thrice  a  hundred  miles. 
By  dav  we  see  you  gaily  ride, 

And  dive  beneath  the  waves ; 
Say,  do  ye  roost  in  the  green  depths, 

Amiäst  the  coral  caves  ? 
Or  do  ye  mount  to  skiey  realins — 

Some  spirit-home  above  ? 
Oh,  may  we  deem  you  spirits  sent, 

Your  mission  one  of  love? 
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What  wanderen  were  they  yesternight, 

That,  'gpinst  the  star-gemm'd  sky, 
Over  the  moonlit  stlver*d  wave, 

I  saw  go  sailing  by  ? 
The  ghastly  sails  were  gleaming  white, 

Bright  shone  in  heaven  the  cross, 
Silence  was  round  when  past  they  flew — 

Petrel  and  albatross. 
At  such  a  time,  to  see  your  flight 

Over  the  midnight  waves— 
Ah !  well  may  sailors'  faith  believe 

Ye  come  from  ocean  graves — 
The  spirits  of  wrecked  marinere, 

For  whom  was  death  but  sleep, 
Wherein  was  changed  alone  your  State — 

Your  home  still  on  the  deep. 
Water,  water  every  day, 

The  wild  waves  and  the  sky ; 
Thrice  welcome  are  ye,  ocean  birds, 

To  ocean-wearied  eye. 
Companions  true  'miost  perils  dire, 

When  raged  the  storm  s  wild  might; 
Companions  true  in  tranquil  hours, 

When  all  around  is  bright. 
So  faithful — ever,  evermore 

Shall  'midst  her  treasures  keep, 
Of  cherished  things  remembrance,  you, 

Companions  of  the  deep. 

Jüly  1. — Notbing  worthy  of  reoord  has  occurred  since  my  last  entry, 
save  that  we  passed  the  Cape  with  our  last  fair  wind;  have  since  had  the 
wind  contrary,  and  are  consequently  this  day  some  six  hundred  milea 
from  Valparaiso.  Yesterday  morning  we  fbund  ourselves  within  about  a 
mile  of  another  vessel,  which,  in  answer  to  our  union-jack,  hoisted  the 
stars  and  stripes.  Our  following  signal,  inquiring  where  from,  and  whither 
bound,  was  responded  to  by  Jonathan  displayin?  colours  from  the  Ameri- 
can code  of  Signals,  which  our  people  not  understanding,  drew  in  their 
own,  and  all  further  correspondenoe  ceased,  it  being  evident  that  the 
Yankee  was  unnrovided  with  the  British  signal-book  and  colours.  Truly, 
a  beantiful  signt  was  it  to  behold  from  our  deck  the  symmetrically- 
moulded  Yankee  craft,  carrying  all  her  canvas,  daahing  the  foam  high  in 
air  from  her  bow,  and  the  sunbeams  gleaming  on  her  sails  and  bright 
copper,  as  she  rose  and  feil  in  the  waves,  whilst  our  St  Patrick,  on  bis 
comet,  saluted  them  with  "  Yankee  Doodle"  and  our  own  a  Rule 
Britannia."  She  was  pronounced  by  our  people  to  be  very  light,  as 
she  widened  the  space  between  us ;  and  in  a  few  houra  her  sails  in  the 
distance  appeared  like  some  tail  tower  on  the  verge  of  the  horizon. 
Whilst  the  American  was  leaving  us  bebind,  a  squall  Coming  on,  our 
top-gallants  were  speedily  dewed  up ;  yet  the  Yankee  did  not  touch  a 
Single  sail.  "  As  long  as  we  lime-juicers  are  in  sieht,"  observed  our 
first-mate,  in  reply  to  a  remark  I  made  as  to  the  relative  speed  of  the 
vessels,  "  they  will  carry  every  rag  of  canvas ;  ont  of  our  sight,  they 
would  clew  up  fast  enough.  Going  on  deck,  the  Yankee  skipper  will 
say  to  his  chief — for  so  they  call  the  officer  in  my  place,  that  is,  first 
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mate — '  How  is  the  lime-juicer  ?    Has  he  clewed  up  ?'     '  Yes.'     '  Well, 
then,  I  guess  we'll  carry  him  to  eternity.'  " 

Our  nrst-mate  further  informed  me,  that  American  vessels  do  not  make 
use  of  lime-juice,  the  food  given  to  the  crew  being  sufficiently  good  to 
render  such  antidote  to  scurvy  unnecessary;  and  hence  the  appellation  of 
lime-juicers  being  derisively  applied  by  tnem  to  the  British.  How  far 
this  may  be  correct  I  cannot  undertake  to  declare. 

At  this  part  of  our  voyage  we  anticipated  much  more  favourable 
weather.  It  is  still  exceedingly  cold,  although  we  are  in  40°  2Qf  lati- 
tude.  Yesterday  we  had  several  falls  of  very  heavy  hau.  There  is  a 
high  sea  running,  and  we  continue  to  ship  much  water ;  yet,  after  all 
her  battling,  it  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  The  Queen,  with  the  ex- 
ception  of  the  havoc  made  above  deck,  has  suffered  nothing  below,  not 
making  at  the  pump  a  spoonful  more  water  than  when  she  left  Liverpool. 
We  expect  to  find  part  of  the  cargo  damaged,  as,  with  the  destruction  of 
her  bulwarks  and  stanchions,  much  of  the  water  shipped  must  necessarily 
find  its  way  below.  To  our  approaching  sojourn  at  Valparaiso  we  are 
looking  forward  with  much  interest ;  and  two  or  three,  more  impatient 
than  others,  are  almost  counting  the  hours  until  we  shall  arme  there. 
This  first  day  of  July,  we  haye  been  just  107  days  at  sea,  and  it  may  be 
imagined  that  we  are  one  and  all  desirous  of  the  ehange  which  our  ex- 
pected  stay  at  Valparaiso  will  afford  us. 

Frida y,  July  4. — A  beautirul  day.  Since  the  Ist  we  have  been 
favoured  with  a  fair  wind,  up  to  the  present  averaging  eight  knots  ;  and 
we  entertain  but  little  doubt  of  reaching  our  intended  port  on  Sunday 
next.  The  ship's  boat,  intended  for  our  use  to  go  on  shore,  is  undergoing 
a  proeess  of  paint ;  and  in  all  probability,  the  (<  cheerily  ho ! n  of  the 
men  will  be  neard  to-day,  accompanying  the  raising  and  placing  of  the 
anchor  orer  the  side  for  easting  at  Valparaiso.  We  are  in  36°  1(? 
S.  latitude,  and  are  going  steadüy  through  the  waves  on  our  course, 
direct  N.  by  £.  The  sea  almost  as  tranquü  as  a  lake ;  and  as  I  nt 
writing  in  the  cabin,  the  place  is  as  still,  and  almost  as  motionless,  as  the 
quietert  study  on  shore.  Yesterday  we  had  our  stove  removed  fipom  the 
cabin,  the  temperature  having  changed  almost  to  tropica!  mildness. 
Truly  may  we  now  consider  ourselves  in  the  Pacific,  for  the  blue  tinge 
with  the  white  curly  tops  spreading  around  us,  and  glistening  in  t£e 
sunshine,  are  like  emblems  of  peace  and  beauty,  as  compared  with  the 
tumultuous,  fearfully  angry  waters  we  have  so  recenüy  passed  through. 

July  10. — Our  antioipations  of  reaching  Valparaiso  on  Sunday  wer© 
not  realieed,  owing  to  the  calms  and  head-winds  with  which  we  were, 
unluckily,  with  little  exception,  visited  up  to  the  4th  instant.  This 
morning,  with  an  east  wind,  very  light,  carrying  us  barely  three  knote, 
we  are  proceeding  within  sight  of  the  coast  of  Chili,  short  of  Valparaiso 
some  twenty  miles.  We  are  but  a  little  distance  from  land.  The  bold, 
precipitous  clifis,  and  the  chain  of  mountains  which  back  them,  presented 
a  spectacle  most  imposing,  and  whch  may  be  easily  conoeived,  when  it  is 
added  that  the  ränge  forming  the  background  is  the  vasty  Andes,  capped 
with  eternal  snow ;  and  of  their  gigantic  masses,  the  most  prominent,  the 
Aconagan,  with  its  23,300  feet,  soaring  to  heaven.  Let  the  reader 
pieture  to  himself  so  vast  a  panorama,  illumined  by  a  cloudless  sun,  and 
in  the  foreground  of  the  spectacle  the  blue  Pacinc  fiaihing  joyously  in 
the  sunlight ! 
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Night. — At  length  our  anchor  is  cast  at  the  long*desired  haven. 
We  are  at  Valparaiso,  after  a  passage  of  116  days  from  Liverpool. 
Fortunate  were  we  in  approaching  the  place  under  the  pleasing  aspect  of 
a  bright  sun-setting  sky ;  and  so  inspiring  was  the  sight,  that,  as  the 
different  objeets  on  shore— -trees,  houses,  and  people — appeared,  the  ex- 
pressions  of  pleasure  escaping  some  of  our  passengers  bordered  pretty 
closely  on  the  extravagant     For  my  part,  I  was  silent  in  an  almost 
ecstasy  of  delight,  beholding,  as  I  did,  a  combination  of  grandeur  and 
beauty  far  surpassing  my  highest  anticipationa.     There  was  something 
of  the  great  about  everything  that  I  looked  upon  on  shore :  the  high, 
precipitous  cliffs ;  the  roÜing  swell  of  lofty  hüls,  which  almost  encircled 
the  town;  and,  soaring  higher  still  in  the  background,  the  gigantic 
Andes,  their  huge  peaks  and  sides,  snow-covered,  contracting  strikingly 
with  the  dark  grey  hüls,  which,  though  high-aspiriug,  dwarfed  into  in- 
significance,  seemed  to  crouch  beneath  them,  and  when  illumined  by  the 
last  rays  of  the  sun,  they  appeared  like  gigantic  glowing  masses  of 
araethyst.     So  vast,  so  immense,  so  truly  grand  and  beautiful,  were  these 
snow-clad,  heaven-soaring  peaks,  that  my  gaze  was  almost  rivetted  to 
them ;  and  although  innumerable  objeets,  novel  and  attractive,  were  suc- 
cessively  appearing,  Ifound  myself  under  a  sort  of  mesmeric  spell,  turning 
again  and  again  to  look  upon  them  in  their  immensity,  as  they  momentarily 
assumed  different  hues  beneath  the  retreating  sunlight.     As  we  entered 
the  harbour,  and  the  people  on  shore  became  visible  to  the  naked  eye,  we 
observed  three  horsemen  riding  on  the  cliffs,  who,  when  we  came  suffi* 
ciently  near,  saluted  us  by  waving  their  handkerchiefs ;  and  in  anpwer 
to  their  shouted  inquiry  of  "  where  from  ?"  our  reply  elicited  from  them 
three  hearty  hurrahs,  which,  speaking  them  to  be  Englishmen,  at  the 
tarne  time  we  hailed  as  an  auspicious  welcome  to  the  shores  of  South 
America.     Our  St.  Patrick  enlivened  the  acene  by  playing  Borne  of  bis 
best  piecee  on  the  cornet ;  and  we  were  not  a  little  amused  in  seeing,  on 
the  deck  of  a  Brazilian  vessel  at  anchor,  a  fine-looking  fellow,  attired  in 
scarlet  trousers,  blue  sash,  and  pink  shirt,  with  a  black-whiskered  brigand- 
like  physiognomy,  dancing,  which  he  did  in  good  style,  introducing 
sundry  picturesque  attitudes  and  (to  us)  novel  steps,  whilst  gracefully 
pirouetting  to  our  Emeralder  s  music.     The  rest  of  the  crew  stood  by 
observing  him,  without  joining  in  the  amusement ;  from  which  we  in- 
ferred  that  he  was  either  an  officer  or  captain  of  the  vessel,  and,  more- 
over,  a  right  merry  fellow  withal.     Soon  after,  we  saw  an  American  man« 
of-war  lying  at  anchor,  on  board  of  which  an  excellent  band  was  play- 
ing ;  and  as  I  leant  over  the  vesseFs  side  eagerly  catching  the  sounds  as 
they  came  floating  over  the  water,  I  thought  that  never  befbre  had  I 
listened  to  anythmg  so  enchanting,  harmonising  as  they  did  with  the 
feelings  which  had  been  caüed  up  by  the  beauty  and  grandeur  of  the 
scene  spread  before  me,  and  that  too  after  a  four  months'  changeless 
sojourn  on  the  oce*an.     Our  anchor  was  cast,  and  all  made  snug  a  little 
after  sunset ;  and  at  eight  o'clock  we  sat  down  to  our  customary  rubber, 
although  chiefly  interested  in  arranging  our  plana  for  the  morrow. 

JtnLT  14. — As  the  post  for  the  next  despatch  of  English  letters  wül 
dose  to-morrow,  I  must  hasten  to  oonclude  the  second  part  of  the  extracts 
from  my  diary,  and  wül  bot  add  a  few  hurried  remarks  relative  to  thia 
place  of  our  nrst  sojourn  on  the  shores  of  America.    From  the  little  yet 
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seen,  I  judge  Valparaiso  to  be  in  a  very  fiourishing  coudition  at  the  present 
tiine,  and  that  it  is  a  very  rapidly  risiog  place.  During  the  two  days  I 
have  passed  on  shore,  not  one  mendicant  have  I  seen — not  one  man, 
woman,  or  child,  in  rags ;  but  all  comfortably  and  generally  picturesquely 
clothed,  and  by  far  the  most  contented-looking  members  of  the  human 
family  I  have  ever  met  with.  Ponchos  are  almost  universally  worn  by 
the  men  belonging  to  the  working-class ;  they  are  chiefly  of  black, 
ornamented  with  stripes  and  figures  of  the  gayest  colourst  whilst  some 
are  self-colours  of  scarlet,  blue,  or  green.  These  ponchos  give  a  grace  to 
every  figure,  and  as  the  wearers  mostly  cultivate  moustacnes,  with  their 
dark  skins,  each  passer-by  is  a  picture ;  and  heroes  who  have  walked  out 
of  story-books  seem  to  meet  you  at  every  step.  The  women  wear 
neither  caps  nor  bonnets,  Walking  through  the  streets  bareheaded,  with 
the  hair  in  two  long  plaits  falling  over  the  Shoulders ;  whilst  the  large 
shawls  universally  worn  by  them  are  so  adjusted  as  to  cover  the  lower 
part  of  the  face,  with  the  fold  falling  gracefully  over  the  left  Shoulder. 
Of  the  population  of  Valparaiso,  the  native  Chilians  seem  to  be  most 
numerous,  with  their  light  copper  skins,  jet  black  eyes  and  hair,  and 
Square,  flat  looking  faces.  Of  good  shops  there  are  but  few ;  one  or  two 
in  the  English  style,  with  handsome  glass  fronts,  are  only  to  be  seen  in 
each  of  the  principal  streets.  Generally  speaking,  the  shops  bear  little 
or  no  token  externally  of  the  articles  kept  within,  there  being  no  Win- 
dows in  which  to  exhibit  them.  Of  the  streets,  not  one  can  boast  of 
being  paved,  and  some  of  them  are  almost  impassable  in  their  accuraula- 
tiong  of  mud.  The  theatre,  which  is  at  present  closed,  is  a  spacious 
building ;  and  save  a  common  sort  of  pleasure-ground — the  Polanco— is 
the  only  place  of  amusement  we  have  yet  seen.  They  charge  most 
exorbitantly  for  everything  here — there  is  scarcely  aught  to  be  obtained 
under  a  dollar ;  as  one  of  our  men  observed  yesterday :  "  If  you  open 
your  mouth  on  shore,  it  costs  a  dollar,  and  half  a  dollar  to  dose 
it."  Our  friend  Yah  Yah,  requiring  a  glass  to  bis  watch,  had  to 
pay  a  dollar  for  it;  two  hands,  a  dollar  each  more.  Dinner  at  the 
hotel,  one  dollar;  a  ride  in  a  veloche  for  half  an  hour,  one  dollar  also, 
Last  evening,  three  of  us  hired  one  of  these  conveyances,  to  drive  us 
about  the  town  from  seven  until  nine,  not  adopting  the  precaution  of 
having  first  an  understanding  about  the  equivalent ;  the  consequence  was, 
that  our  Jehu  demanded  neither  more  nor  less  than  four  doUars.  The 
veloche  is  a  kind  of  overgrown  cabriolet,  very  rickety  on  the  Springs, 
rusty  and  dirty,  and  drawn  by  two  mules,  dirty  also— one  of  them  in  the 
shafts,  the  other  harnessed  alongside,  bestrode  by  the  driver,  who  balloos 
and  applies  the  whip  every  yard  of  the  journey.  The  ruts  and  hollows 
in  the  streets  being  neither  few  nor  far  between,  the  jolting  is  terrible  ; 
but  to  judge  from  the  equanimity  exhibited  in  the  countenances  of  the 
occupants,  whilst  being  knocked  thus  about»  cheek  by  jowl,  as  they  ride 
along,  no  one  could  feil  to  be  Struck  more  than  ever  with  the  truth  of 
the  apothegm,  that  "  habit  is  everything." 

The  town  is  built  upon  three  hüls,  bamng  others,  which  rise  from  1200 
to  1400  feet  in  height,  and  in  the  flat  of  an  embouchure  at  their  feet, 
flush  with  the  bay.  Some  of  the  houses  are  of  two  stories,  with  veran- 
dahs  and  balconies ;  but  are  chiefly  of  one  story,  whitewashed,  with  red 
tiled  roob.     Viewed  from  the  Cordawra  Hill  (on  which  there  is  a 
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staff  to  give  notaoe  of  the  approach  of  shipping),  Valparaiso,  in  tbat  part 
which  may  be  termed  the  business  quarter,  lying  in  tbe  flat,  consists  of 
four  principal  streets,  running  in  parallel  lines,  presenting  a  uniform  and 
pleasing  appearance,  with  tbe  bay  and  shipping ;  and  rising  in  the  dis- 
tance,  south-east,  are  the  vast  Andes,  with  their  snowy  tops,  majestic  as 
beautifal.  Many  of  the  houses  are  built  of  wood,  and,  with  few  exceptions, 
in  the  business  quarters  of  the  town,  the  lower  Windows  are  all  strongly 
iron  barred.  The  lowest  class  of  dwellings  are  clay-built,  without  a 
single  aperture  to  admit  the  light,  save  the  doorway ;  the  floors  are  of 
mud,  and  they  present  altogether  a  very  dirty,  repulsive  appearance. 
The  lower  class  of  people  live,  however,  almost  altogether  out  of  doors  ; 
and  as  we  walk  along,  we  see  them  at  their  meals,  doing  their  cooking, 
and  what  household  work  they  have  to  do,  in  the  open  air.  The  women 
sit  on  the  ground  to  wash;  and  a  stränge  sight,  at  first,  appears  one  of 
these  Chilian  women — her  knees  about  leyel  with  her  chin,  seated  on  the 
earth,  washing  clothes  in  a  wooden  vessel,  like  an  abbreviated  horse- 
trough,  and  smoking,  perhaps,  a  cigarette.  The  men  are  much  better- 
looking  than  the  women ;  the  children  are  pretty,  and  give  promise  of  a 
much  handsomer  maturity  than  they  realise.  All  the  women  look  pre- 
maturely  old,  many  of  them  marrying  when  not  more  than  sixteen. 
Indeed,  our  ship-chandler,  Mr.  Checkley,  an  Englishman,  who  has 
resided  here  some  two  years,  informed  us  that  his  wife,  a  Peruvian,  was 
only  fifteen  when  he  married  her.  Where  the  flowers  grow  we  have 
not  yet  been  able  to  discover,  as,  hitherto,  not  a  single  garden  have  we 
seen ;  although,  carried  by  the  better  class  of  senoras,  we  have  observed 
many  handsome  bouquets  in  the  town.  In  the  ravines  and  cliffs  of  the 
hüls,  the  cactus  and  rhododendron  flourish  in  great  luxuriance.  It  iß  the 
close  of  their  winter  here,  the  temperature  being  something  like  ours,  in 
England,  in  the  leafy  month  of  June.  In  the  present  year,  the  returns 
give  75,952  as  the  population  of  the  place,  comprising  the  suburbs  of 
Quilboata  and  Cassa  Bianca. 

Before  concluding  the  fourth  part  of  my  diary,  I  may  observe,  that  we 
have  reason  to  congratulate  ourselves  upon  our  passage.  There  is 
scarcely  a  vessel  in  the  harbour  that  has  not  suffered  severely  in  the  late 
gaJes :  one  ship,  and  every  soul  on  board,  was  wrecked  off  the  Light- 
house  Point ;  another,  a  Chilian  barque,  was  lost  farther  out  at  sea ;  on 
the  beach,  close  to  the  town,  lies  the  wreck  of  a  fine  steamer ;  and  near  to 
us  is  anchored  the  Atlantic,  from  Liverpool,  whose  foremast  was  carried 
away  in  the  gale — a  severe  Nortber — when  she  came  in  contact  with  the 
Trident,  an  American  vessel.  We  hear  of  disasters  on  every  side  ;  and 
although  our  own  damagea  will  detain  us,  perhaps,  three  weeks,  we  find 
that  we  have  little  reason  to  coroplain.  The  Caspar,  which  left  Liver- 
pool two  months  before  us,  arrived  but  a  few  days  earlier ;  she  was 
beating  about  in  the  Magellan  Straits  close  upon  two  months,  during  which 
time  she  lost  the  chief  part  of  her  bulwarks  and  stanchions,  cables  and 
anchon,  boat  and  boat's  crew,  with  second  mate ;  and  since  her  arrival  in 
this  port,  in  the  late  severe  northern  gale,  which  caused  so  much  havoc, 
the  enumerated  casualties  were  further  increased  by  the  loss  of  the  fore- 
mast and  bowsprit. 
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BT  ANNETTE  MARIE  MAELLABD. 

We  know  not  whether  it  be  6od  or  Goddeas,  the  Deity  termed 
"  Haste ;"  but  this  we  do  know,  that  9tis  the  one  which  presides  over  the 
outgoings  of  every  actresa.  They  are  always  in  a  hurry,  and  generally 
speaking,  especially  novioes,  "  late  to  dress."  Either  aome  one  haa  popped 
in  just  as  they  were  leaving  home,  or  no  eab  was  on  the  stand,  or  the 
more  humble  omnibus  was  füll,  or,  &c.  &c.  &c  In  short,  they  arrive 
late,  breathless  and  heated,  in  their  dressing-room,  for  aix,  seven,  or 
eight,  as  the  ease  may  be,  at  their  theatre«— <a  minor,  for  instanee.  If  the 
aspirant  for  histrionio  fame  be  a  favourite  with  that  stränge  being  termed 
" a  dresser,"  her  (the  lady's)  every  effort  to  expedite  the  proceas  of  dress* 
ing  is  impeded,  by  a  well-meant  bnt  most  injudicious  effort  to  assist  her. 
Her  first  act  on  eatering  the  room,  and  taking  poasession  of  her  allotted 
spot  of  ground,  which  she  oalls  her  own— two  feet  Square,  before  her 
dressing-table — is  to  throw  ofFshawl  and  bonnet,  and  kneeling  down,draw 
forth  from  beneath  that  table  her  box.  Now,  an  actress's  box  is  a  most 
extraordinary  thing,  like  a  boa-oonstrictor's  stomach,  capable  of  expanston 
at  will ;  eise  it  never  could  oontain  all  it  does  hold.  To  nothing  eise  can 
it  be  compared  but  that,  or  a  locker  in  general  use,  belongiug  to  Noah's 
ark ;  in  it  are  all  sorts  of  incongruous  artides.  Well,  before  this  the 
hurried  actresa  kneels,  selecting  her  dress  for  the  erening  (or,  rather,  for 
the  first  pieee,  which  is  "  a  Walking  one,"  as  ladies  call  it).  In  the  midst 
of  all  her  bustle  and  thought  (for  it  requires  the  latter  to  remember  every 
article  necessary,  to  avoid  a  second  diving  amongat  the  mysteries  of  her 
trunk),  the  dresser  begins  with, 

"  Please,  miss,  where  shall  I  hang  your  shawl  and  bonnet  ?" 

She  is  obliged  to  pause  and  look  up. 

"Oh,  anywhere." 

"  Miss,  there  ain't  no  room ;  you've  come  so  late,  all  the  places  ü 
taken." 

Impatiently  she  rises  to  her  feet,  and  ories, 

"  Oh,  hang  them  there,  at  the  entrance,  over  Mrs.  N.'s." 

After  aome  more  parleying,  'tis  done,  and  the  lady  commences  undress* 
ing ;  this  is  nearly  accomplished,  when  a  scream  from  the  dresser  startles 
her  so  much,  that  she  drops  into  the  basin  the  only  pair  of  white  kid 
gloves  she  possessed,  and,  in  endeavouring  to  reeover  them,  upsets  that 
crockery,  whieh  the  woman  had  "  only  just  put  out  of  her  band  a  moment 
on  the  chair  1" 

The  scream  which  caused  this  misfortune  arose  in  eonsequenee  of  the 
soreamer  having  gone  to  open  the  door  to  the  faeetious  u  call«boyM  (they 
are  permitted  that  amiability  in  aome  of  the  minore),  who, 4<  for  fun,9  had 
come  to  say, 

4<  They  are  a-goin'  to  ring  up !" 

A  dreadful  intimation  to  any  one  (but  "  a  star")  who  may  not  keep  the 
"stage  waiting."     In  opening  the  door,  "the  dresser"  had  pulled  every- 
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thing  offthe  {over-taxed  to  bear)  nail,  and  in  her  fiight,  fidlen  down,  as 
she  expresses  it,  "  Struck  all  of  a  heap  with  alarm,  thinking  some  one  had 
fiülen  a-top  of  her  back !" 

Not  a  vexy  comprehensive  position,  unless  that  "  somebody"  had  been 
suspended  in  mid-air,  like  Mahomet's  coffin.  There  is,  of  necessity,  a 
8econd  dreaser  to  the  room,  and  by  her  aid  No.  1  is  raised,  declaring 
ghe  "shall  be  good  for  nothing  all  night!"  Not  at  all  an  astoniahing 
fact,  conridermg  it  to  be  her  general  character. 

The  water  is  dried  up,  the  broken  basin  removed,  and  there  lie  on  the 
table  the  hopelessly  wet  gloves ;  bat  the  horried  actress  has  not  time  to 
thiok  of  them,  so.commences  dreasing. 

The  seeond  dreaser  has  generally  some  private  work  in  hand,  rendering 
her  a  helpless  aasistant  in  that  room«  Either  she  is  roaking  or  altering 
some  costume,  or  eise  she  has  a  daughter  who  has  given  her  a  basket- 
ful  of  oooupation  in  the  shape  of  oertain  diminutive  articles,  which  the 
most  gigantio  warrior  has  worn  in  bis  time. 

Hie  poor  nurried  actress,  finding  herseif,  at  last,  in  a  fair  way  of  having 
her  dress  on  at  all  events,  and  to  the  repeated  assurance  of  her  hand* 
maiden  that  "  she  don't  know  how  she  comed  to  be  so  stoopid  as  to  poll 
down  the  nail,  for  it's  left  her  all  in  a  Auster,"  replies  only, 

"  Oh,  pray,  Mrs.  Slow,  make  haste  and  hook  my  dress." 

The  "  hasten  makes  her  expect  every  moment,  nom  the  energetic  fin- 
gering,  that  the  back  will  be  rent  from  top  to  bottom ;  and  ever  as  the 
woman  fastens  one,  she  exclaims,  "  There's  a  hook  off  in  the  waist  1" 

"  Nerer  mind — pray  never  mind— put  a  pin!"  is  the  anxions  reply. 

An  idiotic  gigg^e  follows. 

"  Oh,  lawk !  if  I  haven't  gone,  in  my  fluatration,  and  hooked  it  all  a  one 
ade!" 

And  the  Operation  has  to  reoommence.  Just  at  that  terrible  moment 
a  distant  viohn  gives  intimation  that  the  "  orchestra's  in." 

Hnrry,  hurry,  hurry,  goes  the  actress. 

At  last  all  is  nearly  completed ;  but,  in  snch  oases,  it  is  imposaible  to 
spend  fingen  and  eyes  on  the  same  object.  While  she  is  pntting  on  her 
laoe  sleeres,  the  eyes  are  searching  everywhere  for  something  eise.  Tag, 
tug,  tug— one  tiresome  sleeve  won't  come  on ;  she  paases  and  looks— 
finding,  then,  that  fbr  a  füll  minate  she  has  been  endeavouring  to  fbroe 
her  hand  through  a  baby's  cap ! 

"  Deary  me !"  exclaims  the  matronly  dresser ;  "  why,  if  that  ain't  the 
cap  as  I've  bin  a  looking  fbr  everywhere !  Well,  that  s  ahnilar."  And 
she  laughs. 

At  last  all's  complete,  except  putting  on  the  bonnet — "  such  a  love  of 
a  new  white  crape  one !"  The  tady  searches  everywhere  for  it,  and,  at  last, 
it  is  foand  on  her  chair,  and  on  top  of  it  all  the  shawls,  &c.,  which  feil  off 
the  nail  and  on  top  of  them,  the  dresser  vexy  quietly  endeavouring, 
with  a  towel,  to  dry  the  kid  gloves.  But  one  thing  remains  to  be  done— 
to  wear  the  bonnet  she  came  in  ;  it  doesn't  look  very  well,  but  it  can't  be 
helped.  A  white  muslin  dress  and  black  velvet  bonnet  are  not  exactly 
what  Devy  would  call  orthodox. 

By  great  good  luck,  the  actress  has  five  minutes  to  spare ;  and  having 
a  quick  change  for  the  next  act,  in  which  she  wears  the  uniform  of  a 
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cavaliy  officer,  employs  those  five  minutes  in  placing  that  dress  ready  on 
her  table.  Well,  the  first  act  is  terminated,  and  rashing  up-stairs  to 
change,  she  13  met  by  tbe  woman,  with  a  self-satisfied  air  ;  she  has  been 
endeavouring  to  make  amends  for  all  previous  blunders,  by  carefully  put- 
ting  away  in  the  bottom  of  the  trank  the  whole  uniform  which  had  been 
left  on  the  table !  Even  that  is  remedied,  and,  just  as  the  curtain  is  going 
up,  down  rushes  the  actress.  Now,  it  happens  to  be  the  first  night  of  this 
piece,  and  the  first  time  the  novice  had  ever  worn  male  attire ;  conse- 
quently,  she  feels  rather  nervous.  We  will  suppose  her  on  the  stage,  after 
the  first  flurry  of  going  on,  she,  being  "  well  up"  in  her  part,  is  justly 
satisfied  with  herseif ;  when,  by  an  unlucky  side-glance9.she  looks  towards 
the  prompter's  box — there  Stands  her  evü  genius,  the  dresser,  making 
the  most  diabolical  and  mystical.  grimaces  at  her,  pointing  to  her  own 
mouth,  and  holding  out  something  in  her  band.  What  can  it  he?  The 
poor  victim  turns  pale  even  beneath  her  rouge.  Has  she  unconsciously 
ewallowed  something  poisonous  ?  No,  that  can't  be ;  for  nothing  passed 
her  Ups.  She  looks  again ;  still  the  signals  of  distress  eontinue  even 
more  urgent.  She  doesn't  want  anything  to  eat.  What  can  the  woman 
mean  ?  And  even  did  she,  how  take  the  proffered  invisible  (at  that  dis- 
tanoe)  something  on  the  stage  ?  The  poor  actress  is  nearly  ready  to 
drop  with  embarrassment,  for  evidently  'tis  an  extreme  case.  At  last  the 
curtain  falls  ;  she,  poor  soul !  feeling  her  powers  have  been  marred  by 
this  last  puzzle  and  anxiety.  The  woman  rushes  up  to  her,  holding  up 
what,  at  first  ßight,  appears  to  be  a  mouse. 

"  You  wouldn't  corae  off,"  she  reproachfully  exclaims  (as  if  she  could 
have  done  so) ;  "  and  here's  your  moustachers — you  don't  look  half  a  man 
without  'em/' 

Every  one  is  called  for  in  the  piece  but  the  dresser's  victim,  and,  sick 
at  heart,  she  goes  up-stairs,  holding  the  unoffending  cause,  instead  of  a 
bouquet,  between  her  finger  and  thumb,  followed  by  the  incorrigible  incu- 
bus,  exclaiming, 

"  I  know'd  how  it  would  be,  when  I  seed  you'd  left  them  moustachers 
behind.  I  said  to  Mrs.  Buttons,  ( Now  you  just  see  if  Miss  Blank  will  get 
a  nosegay  !'  I  know'd  you  wouldn't.  And  they  never  calls  for  you,  nor 
throws  none,  the  second  night!  And  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  you  was  fined 
on  Saturday  for  being  improperly  dressed ;  and  I  shouldn't  mind  bettin* 
that  you  geta  notice,  neither  I" 

And  with  these  crurabs  of  comfort  she  sweetens  the  task  of  undressing 
the  unfortunate  victim. 
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OB,  GBIEVANCES  OF  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  LONG  ROBE  AND  OTHERS  OF 

THE  HABD-UP  CLUB. 

BT  A  MEMBER. 

On  Sunday  last,  the  28 th  ult,  the  usual  weekly  meeting  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Koyal  United  British  and  Foreign  Hard-up  Club,  located  in 
London  and  its  immediate  vicinity,  was  held  in  the  large  room  on  the 
fint-floor  of  the  Garrick's  Head,  Bow-street,  Covent  Garden ;  the  gallant 
President  took  the  chair  precisely  at  five  o'clock,  and  was  surrounded  by 
an  unusoally  dense  assembly  of  the  honourable  and  learned  craft.  This 
being  a  collar  day,  the  several  members  appeared  in  their  respective  in- 
ognia.  The  business  of  the  day  was  opened  by  Lieut.  Steerctear,  R.N., 
who  begged  that  the  gallant  secretary  do  now  proceed  with  the  routine 
business  of  the  meeting. 

Mr.  Twigall  seconded  the  motion,  which  was  then  put  from  the  chair, 
and  carried  nem.  con. 

The  gallant  secretary  then  read  the  following  list  of  Standard  works 
necessary  for  the  study  of  the  honourable  members  of  the  learned  craft. 

"  A  Trip  to  Portugal-street ;  or,  the  Cheapest  and  Quiekest  Mode  of 
passing  through  the  Insolvent  Court  without  the  Aid  of  Steam."  By 
Cognovit  Graball,  Esq.,  of  the  Society  of  Gray's  Inn. 

rIliis  is  a  work  which  may  be  very  useful,  but  we  hope  little  needed ; 
like  all  other  produetions  from  the  pen  of  an  attorney,  it  professes  a  great 
deal  about  cheap  law  and  quick  process.  We,  however,  doubt  the  vera- 
city  of  the  learned  author  on  these  particular  points. 

"  The  Book  of  Geras ;  or,  the  Pocket  Volume  of  the  Board  of  Green 
Cloth.  A  Treatise  on  the  Advantage  of  a  Repast  on  the  Grass  over  that 
on  a  Road  or  Bridge."     By  Count  Fig. 

"  The  Adventures  of  a  Valise ;  or,  the  Ci-devant  Dragoon  in  Light 
Marching  Order/'  By  the  Hon.  Harry  Trottemout,  late  Captain  in  the 
Kangaroo  Lancers. 

"  Cookery  made  Easy ;  or,  a  Treatise  on  the  best  Method  of  Preparing 
Gravel  Soup,  Ice  Fritters,  Snow  Pancakes,  and  Stewed  Grass."  By  W. 
H.  Grubscarce,  Cookto  H.RH,  the  late  Duke  Humphrey. 

This  b  an  old  and  scarce  work,  being  quite  out  of  print.  The  reeipes 
are  invaluable,  and  a  perfect  knowledge  of  its  pages  will  be  found  useful 
to  both  candidates  for,  and  members  of,  the  Hard-up  Club. 

"The  Art  of  Drawing  for  the  Teeth,"  By  Henry  Grinder,  EsqM 
F.R.S. 

This  treatise  is  principally  confined  to  perspective,  and  contains  some 
lirely  sketches  of  banquets  at  Buckingham  Palace  and  the  Mansion  House. 

"My  Uncle's  Bequest;  or,  the  Science  of  Pawning."  By  George 
Flueall,  Esq. 

The  pages  of  this  work  contain  much  valuable  information  on  every- 
day  matters,  and  the  Instructions  for  bartering  and  exchanging  are  the 
best  we  have  read. 
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"  A  Treatise  on  Mapping ;  or,  Every  Man's  eaay  Chart-maker."  By 
R.  D.  Dodgem,  Esq.,  F.R.S. 

This  work  will  be  found  generally  useful,  as  many  gentlemen  will  be 
often  obliged  to  sketch  out  their  respective  routes. 

"  The  Art  of  Swimming ;  or,  tbe  Best  Method  of  Keeping  Afloat." 
By  Admiral  Sir  Dreadnought  Diver,  K.C.B.,  G.C.H. 

The  instructioDs  laid  down  in  this  treatise  will  be  found  very  useful,  as 
many  candidates  and  members  will  be  daily  compelled  to  bring  its  precepts 
into  practice. 

"  Modern  Book-keeping."     By  Thomas  Bookall,  Esq. 

This  work  will  prove  available  to  such  candidates  and  members  as  may 
wish  to  take  upon  themselves  the  Instruction  of  any  tailor,  bootmaker,  or 
otber  tradesman. 

The  announcement  of  the  foregoing  works  createdmuch  Sensation,  and 
a  general  anxiety  seemed  to  prevail  among  the  honourable  and  learned 
assemblage  for  an  early  perusal. 

The  gallant  secretary  next.  read  the  following  resolution :  "  That  all 
description  of  gambling,  either  with  dice  or  cards,  however  trifling,  be 
strictly  prohibited  in  any  place  constituted  a  lodge  of  the  craft." 

Mr.  Darkhose  protested  against  the  resolution  in  question,  because  it 
prohibited  the  innocentand  rational  amusement  of  cards  in  any  room  con- 
stituted a  lodge  of  the  craft. 

Mr.  Gammonem  contended  that  the  resolution  in  question  was  ex- 
tremely  necessary,  and  very  judicious.  Cards,  even  for  amusement,  ought 
not  to  be  permitted  in  a  public  room  intended  as  a  place  of  recreation  or 
occasional  business.  (Hear,  hear.)  Cards  were  more  calculated  for  the 
fireside  pastimc  of  a  private  family  residence  than  an  hotel  or  tavern  ;  he 
should  protest  against  their  introduction  upon  any  pretext  whatever. 
(Hear,  hear,  and  cheers.) 

Mr.  Allgab  also  opposed  the  introduction  of  cards;  any  species  of 
gambling,  however  trifling,  ought  not  to  be  permitted  in  any  room  a  con- 
stituted lodge  of  the  craft  (Hear,  hear.)  Cards  were  extremely  aunoy- 
ing  to  those  who  did  not  join  in  play .  He  objected  to  them  for  four  co- 
gent  reasons:  first,  because  they  caused  atruce  to  all  rational  conversation ; 
secondly,  they  produced  much  excitement  in  persona  interested  in  the 
game—  (Hear,  hear) — thirdly,  they  frequently  gave  rise  to  ill-tempered 
remarks ;  and  fourthly,  too  often  made  men  of  general  urbanity  and 
courtesy  irritable  and  morose.  He  (Mr.  Allgab)  saw  no  härm  in  either 
chess,  drafts,  or  backgammon,  but  he  did  in  cards  or  dice,  because  they 
were  gambling  games.  He  considered  the  professed  gambler  a  heartless 
and  reckless  villain.  The  gambler  feit  no  veneration  for  a  parent,  love 
for  a  wife,  care  for  a  family,  or  regard  for  a  friend.  (Hear,  hear.) 
The  incorrigible  and  detestable  vice  of  gambling  rendered  a  man  per- 
fectly  destitute  of  pride,  honour,  or  humanity.  The  gambler  should  be 
avoided  as  a  demon,  suspected  as  a  robber,  and  guarded  against  as  an 
assassin.  Men  of  reputation  should  shun  a  gambler.  "  Good  men  abhor 
a  vice  for  virtue's  sake."  He  (Mr.  Allgab)  concluded  by  protesting 
against  the  vicious  pursuit  of  cards  or  dice  in  any  publio  room  a  constituted 
lodge  of  the  learned  and  honourable  craft.     (Hear,  hear,  and  cheers.) 

Mr.  Sparepurse  looked  upon  a  gambler  as  an  outcast  of  the  worst  and 
most  dangerous  description.   (  Hear,  hear. )   The  professed  gambler  had  not 
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one  redeeming  quality ;  in  his  avaricious  attempts  to  aggrandise  himsel£  Im 
would  remorselessly  oeggar  himself  and  his  family,  or  his  best  friend.  A 
gambler  may  be  justly  considered  as  a  man  totally  devoid  of  principle,  a 
sneaking  robber,  a  bare-faced  liar,  a  designing  swindler,  a  bully,  and  a 
coward — in  fact,  the  professed  and  hired  gambler  is  a  villain,  who  devotes 
bis  wbole  time  to  this  pemicioua  pursuit,  and  disregards  every  social  duty 
and  virtoe.  This  strong  language  he  (Mr.  Sparepurse)  intended  to  suoh 
men  as  basely  subsiated  by  gambling,  and  thereby  cheated  the  unwary. 
He  was  sorry  to  admit  that  many  trtherwise  good  men  oooasionally  in« 
dolged  in  this  fascinating  and  fashionable  vice ;  he,  however,  implored 
honourable  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club  to  desist  therefrom.  When 
pleasure  is  predominant,  all  the  greatest  virtnes  of  course  must  give  way. 
A  gambler  was  worse  than  a  highwayman.  The  former  followed  his  un- 
lawful  and  disgraceful  pursuit  from  choice  and  the  love  of  vice,  thereby 
indiscriminately  fleecing  his  oompanions,  and  that,  too,  under  the  pretext 
of  good  fellowsnip— (Hear,  hear)— the  otherindividual  pursued  hislawless 
and  dangerous  avocation  from  neoessity.  He  (Mr.  Sparepurse)  contended 
that  among  gamblers  there  is  no  feeling  of  friendship.  Gambling  is  pro- 
ductive  of  many  grievous  evils ;  it  often  gives  rise  to  fraud,  swindling, 
forgery,  robbery,  fetal  quarreis,  suicide,  and  not  unfrequently  murder ;  it 
is  a  vice  which  ought  to  be  held  up  to  public  scorn.  (Hear,  hear.)  He,  in 
his  long  experience,  had  frequently  witnessed  its  baneful  effects  in  various 
ahapes.  He  should  like  to  see  the  Statutes  respecting  gambling-houses 
strictly  enforced,  and  their  proprietors  and  frequenters  severely  punished; 
he  didnot  condemn  a  game  of  whist  at  afriend's  house,  but  objected  to  it 
as  an  amusement  in  a  public  rooni,  and  should  say,  in  the  words  of  the 
poet,  "not  tobe  too  mucn  addicted  toany  one  thing,  is  the  most  exoelleut 
rule  of  lifo."  He  (Mr.  Sparepurse)  should  vote  for  the  resolution  in 
question,  because  he  approved  of  its  precepts,  and  conceived  that  it  would 
add  one  more  good  example  to  the  shrine  of  virtue.  [The  honourable 
member  sat  down  amid  deafening  cheers,  and  the  resolution  which  he 
defended  passed  withoui  a  dissenting  voice.] 

Mr.  Lackbrief  gave  notioe  that  during  the  next  long  vacation,  he  wouid 
call  a  meetingof  suoh  leamed  gentlemen  of  the  wig  and  gown  as  might 
be  at  liberty— -either  briefless  or  out  of  the  safe  keeping  of  the  sheriff 
«—in  London  and  its  vicimty.  The  object  of  the  proposed  meeting 
was  to  submit  to  his  learned  brethren  suggestions  as  to  certain  benefits 
likely  to  accrue  to  them  by  separating  themselves  from  solicitors,  upon 
whose  patronage  they  were  dependent  fbr  professional  employ ;  this  he 
oonsidered  a  crying  grievanoe  peouliar  to  their  calling.  He  saw  no 
cause  why  barristers  should  be  at  the  beck  and  call  of  attorneys  ;  phy- 
sicians were  not  dependent  for  a  fee  upon  apotbecaries  or  dispensing  sur- 
geons.  He  (Mr.  Lackbrief) feit  assurea  that  if  the  law  were  thrown  open, 
upon  the  System  of  free-trade,  without  the  participation  of  attorneys,  it 
would  be  much  better  for  the  public,  as  also  for  the  gentlemen  of  the  long 
robe,  who  would  then  find  it  to  their  advantage  to  sit  themselves  quietly 
down  in  Chambers  in  some  of  the  inns  of  coort,  mstead  of  sitting  up  in 
garrets,  in  lodging-housesfbr  "  Single  Gentlemen,"  and  there  wasting  their 
eloquenoe  upon  the  widowed  landlady,  her  daughter,  niece,  or  maid-of-all- 
work.  Many  learned  gentlemen  were  in  this  Situation.  He  (Mr.  Lack* 
brief )  once  knew  a  brother  Templer  who  was  so  hard  up,  that  for  months 
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he  could  not  leave  his  room,  having  been  obliged  to  eat  up  his  "  Coke 
upon  Lyttleton,"  and  his  gown ;  his  wig,  which  only  afforded  him  one 
scanty  meal,  was  eventually  devoured  by  moths.  His  baggage  consisted 
of  a  moderate-sized  japanned  tin  box,  with  the  words, c<  Court  of  Chancery" 
inscribed  thereon.  In  this  official-looking  supposed  repository  of  deeds 
and  indentures  of  the  living  and  dead  he  kept  his  coal,  wken  he  chanced 
to  have  any.  The  very  unpleasant  position  of  this  gentleman  was  solely 
attributable  to  his  having  no  connexion — in  fact,  no  friends  among  attor- 
neys;  hundreds  of  young  and  promising  members  of  the  bar  are,  no 
doubt,  at  this  moment,  suffering  frorn  the  like  cause.  He  therefore  wished 
to  free  them  from  the  would-be  fostering  hand  of  attorneys.  lf  this  great 
law  reform  were  carried,  clients  who  wished  legal  advice  could  consult 
with  barristers  without  being  obliged  to  approach  them  through  hobbUng 
attorneys.  The  time  of  junior  barristers  would  thus  be  more  profitably 
consumed,  as  the  early  part  of  the  day  could  be  devoted  to  giving  audi- 
ences  to  clients.  This  species  of  practice  would  be  far  more  profitable 
than  puffing  clouds  at  home,  or  sallying  forth  therefrom  to  saunter  about 
town,  or  hang  about  the  halls  of  tne  courts  of  law  with  a  dingy,  once 
crimson  bag,  stuffed  with  old  newspapers,  prospectuses  of  defunct  hum- 
bug  companies,  unintelligible  acts  of  parliament»  and  other  rubbish. 
Such  aspirants  for  the  woolsack  as  were  advocates  for  the  Diffusion  of 
Useful  Knowledge  on  the  Sabbath,  would  be  wise  in  giving  early  roorn- 
ing  advice  to  such  clients  as  could  not  venture  out  of  their  domiciles  on 
any  other  day  ;  these  industrious  gentlemen  could  distinguish  themselves 
from  their  more  fastidious  brethren,  by  having  on  their  door  a  brass  plate, 
with  the  words,  "At  home  on  Sundays,"  inscribed  thereon.  The  inte-* 
rior  of  the  Chambers  of  these  Sabbath  legal  advisers  might  be  fitted  up  at 
very  little  expense :  one  portion  of  the  wall  could  be  decorated  with  a 
dummy  library,  old  parliamentary  reports,  and  acts  of  parliament,  which 
could  be  purchased  as  waste  paper,  and  should  be  strewed  about  the  room. 
A  roll  of  cheap  carpeting,  edged  and  covered  with  parchment,  should  be 
placed  in  a  conspicuous  Situation ;  on  this  imposing-looking  collection  of 
calf-skin  should  be  engrossed,  in  legible  characters,  the  words,  "  To  the 
Lords  Spiritual  and  Temporal  <in  the  present  Parliament  aasembled." 
Another  part  of  the  Chamber  might  be  faced  with  a  representation  of 
deed-boxes ;  and  bundles  of  papers,  tied  together  with  red  tape,  marked, 
"  Briefs  for  counseFs  opinion/1  should  be  placed  on  an  omce-table ;  every 
now  and  then  a  kind  of  herring-gutted,  wire-haired,  half-bred  grey- 
hound  sort  of  cub,  should  glide  into  the  room,  and,  in  a  playhouse 
whisper,  say  to  his  master,  "  Please,  sir,  a  clerk  is  in  waiting  from  the 
Messrs.  Seizeall  and  Crushem,  for  opinion  on  case  of  Smashall  and 
Downhill  versus  Doemup  and  Cheatall."  Such  manoeuvring  would 
lead  a  dient  to  think  his  legal  friend  was  a  man  of  great  professional 
eminence,  experience,  and  considerable  practice,  and  would  thus  think 
him  worthy  of  patronage.  But  be  it  understood,  that  without  an  ap- 
pearance  of  professional  success,  the  young  pleader  would  meet  with 
but  little  encouragement :  a  bed  of  roses  would  not  constitute  his  niffhtJy 
couch,  for  even  at  that  portion  of  the  twenty-four  hours  his  mind  and 
body  must  be  on  the  alert  The  work  of  the  barrister  was  that  of  tho 
head  supported  by  his  legs ;  yet,  whether  in  Chambers  or  in  court,  he 
must  be  always  lying.    If  fortunate  in  his  career,  he  might  Ue  his  way  to 
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the  woolsack,  where,  like  lord-chancellors  of  by-gone  days,  he  could  lie 
at  his  ease,  blink  beneath  his  wig,  and  doze  away  tbe  time  like  a  Dutch 
burgomaster.  Mr.  Lackbrief  protested  that  he  would  continue  to  advo- 
cate  the  cause  of  poor  barristers,  until  the  profession  was  made  free  from 
the  surveillance  of  attorneys,  whose  grievances  were  not  to  be  compared 
with  those  of  barristers.  No  doubt  the  County  Court  Act  and  its  ex- 
tension  had  taken  much  from  the  profits  of  attorneys ;  but  notwithstand- 
ing  the  said  clipping  of  legal  charges  for  trivial  suits,  they  possess  ad- 
vantages  not  enjoyed  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe.  They  can 
practise  for  a  small  fee,  and  the  course  of  their  professional  preparation 
is  not  so  expensive  as  that  of  a  barrister;  the  attorney,  afiter  having 
been  articled  for  a  period  of  five  years,  can  commence  business  with 
every  chance  of  accumulating  wealth,  whilst  the  barrister  must  depend 
upon  private  connexion,  together  with  the  meana  of  going  the  circuit 
and  establishing  himself  in  Chambers.  He  (Mr.  Lackbrief)  could  name 
many  learned  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe,  of  first-rate  classical  abilities 
and  acquirements,  professional  repute,  and  unsullied  character,  who  had 
never  been  able,  for  the  want  of  pecuniary  resources,  to  push  themselves 
into  public  notice,  but  were  obliged  to  pass  the  most  valuable  portion  of 
their  lives  on  a  small  practice  at  the  courts  of  law  in  London,  and  occupy 
dingy  Chambers,  but  profess  to  dine  out,  in  order  to  avoid  the  exposure 
of  short  commons  to  their  attendant.  There  are,  alas !  many  who  cannot 
sport  Chambers,  but  hide  their  diminished  heads  in  small  lodgings  in 
obscure  streets  of  the  metropolis  or  its  suburbs,  and  have  their  addresses 
at  their  inns  of  court.  The  privations  to  which  poor  barristers  are  sub- 
jected,  have  driven  many  promising  members  of  the  bar  to  become 
night  Templars,  by  frequenting  taverns  and  other  places  of  public  resort. 
He  acknowledged  that  the  unsuccessral  attorney,  who  dragged  out  his 
existence  in  daily  carrying  his  blue  bag  to  and  from  his  lodging  in 
Stangate,  or  some  other  equally  non-aristocratic  locality,  and  his  would- 
be  omce  tip  three  pairs  of  stairs  in  Clifford's  Inn,  or  some  such  place, 
did  not  stand  so  good  a  chance  of  making  victims  as  he  of  the  goose- 
quill  and  red  tape,  who  practised  on  a  more  extensive  scale  in  Lincoln's 
Inn,  and  occupied  a  house  in  Bedford-row  or  Gower-street  This  species 
of  outward  show  is  by  no  means  peculiar  to  the  legal  profession,  but  is 
also  practised  by  all  aspiring  members  of  law  and  physic.  He  (Mr. 
Lackbrief)  hoped  that  the  projected  further  extension  of  the  business  of 
the  County  Court  would  be  produetive  of  food  to  many  hungry  Juniors 
of  the  long  robe ;  but  should  their  professional  avocations  continue  to  be 
so  shackled  as  they  now  are,  the  following  song,  so  well  known  to  many 
of  their  fraternity,  would  still  be  applicable  to  their  pursuits,  and  could 
be  chanted  with  propriety,  and,  alas!  with  truth,  over  their  evening 
potations,  when  they  had  anything  to  imbibe : 

BABCABOLB   FOB   BREEFLE88  BABRI8TERS. 

Air—«  Thb  Sjba." 

The  Peel  the  Fee!  the  welcome  Fee! 

The  new,  the  fresh,  the  scarce  to  me. 

Without  a  brief,  without  a  pound, 

I  travel  the  circuit  round  and  round ;  • 

I  draw  with  the  pens  at  each  assize, 

lf  ink  before  me  handy  lies. 
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l've  got  a  Fee  1  Fve  got  a  Fee  I 

I've  got  what  I  do  seldom  see ; 

With  the  judge  above  and  tbe  usher  below, 

I  wait  upon  the  last  back  row. 

Should  a  silk  gown  come  with  argument  deep, 

What  matter?— I  can  go  to  sleep. 

I  love  (oh,  how  I  love)  to  btde  • 

At  some  fierce  foaming  senior's  side, 

When  every  read  word  stuns  the  court, 

And  the  judges  wish  he'd  cut  it  short ; 

And  teil  him  the  case  of  So-and-so, 

His  argument  doth  to  atom9  blow. 

I  nerer  hear  Chancery's  dull  tarne  jaw, 

But  I  love  the  fun  of  the  Common  Law, 

And  fly  to  the  Exchequer,  Bench,  and  Pleas, 

As  a  mouse  flies  back  to  a  Cheshire  cheese. 

For  the  cheese  it  alwavs  seem'd  to  me, 

Especially  if  I  got  a  Fee ! 

My  whiskers  are  white,  and  my  head  is  bald, 
Since  the  dreary  hour  when  I  was  call'd. 
The  Steward  he  whistled,  as  out  he  told 
The  fees  at  my  call  from  a  packet  of  eold  ; 
And  never  was  heard  of  a  step  so  wild, 
As  took  to  the  bar  the  briefless  child. 
I  liave  lived  since  theo,  in  term  and  out, 
Some  thirty  years  or  thereabout, 
Without  a  brief,  but  power  to  ränge 
From  court  to  court  by  way  of  change  i 
And  death,  whene'er  he  com  es  to  me, 
Will  find  me,  most  likely,  without  a  Fee.* 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  above  stanzas,  Mr.  Lackbrief  proposed  a  rote 
of  thanks  to  Lord  Chief  Justice  Nicholson,  who,  he  feit  assured,  would 
befriend  or  shelter  any  member  of  the  learned  craft  by  day  or  night. 
The  kindness  and  urbanity  of  his  lordship  was  too  well  known  to  need 
any  encomium  from  him.  In  his  younger  days  he  had  been  a  parent  to 
thousands,  by  pecuniary  loans  in  particular.  (Loud  cries  of  "  Hear,  hear.") 
The  proposed  vote  of  thanks  was  agreed  to  without  a  dissenting  voiee, 
for  which  compliment  Lord  Chief  Justice  Nicholson  returned  thanks 
with  his  usual  animated  eloquence,  and  retired. 

Mr.  Allstrive  said  he  did  not  know  what  would  eventually  become  of 
that  nondescript  and  unfbrtunately  numerous  section  of  the  Community, 
yclept "  poor  gentlemen."  Day  after  day,  their  Situation  became  worse 
and  worse ;  every thing  conspired  to  crush  them.  They  were  not  a  class 
of  men  calculated  to  benefit  themselves  by  a  trip  to  the  gold  mines, 
which  afforded  so  rieh  a  harvest  to  the  aUe-bodied  man,  who  had  been 
brought  up  to  agricultural  pursuits.  Poor  gentlemen — more  particularly 
members  of  the  naval  or  military  profession — were  not  considered  elig^ble 
for  civil  appointments,  even  by  our  own  government.  The  late  Secretarv 
of  State  quite  discouraged  naval  and  military  Claims,  and  allowed  all  such 
applicants  to  become  grey  ere  he  conferred  any  benefit  upon  them,  but 
more  frequently  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  them.     He  (Mr.  Allstrive)  knew 

*  The  above  appeared  some  years  since  in  the  Hampshire  Tdtgraph. 
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office»  of  both  branches  of  her  Majesty's  Service,  who  had  served  in 
every  quarter  of  the  globe,  and  who  had  been  recommended  for  civil  ap- 
pointments  in  the  colonies  years  ago;  but,  stränge  to  say,  they  had 
never  reoeived  an  appointment,  although  young  civilians,  of  unknown 
names,  destitnte  of  family  claims,  had  done  so,  by  aid  of  parliamentary 
interest.  The  naval  and  military  candidates  to  whom  he  alluded,  aU 
possessed  the  strongest  and  most  honourable  oertificates  of  distinguished 
Services  from  generals  and  admirals  of  renown ;  but  as  the  majority  of 
these  heroes  did  not  possess  seats  in  parliament,  their  testimonials  were 
disregarded ;  in  fact,  so  little  value  seemed  to  be  placed  upon  testimonials 
of  naval  and  military  Services,  that  a  number  of  distinguished  and  deco- 
rated  veterans  of  her  Majesty's  sea  and  land  fbrces,  had  lately  formed  a 
resolution  to  call  in  their  testimonials,  and  convert  them  into  a  monster 
bonfire  in  Whitehall,  midway  between  the  Horse  Guards  and  the  Ad- 
miralty.  This  flare-up  was  intended  to  show  the  authorities  of  these 
departments  the  little  respect  paid  to  certificates  for  merit  and  gallantry 
by  sea  or  land.  The  burning  of  this  funeral  pile  is  postponed  for  the 
present,  at  the  particular  request  of  a  large  number  of  naval  officers,  who 
anticipate  much  benefit  to  the  service  by  the  appointment  of  one  of  their 
own  cloth  to  the  post  of  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty.  Testimonials  of  past 
Services  were  quite  useless  with  railway  directors.  A  once  influential  chair- 
man  of  many  lines  looked  with  contempt  upon  such  honourable  documents ; 
and  was  in  the  habit  of  keeping  retired  officers,  who  had  been  customers 
of  his  when  in  the  drapery  line,  waiting  in  the  hall  at  his  hotel,  whilst  he 
gave  audience  to  sunory  deputations  of  bandy-legged,  pot-bellied,  splay* 
footed  northern  Citizens,  with  seats  of  honour  projecting  like  the  Hill  of 
Howth.  With  reference  to  pecuniary  straggles,  and  the  difficulty  of  as« 
snaging  them  by  the  System  of  bill-discounting,  the  poor  gentleman  has  no 
chance ;  more  particularly  naval  and  military  officers.  They,  alas  !  find 
no  proffers  of  cash  in  ezchange  for  their  notes  of  hand :  even  that  well- 
known  class  of  harpies,  professed  money-lenders,  who  gorge  and  grow 
fat  upon  the  needy  and  distressed,  look  with  contempt  on  the  sign-manual 
of  that  class  of  her  Majesty's  subjects  who  had  passed  their  earlier  days, 
and  injured  their  Constitution*,  amid  war  and  pestilence,  in  defence  of 
this  sea-girt  land ;  yet  the  wealthy  trader,  or  even  the  journeyman  cob- 
bler,  can  get  cash  upon  almost  nominal  security ;  and  the  capitalists  of 
London  State  that  money  is  so  abundant  in  the  City,  that  the  goveraor 
and  Company  of  the  Bank  of  England  are  at  a  loss  how  to  employ  their 
surplns.  They  talk  of  reducing  their  interests  for  deposits  to  two  and  a 
half  per  cent»,  and  are  willing  to  discount  bills  of  good  commercial 
houses  at  one  and  a  half  per  cent.  Strange  to  say,  the  arrival  of  gold 
from  various  parte  of  the  world  has  not  diminished  the  value  of  the  pre- 
cious  metal ;  although  the  cellars  of  the  Bank  and  the  Mint  have  been 
crammed  with  bullion  and  Spanish  dollars  since  the  payment  of  the 
Chinese  ransom.  Yet,  with  this  great  supply  of  raw  material  for  the 
coin  of  the  realm,  the  coffers  of  the  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club  are 
quite  empty — bills  of  exchange  and  autographs  of  half-pay  officers,  un- 
beneficed  clergymen,  briefless  barristers,  orpoor  gentlemen  of  any  de- 
scription,  are  considered  quite  valueless.  This  ill-judged  want  of  &ith 
on  the  part  of  bankers  and  money-brokers,  is  very  detrimental  to  the  en- 
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terprising  viewa  of  the  hard-up  portion  of  the  Community,  who  are  thus 
prevented  from  raising  a  sumcient  loan  to  enable  them  to  purchase 
Hudson's  Folly,  better  known  as  "  Gibraltar,"  and  other  unoccupied 
mansions  in  London,  which  might  be  established  as  brauch  club-houses, 
and  would  prevent  tbe  necessity  of  honourable  members  meeting  at 
tavqrns  or  pot-houses,  which  are  the  fitting  places  of  assembly  for  shop- 
keepers,  drapers1  assistants,  and  flunkies  in  undress  or  full-dress  uniform. 
The  facility  with  which  the  money-brokers  of  London  formerly  advanced 
loans  for  home  and  foreign  projects,  attested  the  wealfch  and  confidence  of 
the  capitalists  of  the  greatest  city  in  the  world ;  but  Foyais,  and  other 
more  recent  bubbles,  have  much  shaken  their  faith.  Share  certificate«, 
with  8eal8  resembling  in  diameter  the  fore-wheel  of  an  omnibus,  have  now 
lost  their  charm  ;  so  much  so,  that  no  undertaking,  however  good  and 
safe  in  its  object,  will  gain  favour  in  the  scrutinising  eye  of  a  man  of 
preciou8  metal,  who  carries  on  his  calling  east  of  Temple  Bar. 

The  honourable  member  called  on  his  learned  brethren  to  petition  the 
Queen,  praying  her  Majesty  to  direct  that  some  inquiry  be  made  into 
the  unprovided  and  destitute  Situation  of  her  Majesty's  unemployed  naval 
and  military  officers,  and  unprofessional  poor  gentlemen,  their  widows 
and  orphans.  Should  the  Home  Secretary  not  think  fit  to  recommend 
the  subject-matter  of  the  proposed  petition  to  the  favourable  considera- 
tion  of  our  most  gracious  sovereign,  he  begged  to  suggest  the  propriety 
of  causing  a  memorial  to  be  addressed  to  his  Grace  the  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  praying  for  an  annual  festival  of  a  month  of  holidays,  equally 
stringent  as  the  Sabbath  in  its  observance,  thus  rendering  all  law 
processes  non-effective  during  the  prescribed  happy  period  of  rest  andre- 
joicing  to  the  bailiff-hunted  and  oppressed  who  would  not  then  be  honoured 
with  invitations  to  meet  her  Majesty's  judges  "  at  nine  of  the  dock  in 
the  forenoon,  at  their  Court  at  Westminster."  Should  his  Grace  the 
Primate  of  all  England  refuse  this  boon  to  those  who  have  the  fear  of 
the  law  of  arrest  before  their  eyes,  he  (Mr.  Allstrive)  should  recommend 
the  adoption  of  an  annual  carnival,  which  would,  at  all  events,  enable 
honourable  members  to  hide  their  faces,  and  disgoioe  their  figures,  by  the 
aid  of  masks,  fancy  dresses,  or  dominoes.  Trusting  that  these  pro- 
positious  might  be  carried  out,  he  should  conclude  by  moving  the  usual 
vote  of  thanks  to  their  gallant  chairman,  which  was  responded  to  with 
deafenbg  cheers.  The  meeting  then  broke  up,  and,  to  the  best  of  our 
knowledge,  honourable  members  reached  their  respective  abiding-pltces 
in  safety, — at  least,  no  tidings  of  incarceration,  oated  from  the  White 
Cross  of  Cripplegate,  have  been  received  by  the  secretary  of  the  right 
worshipful  craft. 
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Soon  after  this,  Nicholas  Assbeton,  attended  by  two  or  three  men, 
came  up,  and  asked  whither  the  old  witch  had  flown. 

Mistress  Nutter  pointed  out  the  course  taken  by  tbe  fugitive,  who 
had  run  towards  the  northern  extremity  of  the  hill,  down  the  sides  of 
which  he  had  already  plunged. 

"  She  has  been  carried  off  by  her  grandson,  Jena  Device,"  said  Mis- 
tress Nutter ;  "  be  quick,  or  you  will  lose  her." 

"  Ay,  be  quick — be  quick !"  added  Mother  Chattox.  "  Yonder  they 
went,  to  the  back  of  the  beacon." 

Casting  a  look  at  the  wretched  Speaker,  and  finding  she  was  too 
grievously  wounded  to  be  able  to'move,  Nicholas  bestowed  no  further 
thought  upon  her,  but  set  off  with  his  companions  in  the  direction  pointed 
out.  He  speedily  arrived  at  the  edge  of  the  hill,  and,  looking  down  it, 
sought  in  vain  for  any  appearance  of  the  fugitives.  The  sides  were  here 
steep  and  shelving,  and  some  hundred  yards  lower  down  were  broken 
into  ridges,  bebind  one  of  which  it  was  possible  the  old  witch  and  her 
grandson  might  be  concealed;  so,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  the 
squire  descended,  and  began  to  search  about  in  the  hollows,  scrambling 
orer  the  loose  stones,  or  sliding  down  for  some  paces  with  the  uncertain 
boggy  soll,  when  he  fancied  he  heard  a  plaintive  cry.  He  looked  around, 
butcould  see  no  one.  The  whole  side  of  the  mountain  was  lighted  up 
by  the  fire  frora  the  beacon,  whieb,  instead  of  diminishiug,  burnt  with 
increased  ardour,  so  that  every  object  was  as  easily  to  be  discerned  as  in 
the  daytirae ;  but,  notwithstanding  this,  he  could  not  detect  whence  the 
sound  proceeded.  It  was  repeated,  but  more  faintly  than  before,  and 
Nicholas  almost  persuaded  himself  it  was  the  voice  of  Potts  calling  for 
help.  Motioning  to  his  followers,  who  were  engaged  in  the  search  like 
himself,  to  keep  still,  the  squire  listened  intently,  and  again  caught  the 
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sound,  being  this  time  couvinced  it  arose  from  the  ground.  Was  it  pos- 
sible  the  unfortunate  attorney  faad  been  buried  alive  ?  Or  had  he  been 
thrust  into  some  hole,  and  a  stone  placed  over  it,  which  he  found  it  im- 
possible  to  remove  ?  The  latter  idea  seemed  the  more  probable ;  and 
Nicholas  was  guided  by  a  feeble  repetätion  of  the  noise  towards  a  large 
fragment  of  rock,  which,  on  examination,  had  evidently  been  rolled  from 
a  point  immediately  over  the  mouth  of  a  hollow.  The  squire  instantly 
set  himself  to  work  to  dislodge  the  ponderous  stone,  and  aided  by  two  of 
his  men,  who  lent  their  broad  Shoulders  to  the  task,  qnickly  acoom- 
plished  his  object,  disclosing  what  appeared  to  be  the  mouth  of  a 
cavernous  recess.  From  out  of  this,  as  soon  as  the  stone  was  removed, 
popped  the  head  of  Master  Potts  ;  and  Nicholas,  bidding  him  be  of  good 
cheer,  laid  hold  of  him  to  draw  him  forth,  as  he  seemed  to  have  some 
difficulty  in  extricating  himself,  when  the  attorney  cried  out, 

"  Do  not  pull  so  hard,  squire  !  That  accursed  Jem  Device  has  got 
hold  of  my  legs.     Not  so  hard,  sir,  I  entreat." 

"  Bid  him  Jet  go,"  Said  Nicholas,  unable  to  refrain  from  laughing,  "  or 
we  will  unearth  him  from  his  badgeVs  hole." 

"  He  pays  no  heed  to  what  I  say  to  him,"  cried  Potts.  "  Oh,  dear ! 
oh,  dear !  he  is  dragging  me  down  again !" 

And,  as  he  spoke,  the  attorney,  notwithstanding  all  Nicholas's  efforts 
to  restrain  him,  was  pulled  down  into  the  hole.  The  squire  was  at  a  loss 
what  to  do,  and  was  considering  whether  he  should  resort  to  the  tedious 
process  of  digging  him  out,  when  a  scrambling  noise  was  heard,  and  the 
captive's  head  once  more  appeared  above  ground. 

"  Are  you  Coming  out  now  V  asked  Nicholas. 

"  AJas,  no !"  replied  the  attorney,  "  unless  you  will  make  terms  with 
the  rascal.  He  declares  he  will  strangle  me,  it  you  do  not  promise  to 
set  him  and  his  grandmother  free." 

"  Is  Mother  Demdike  with  him  ?"  asked  Nicholas. 

"  To  be  sure,"  replied  Potts  ;  "  and  we  are  as  badly  off  for  room  as 
three  foxes  in  a  hole." 

"  And  there  is  no  other  outlet  ?"  Said  the  squire. 

"  I  conclude  not/'  replied  the  attorney.  "  1  groped  about  like  a  mole 
when  I  was  first  thrust  mto  the  cavern  by  Jem  Device,  but  I  could  find 
no  means  of  exit.  The  entrance  was  blocked  up  by  the  great  stone  which 
you  had  some  difficulty  in  moving,  but  which  Jem  could  shift  at  will ;  fbr 
he  pushed  it  aside  in  a  moment,  and  brought  it  back  to  its  place,  when  he 
returned  just  now  with  the  old  hag ;  but  probably  that  was  eüected  by 
witchcraft." 

"Most  likely,"  said  Nicholas.  <(  But  for  your  being  in  it,  we  woold 
stop  up  this  hole,  and  bury  the  two  wretches  alive." 

"  Get  me  out  first,  good  Master  Nicholas,  I  implore  of  you,  and  dien 
do  what  you  please,"  cried  Potts.  "  Jem  is  tugging  at  my  leg«  as  if  he 
would  pull  them  off." 

"  We  will  try  who  is  strengest,"  said  Nicholas,  again  seixing  hold  of 
Potts  by  the  Shoulders. 

"  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear !  I  can't  bear  it — let  go!"  shrieked  the  attorney. 
"  I  shall  be  stretched  to  twice  my  natural  length.  My  joints  are  starttng 
from  their  sockets,  my  legs  are  Coming  off— oh!  oh!" 
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"  Lend  a  hand  here,  one  of  you,"  cried  Nicholas  to  the  men ;  "  well 
have  him  out»  whatever  be  the  consequence." 

11  But  I  won't  come!"  roared  Potte.  "  You  hare  no  right  to  ose  me 
thus.  Torture !  oh !  oh !  my  krins  areruptured — my  hack  is  hreaking — 
I  am  a  dead  man«  The  hag  ha*  got  hold  of  my  rignt  leg,  while  Jetn  is 
tagging  with  all  his  force  at  the  left." 

"Pull  away,"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  he  is  coming." 

"  My  lege  are  off,"  yelled  Potts,  as  he  was  plucked  suddenly  forth,  with 
a  jerk  that  threw  the  squire  and  his  assistants  on  their  baoks.  "  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  walk  more.  No,  heaven  be  praised !"  he  added,  looking 
down  on  his  lower  limbs,  "  I  have  only  lost  my  boote.*' 

"  Never  mind  it,  then,"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  but  thank  your  stars  you  are 
above  ground  once  more.  Hark'ee,  Jem  1"  he  continued,  shouttng  down 
the  hole,  "  if  you  don't  come  forth  at  ouce,  and  bring  Mother  Demdike 
with  you,  we'Ü  close  up  the  mouth  of  this  hole  in  such  a  way  that  you 
shan't  require  auother  grave.     D'ye  hear  ?" 

"  Yeigh,"  replied  Jem,  his  voioe  ooming  hoarsely  and  hollowly  up,  like 
the  accents  of  a  ghost.     "  Am  ey  to  go  free  if  ey  comply  7* 

"  Certainly  not,"  replied  the  squire.  "  You  have  a  choice  between  this 
hole  and  the  hangman's  cord  at  Lancaster,  that  is  alL  In  either  case 
you  will  die  by  suffocation.  But  be  quick — we  harre  wasted  time  enough 
alfeady  with  you." 

"  Then  if  that  •  aw  yo'll  do  fo'  me,  squire,  eyn  e'en  stay  wheere  ey  am," 
rejoined  Jem. 

"  Very  well,*'  replied  Nicholas.  "  Here,  my  man,  stop  up  this  hole 
with  earth  and  stones.     Master  Potts,  you  will  lend  a  hand  to  the 


Readily,  sir,"  replied  the  attorney,  u  though  I  shall  lose  the  pleasure 
I  had  anticipated  of  seeing  that  old  Carrion  orow  roasted  alire." 

"  Stay  a  bit,  squoire,"  roared  Jem,  as  preparations  were  acthrely  made 
for  carrying  Nicholas' s  orders  into  execution.  "  Stay  a  bit,  an  efn  cum 
owt,  an  bring  t'  owd  woman  wi'  me." 

"  I  thought  you'd  change  your  mind,"  replied  Nicholas,  laughing. 
"  Be  upon  your  guard,"  he  added*  in  a  low  tone,  to  the*others,  "  and 
seise  him  the  moment  he  appears." 

But  Jem  eridently  found  it  no  easy  matter  to  perform  his  promise,  for 
sttfled  shrieks  and  other  noises  proclaimed  that  a  desperate  atruggle  was 
going  on  between  him  and  bis  grandmother« 

"  Aha !"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  placing  hie  ear  to  the  hole.  "  The  old 
hag  is  unwilling  to  come  forth,  and  spits  and  Scratches  like  a  cat-a- 
inountain,  while  Jem  gripes  her.  like  a  terrier.  It  is  a  hard  tussle  be- 
tween them,  but  he  is  getting  the  better  of  it,  and  is  pushing  her  forth. 
Now  look  out" 

And  as  he  spoke,  Mother  Demdike's  terrible  head  protruded  from  the 
ground,  and,  despite  of  the  execrations  she  poured  forth  upon  her  ene- 
mies,  she  was  instantly  seiaed  by  them,  drawn  out  of  the  cavera,  and 
securecL  While  the  men  were  thus  engaged,  and  while  Nioholas's 
attention  was  for  an  instant  diverted,  Jem  bounded  forth  as  suddenly 
as  a  wolf  from  his  lair,  and  dashing  aside  all  Opposition,  plunged  down 
thehilL 
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" It  is  useless  to  puroue  him,"  said  Nicholas.  "  Ha  will  not  eaeape. 
Hie  whole  country  will  be  roused  by  the  beacon  fixe,  and  hue  and  ery 
ßhall  be  made  afiter  him." 

"Hight!"  exclaimed  Potts ;  "and  now  let  some  onecreepinto  that 
cavern,  and  bring  out  my  boots,  and  then  I  shall  be  in  a  better  condition 
to  attend  you." 

The  request  being  complied  with,  and  the  attorney  being  onee 
more  equipped  for  Walking,  the  party  climbed  the  Hill  aide,  and  brmging 
Mother  Demdike  with  them,  ahaped  their  course  towards  the  beaoon. 

And  now  to  see  what  had  taken  place  in  the  interim. 

Scarcely  had  the  'squire  quitted  Mistress  Nutter  than  Sir  Ralph 
Assheton  rode  up  to  her. 

"  Why  do  you  loiter  here,  madam?"  he  said,  in  a  stera  tone,  somewhat 
tempered  by  sorrow.  "  I  have  held  back  to  give  you  an  opportunity  of 
escape.  The  Hill  is  invested  by  your  enemies.  On  that  aide  Roger 
Nowell  is  advancing,  and  on  this  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe  and  bis  foilowera. 
You  may  possibly  effect  a  retreat  in  the  opposite  directum,  bot  not  a 
moment  must  be  lost." 

"  I  will  go  with  you,"  said  Alizon. 

"No,  no,"  interposed  Richard.  "You  hare  not  strength  for  ihe 
effort,  and  will  only  retard  her.*9 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  devotion,  my  child,"  said  Mistress  Natter, 
with  a  look  of  graterul  tenderness ;  "  but  it  is  unneeded.  1  hav©  no 
intention  of  flying.  I  shall  surrender  myself  into  the  handa  of  jus« 
tice." 

"  Do  not  mistake  the  matter,  madam,M  said  Sir  Ralph,  "  and  delade 
yourself  with  the  notion  that  either  your  rank  or  wealth  will  screen  you 
from  punishment.  Your  guilt  is  too  clearly  established  to  allow  you  a 
chance  of  escape,  and,  though  I  myself  am  acting  wrongfully  in  conn* 
selling  night  to  you,  I  am  led  to  do  so  from  the  friendshtp  once  subsistmg 
between  us,  and  the  relationship  which,  unfortunately,  1  cannot  destroy." 

"  It  is  you  who  are  mistaken,  not  I,  Sir  Ralph,"  replied  Mistress 
Nutter.  "  I  have  no  thought  of  turning  aside  the  sword  of  justice,  but 
shall  court  its*sharpest  edge,  hoping,  by  a  füll  avowal  of  my  offenees,  in 
some  degree  to  atone  for  them.  My  only  regret  is,  that  I  shall  leave 
my  child  unprotected,  and  that  my  fate  will  bring  dishonoor  upon  her." 

"  Oh,  think  not  of  me,  dear  mother,"  cried  Aliaon,  "but  persist  an* 
hesitatingly  in  the  course  you  have  laid  down.  Far  rather  woaM  I  see 
you  aot  thus — far  rather  hear  the  sentiments  you  have  uttered,  eren 
though  they  may  be  attended  by  the  saddest  consequences,  than  behold 
you  in  your  former  proud  position  and  impenitent.  Think  not  of 
me,  then.  Or,  rather,  think  only  how  I  rejo&ce  that  your  eyes  are  ai 
length  opened,  and  that  you  have  cast  off  the  bonds  of  iniquity.  I 
can  now  pray  for  you  with  the  füll  hope  that  my  intercessions  will  pre- 
vail,  and  in  parting  with  you  in  this  world,  shall  be  sustained  by  the  con- 
viction  that  we  shall  meet  in  eternal  happiness  hereafter." 

Mistress  Nutter  threw  her  arms  about  her  daughter's  neok,  and  they 
mingled  their  tears  together.     Sir  Ralph  Assheton  was  mach  moved. 

"  It  is  a  pity  she  should  £eJ1  into  their  hands,"  he  observed  to  Richard. 

"  I  know  not  how  to  adrige,"  replied  the  latter,  greaüy  troubled. 
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"  Ah !  it  it  too  late,"  exclaimed  t!ie  knight ;  M  here  come  Nowell  and 
Metcalfe.     The  poor  lady's  firmness  will  be  severely  tested." 

The  next  raoment  the  magistrate  and  the  knight  came  up,  with  such 
of  their  attendauts  as  were  not  engaged  in  pursuing  the  witches,  several 
o£  whom  had  already  been  captured.  On  seeing  Mistress  Nutter,  Sir 
Thomas  Metcalfe  sprang  from  his  horse,  and  would  have  seized  her,  but 
Sir  Ralph  interposed,  saying,  "  She  has  surrendered  herseif  to  nie.  I  will 
be  answerable  for  her  safe  custody." 

"  Yoor  pardon,  Sir  Ralph,"  observed  Nowell ;  w  the  arrest  must  be 
formally  made,  and  by  a  constable.     Sparshot,  execute  your  Warrant." 

Upon  this,  the  offieial,  leaping  from  his  hone,  displayed  his  staff  and 
a  piece  of  parchment  to  M istress  Nutter,  telling  her  she  was  his  pri- 
soner. 

The  lady  bowed  her  bead. 

u  Shan  ey  tee  her  hands,  yer  warship  ?''  demanded  the  constable  of  the 
magistrate, 

"On  no  account,  fellow,"  interposed  Sir  Ralph.  "I  will  have  no 
indignity  offered  her.  I  have  already  said  I  will  be  responsible  for 
her." 

"You  will  reooilect  she  is  arrested  for  witchcraft,  Sir  Ralph/'  ob- 
served Nowell. 

"She  shall  auswar  to  the  charges  brought  against  her.  I  pledge 
myaelf  to  that,"  replied  Sir  Ralph. 

"  And  by  a  füll  confession,"  said  Mistress  Natter.  "  Tou  may  pledge 
yourself  to  that  also,  Sir  Ralph." 

"  She  avows  her  gmlt,"  cried  Nowell.  "  I  take  you  all  to  wit- 
ness  it." 

«  I  shall  not  forget  it,"  said  Sir  Thomas  MeteaKe. 

"Nor  I— nor  I!"  cried  Sparshot,  and  two  or  three  others  of  the 
attendants. 

"  This  girl  is  my  prisoner,"  said  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe,  disraounting, 
and  advancing  towards  Alizon.     "  She  is  a  witeh  as  well  as  the  rest." 

"  It  is  false,"  cried  Richard ;  u  and  if  yoa  attempt  to  lay  hands  upon 
her,  I  will  strike  you  to  the  earth." 

"  'Sdeath  1"  exolaimed  Metcalfe,  drawing  his  sword,  "  I  will  not  let  this 
insolence  paes  unpueuahed.  I  have  other  affronts  to  chastise.  Stand 
aside,  or  I  will  cut  your  throai." 

"  Hold,  Sir  Thomas,"  cried  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  authoritatively. 
"  Settle  your  quarreis  hereafter,  if  you  have  any  to  adjust ;  but  I  will 
have  no  fighting  now.  Alizon  is  no  witeh.  You  are  well  aware  that 
she  was  abtrat  to  be  impionsly  and  eruelly  sacrificed  by  Mother  Demdike, 
and  her  reseuc  was  the  mein  object  of  our  Coming  hither." 

"  Still  suspicion  attaches  to  her,"  said  Metcalfe ;  "  whether  she  be  the 
daughter  of  Elisabeth  Device  or  Alice  Nutter,  she  comes  of  a  bad  stock, 
and  l.protest  against  her  being  allowed  to  go  free.  However,  if  you  are 
resolved  upon  it,  I  have  nothing  more  to  say.  I  shall  find  other  tirae 
and  place  to  adjust  my  difierences  with  Maater  Richard  Assheton." 

"  When  you  please,  sir,"  replied  the  young  man,  sternly. 

"  And  I  will  answer  for  the  propriety  of  the  course  I  have  pursued," 
said  Sir  Ralph;  "  but  here  eomes  Nicholas  with  Mother  Demdike." 
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"  Demdike  taken !  I  am  glad  of  it,"  cried  Mother  Chattox,  slightly 
raising  herseif  as  ehe  spoke.     "  Kill  her,  or  ßhe  will  'scape  you." 

When  Nicholas  came  up  with  the  old  hag,  both  Sir  Ralph  Asshe- 
ton  and  Roger  Nowell  put  several  questions  to  her,  but  aha  refosed  tö 
answer  their  interrogations,  and,  horrified  by  her  blasphemies  and  im- 
precations,  they  caused  her  to  be  removed  to  a  ahmt  diatanoe,  while  a 
consultation  was  held  as  to  the  oourse  to  be  pursued. 

"  We  have  made  half  a  dozen  of  these  miscreants  prisonera,"  said 
Roger  Nowell,  "  and  the  whole  of  them  had  better  be  taken  to  Whallej, 
where  they  can  be  safely  confined  in  the  old  dungeons  of  the  abbey, 
and  after  their  examination  on  the  morrow  can  be  removed  to  Lancastor 
Castle.,, 

<(  Be  it  so,"  replied  Sir  Ralph ;  "  bat  mnst  yon  anfortunate  lady,"  he 
added,  pointing  to  Mistress  Nutter,  "be  taken  with  them  ?" 

"  Assuredly,"  replied  NowelL  "  We  can  make  no  distinctioo  among1 
such  offenders ;  or  if  there  are  any  degrees  in  guilt,  hers  is  of  the  higheet 
class." 

u  You  had  better  take  leave  of  your  daughter,"  said  Sir  Ralph  to 
Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  thank  you  fbr  the  hint,"  replied  the  lady.  "  FareweU,  dear  Alizon," 
she  added,  straining  her  to  her  bosora.  (<  We  must  pari  fbr  some  time. 
Once  more  before  I  quit  this  world,  in  which  I  have  played  so  wicked  a 
part,  I  would  fein  look  upon  you — fein  bless  you,  if  I  have  the  power»* 
but  this  must  be  at  the  last,  when  my  trials  are  well-nigh  over,  and  when 
all  is  about  to  dose  upon  me." 

"  Oh  !  must  it  be  thus  ?"  exclaimed  Aliaon,  in  a  voice  half  suffocated 
by  emotion. 

"  It  must,"  replied  her  mother.  "  Do  not  attempt  to  ehake  my  reao- 
lution,  my  sweet  child — do  not  weep  for  me.  Amiast  all  the  terrors  that 
Surround  me,  I  am  happier  now  than  I  have  been  for  years.  I  ahall 
strive  to  work  out  my  redemption  by  prayert." 

"  And  you  will  succeed  !"  cried  Alixon. 

"Not  so!"  shrieked  Mother  Demdike;  "the  Ftend  will  have  bis 
own.     She  is  bound  to  him  by  a  compact  which  nought  can  annul." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  instrumenta'  said  Potts.  "  I  might  give  a 
legal  opinion  upon  it.  Perhaps  it  might  be  avoided ;  and  in  auy  caae 
its  production  in  court  would  have  an  admirable  effect.  I  think  I  see  the 
counsel  ezamining  it,  and  hear  the  judges  calling  for  it  to  be  plaoad 
before  them.  His  Infernal  Majesty's  signature  must  be  a  curiosity  in 
its  way.     Öur  gracious  and  sagacious  monarch  would  deligbt  in  it.* 

"  Peace,"  exclaimed  Nicholas ;  "and  take  care,"  he  cried,  "thatno 
further  interruptions  are  offered  by  that  infernal  hag.  Have  you  done, 
madam?"  he  added  to  Mistress  Nutter,  who  still  remaiued  with  her 
daughter  folded  in  her  arms. 

"  Not  yet,"  replied  the  lady.  "  Oh !  what  happiness  I  have  throwo 
away  !  What  anguish — what  remorse  brought  upon  myself  by  the  evü 
life  I  have  led  \  As  I  gase  on  this  fair  face,  and  think  it  might  long* 
long  have  brightened  my  dark  and  desolate  life  with  itfl  sunehine*— aa  I 
think  upon  all  this,  my  fortitude  well-nigh  deserts  me,  and  I  have  need  of 
support  from  on  high  to  carry  me  through  my  trial.  But  1  fear  it  will 
be  denied  me.     Nicholas  Assheton,  you  have  the  deed  of  gift  of  Rough 
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Lee  in  your  possession.     Henoefbrth  Alizon  is  mistreas  of  the  mansion 
and  domains." 

"Provided  always  they  are  not  förfeited  to  the  crown,  which  I  appre- 
hend  will  be  the  case,"  suggeated  Potts. 

4<  I  will  take  care  she  is  put  in  poesession  of  them,"  said  Nicholas* 

*'  As  to  you,  Richard,"  continued  Mistreas  Nutter,  "  the  time  may 
come  when  your  devotion  to  my  daughter  may  he  rewarded,  and  I  could 
not  bestow  a  greater  boon  upon  you  than  by  giving  you  her  band.  It 
may  be  well  I  should  grve  my  consent  now,  and  if  no  other  obstacle 
ehould  arise  to  the  union,  may  she  be  yours,  and  happiness  I  am  eure 
will  attend  you !" 

Overpowered  by  conflicting  emotion»,  Alizon  hid  her  face  in  her 
mother's  bosom;  and  Richard,  who  was  almost  equaUy  overcome,  was 
about  to  reply,  when  Mother  Demdike  broke  upon  them. 

"  They  will  never  be  united  1"  she  screamed — (( never !  I  have  said  it, 
and  my  words  will  come  true.  Think'st  thou  a  witch  like  thee  can  bless 
an  union,  Alice  Nutter  ?  Thy  blessings  are  curses,  thy  wishes  disappoint- 
ments  and  despair.  Thriftless  love  shall  be  Alizon's,  and  the  grave  shall 
be  her  bridal  bed.     The  witch's  daughter  shall  share  the  witch's  fate," 

These  boding  words  produced  a  terrible  effeot  upon  the  hearers. 

"Heed  her  not,  my  sweet  child;  she  speaks  falsely,"  said  Mistress 
Natter,  endeavouring  to  reassure  her  daughter.  But  the  tone  in  whioh 
the  words  were  uttered  showed  that  she  herseif  was  greatly  alarmed. 

M I  have  cursed  them  both,  and  I  will  curse  them  again,"  yelled  Mother 
Demdike. 

"  Away  with  the  old  screech-owl9M  cried  Nicholas.  "  Take  her  to  the 
beacon,  and  if  she  continues  troublesome,  hurl  her  into  the  flame!" 
And,  notwitbstanding  the  hag's  struggles  and  imprecations,  she  was  re- 
naofed. 

"  Whatever  may  betide,  Alizon,"  cried  Richard,  "  my  life  shall  be 
devoted  to  you ;  and  if  you  should  not  be  mine,  I  will  have  no  other  bride. 
With  your  permission,  madam,"  he  added,  to  Mistress  Nutter,  "  I  will 
take  your  daughter  to  Middleton,  where  she  will  find  companionship  and 
solace,  I  trnst,  in  the  attentions  of  my  sister,  who  has  the  strongest  affec- 
tion  for  her." 

"  I  eould  wiah  nothing  better,"  repHed  the  lady ;  (<  and  now  to  put  an 
end  to  this  harrowing  scene.  Farewell,  my  child.  Take  her,  Richard, 
take  her,0  she  cried,  as  she  disengaged  herseif  from  the  relaxing  embrace 
of  her  daughter.     "  Now,  Maater  Nowell,  I  am  ready." 

"  It  is  well,  madaro,"  he  replied.  "  You  will  join  the  other  prisoners, 
and  we  will  set  forth." 

But  at  this  junctore  a  terrinc  shriek  was  heard,  which  drew  all  eyes 
towards  the  beacon. 

When  Mother  Demdike  had  been  removed,  in  accordance  with  the 
squire's  directions,  her  conduot  became  more  violent  and  outrageous  than 
ever  j  and  those  who  had  charge  of  her  threatened,  if  she  did  not  desut, 
to  carry  out  the  füll  Instructions  they  had  reoeived,  and  cast  her  into  the 
flames.  The  old  hag  defied  them,  and  incensed  them  to  such  a  degree 
by  her  violence  and  blasphemies,  that  they  carried  her  to  the  very  edge 
of  the  fire. 
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At  thifl  moment  the  figure  of  a  monk,  in  mouldering1  white  habiliments, 
came  from  behind  the  beacon,  and  stood  beside  the  old  hag.  He  slowhr 
raiied  his  hood,  and  disclosed  features  that  looked  like  those  of  the  dead. 

"  Thy  hour  is  come,  accursed  woman!"  cried  the  phantom,  in  thrilling 
accents.  "  Thy  term  on  earth  is  ended,  and  thou  shalt  be  delirered  to 
unquenchable  fire.  The  oune  of  Paalew  is  fulfilled  upon  thee,  and  will 
be  fulfilled  upon  all  thy  viperous  brood." 

"  Art  thou  the  abbot's  shade  ?*'  demanded  the  hag. 

"  I  am  thy  implacable  enemy,"  replied  the  phantom*  "  Thy  judgment 
and  thy  pumshment  are  committed  to  me.     To  the  flames  with  her !" 

Such  was  the  awe  inspired  by  the  mook,  and  such  the  authority  of  his 
tones  and  gesture,  that  the  command  was  unhesitatingly  obeyed,  and 
the  witch  was  cast,  shrieking,  into  the  fire. 

She  was  instantiy  swallowed  up  as  in  a  gulf  of  flame,  which  raged,  and 
roared,  and  shot  up  in  a  hundred  lambent  poiuts,  as  if  exulting  iu  its 

pwy- 

The  wretohed  ereature  was  seen  tbr  a  moment  to  rise  up  in  it  in  extre- 
mity  of  anguish,  with  arms  extended,  and  uttering  a  dreadful  yell,  but  the 
flames  wreathed  round  her,  and  she  sank  for  ever. 

When  those  who  had  assisted  at  tliis  fearfiil  execution  looked  around  for 
the  mysterious  being  who  had  ootnmanded  it»  they  oould  nowhere  behold 
him. 

Then  was  heard  a  laugh  of  gratified  hate— euch  a  laugh  as  only  a 
demon,  or  one  bound  to  a  demon,  can  utter,  and  the  appalled  listeners 
looked  around,  and  beheld  Mother  Chattox  standing  behind  them. 

**  My  rival  is  gone!n  cried  the  hag.  u  I  have  seen  the  last  of  her. 
She  is  burnt — ahl  ah !" 

Further  triumph  was  not  allowed  her.  With  one  acoord,  and  as  if 
prompted  by  an  irresistible  impulse,  the  men  rushed  upon  her,  seized  her, 
and  cast  her  into  the  fire. 

Her  wild  laughter  was  heard  for  a  moment  above  the  roaring  of  the 
flames,  and  then  oeased  altoffether. 

Again  the  flame  shot  hign  in  air,  again  roared  and  rased,  again  broke 
into  a  multttude  of  lambent  points,  after  which  it  suddenly  expired. 

All  was  darkness  on  the  summit  of  Pendle  Hill. 

And  in  silence  and  in  gloom  scarcely  more  profbund  than  that  weigh- 
ing  in  erery  breast,  the  melancholy  troop  pursued  its  way  to  Whalley. 
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THE     BIRTHDAY 

BT   E«  £•  ä»  K« 

I  Miss  you,  Amy,  night  and  day, 

Thougb  long,  dark  years  have  flown 
Since  we  went  band  in  band  to  play, 

Or  chased  tbe  thistle-down , 
The  autumn  fields,  so  oft  where  we 

Would  fly  in  mirtb  together, 
Are  golden  now,  but,  ob,  to  ine 

It  seeras  such  wintry  weatber ! 

I  miss  you  wben  the  sun  shines  out 

Upon  our  garden  walks, 
When  summer  bees  first  glance  about 

Tbe  woodbine's  boneyed  stalks ; 
For  theo  I  listen  for  the  voice, 

And  for  the  silvery  laugh, 
That  marvelled  at  their  cunning  choice 

Such  nectar-cups  to  quaff. 

I  miss  you  from  my  side  in  prayer, 

O  Amy,  Amy  dear! 
In  crowds,  alone,  here,  everywhere, 

Throuuhout  the  long,  long  year ! 
I  miss  your  soft  step  on  the  floor, 

When  sickness  racks  my  frame, 
Your  sweet  face  (at  the  opening  door) 

That  like  tbe  young  spring  came. 

I  miss  your  warm  kiss  on  my  cheek, 

Your  kiud  arras  round  me  thrown, 
And  those  dear  eyes  that  seemed  to  speak 

A  language  all  their  own ! 
I  miss  the  gentle  words  that  would, 

Like  angels'  whispering, 
So  soothe  me  in  eacb  wayward  mood, 

Stich  holy  comfort  bring. 

"  Thy  will  be  done, "  the  magic  pray*r 

That  lightened  every  woe, 
'Twould  nerve  me  even  this  to  beer, 

Goold  I  pronounce  it  now  I 
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But  thoughu,  remembrances,  too  wild, 
Come  turooging  with  the  sound, 

Till  like  tome  weak,  heartbroken  child, 
I  sob  upon  the  ground. 

So  loved,  so  mourned,  so  worshipp'd  here ! 

Oh,  would  that  I  could  pray ! 
I've  missed  you  through  the  long,  long  year, 

But  not  as  on  this  day. 
I  'woke  from  happy  dreains  anew 

These  bitter  tears  to  shed, 
To  find  the  Birthday  here,  and  you — 

O  Amy,  Amy,  dead! 


THE  RIVAL  ESTABLISHMENTS. 

Reader — have  you  ever  been  to  Puddieton  ?  You  have  not !  Very 
well ;  perhaps  you  would  like  to  hear  a  little  concerning  it.  You  ought 
to  know  sometning  about  Puddieton,  for  though  Puddieton  ha*  made  no 
figure  in  the  history  of  nations,  it  is,  in  the  estimation  of  its  inhabitants, 
a  right  loyal  and  goodly  town,  and  as  celebrated  (in  its  way)  as  London 
or  Paris.  Puddieton  does  not  return  a  raember  to  Parliament,  but  it  caa 
boast  its  circle  of  politicians,  who  would,  it  is  seid,  carry  all  before  them 
in  the  House  had  they  the  opportunity  of  doing  so.  Now  there  were 
among  the  show-places  of  this  lllustrious  town  two  shops,  called  by  their 
propnetors  "  warehouses,"  and  these  shops — we  crave  pordon — these 
warehouses,  belonged  respectively  to  Mr.  Charles  Spoonfield  and  Mr. 
Cressy  Spoonfield,  who.  though  rejoicing  in  similar  surnames,  were  in  no 
degree  related.  Mr.  Charles  Spoonfield  was  a  chemist  and  druggist; 
Mr.  Cressy  Spoonfield  was  a  druggist  and  cbemist :  either  could  draw 
molars  and  dispense  prescriptions,  carefully,  of  course  ;  either  announced 
that  cattle-mediciues  were  kept  within.  Mr.  Charles  Spoonfield  was 
agent  for  Criddlebury's  only  genuine  Heal-all,  which  had  "  never  failed 
of  curing  nothing,"  as  the  apprentice  gallipot  told  the  astounded  faiv 
mers  ;  and  Mr.  Cressy  Spoonfield  was  sole  proprietor  of  the  Puddieton 
Sauce,  "  an  excellent  addition  to  game,  fish,  chops,  steaks,  or  bread  and 
butter ;  an  excellent  renovator  ot  impaired  digestion,  and  an  excellent 
remedy  for  defective  diet.  N.B.  Made  up  from  the  receipt  of  the  lote 
Orkney  Obelisk,  Esq.,  Cook  in  ordinary  to  tbe  Puddieton  Union,  and 
Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Horse-slaughterers."  But,  above  all, 
either  indignantly  disclaimed  all  "connexion  with  any  other  house;" 
either  olaimed  the  honour  of  di&pensing  to  her  Maiesty  the  Queen,  &c^ 
&c.,  which  caused  them  to  be  looked  up  to  by  weir  fellow-townsmen 
with  feelings  akin  to  veneratipn,  as  favoured  visitors  at  the  Court  of 
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Windsor.  So  far  then  for  their  points  of  re9emblance ;  had  it  not  been 
for  the  difference  in  their  agencies,  it  would  have  proved  a  matter  of  no 
small  difficulty  to  assign  any  striking  difference  at  all,  for  we  must 
remember  that  the  distinction  of  "  Charles"  and  "  Cressy"  was  merged 
in  the  general  name  of  "  Spoonfield,"  which  blazed  in  large  and  gilded 
capitals  beneath  their  warehouse  windows.  As  it  was,  they  were  com- 
monly  distinguished  among  the  working  classes  by  the  soubriquets  of 
"  Heal-all"  and  "  Sauce,"  out  among  the  noblemen  and  gentry  of  the 
adjacent  country  by  their  diflferent  political  tenets,  Charles  being  as 
violent  for  Free-trade  as  Cressy  was  for  Protection.  Mr.  Leashem,  of 
Leashem  House,  accordingly  patronised  the  former;  Mr.  Gifford  Gran- 
ton, of  the  Hall,  the  latter. 

Thus  much  for  the  didactic  portion  of  oiir  paper ;  now  for  the  histo- 
Tical. 

Mr.  Gifford  Granton  is  abont  to  entertain  a  friendly  circle  at  the  Hall. 
The  two  Misses  Dyaway  are  dressing  their  hair  with  unusual  accuracy, 
for  those  Medusa  locks  are  to  be  the  death  of  Captain  Cashier's  peace  of 
mind.  The  captain,  in  happy  uncoiMciousnew  of  tlie  wiles  preparing  for 
him,  is  arranging  a  high  and  stiff  cravat  with  soldier-like  promptitude. 
Mrs.  jEmilia  Dishby  is  darning  a  hole  in  a  thirteen-year-old  wig,  and 
murmuring  an  accorapaniment  to  her  cats.  In  shorf,  all  the  respectable 
denizens  of  Puddieton  are  awaiting  the  approaching  hour  of  dinner  at 
the  Hall.  Well,  the  hair  is  smoothed — the  wig  is  entire — the  captain 
happy — the  dinner  laid.  Mr.  Bo-Bouton,  late  Secretary  of  War  to  the 
King  of  Otaheite,  has  given  his  arm  to  Miss  Simper,  the  heiress  of  Sim- 
pleton ;  the  captain  has  not  given  his  arm  to  Miss  Juliana  Dyaway,  as 
expected — but  no  matter:  in  a  minutemore  the  guests  are ranged  around 
the  grateful  board,  regaling  themselves  mernly  with  soup  or  fish, 
according  to  their  individual  partialities.  Mr.  Puppet  is  entertaining 
Ellen  Fawcett,  that  pretty  girl  whose  hazel  eyes  wear  such  a  quiet  loofc 
of  a  well-moderated  sense  of  the  ludicrous,  witn  some  exaggerated  narra- 
tion  of  his  own  adventures  in  the  Bush,  during  a  six  weebs'  residence  in 
New  Zealand.  Had  he  told  the  exact  truth,  his  sole  adventure  in  the 
Bush  was  one  which  wonld  have  possibly  cast  a  shadow  over  his  eques- 
trian  reputation,  he  having  figured  prominently,  head  downmost,  in  some 
vegetable  specimen,  genus  Cactus,  into  which  an  orer-spirited  pony  had 
precipitated  him,  and  out  of  which  he  was  eventually  extricated  by  a 
benevolent  cannibal,  who  thought  him  too  ill-conditioned  to  devour.  He 
would  have  amused  the  pretty  Ellen  far  more,  had  he  expatiated  upon 
the  excruciatingpangs  he  enduredon  remounting  the  vicious  authorof  his 
agonies,  with  thonis  still  irritating  the  nether  man,  than  by  the  dry 
recital  of  imaginary  rencontres  with  imaginary  wild  beasts,  and  fictional 
records  of  invented  invitations  to  "  cold-missionary "  entertainments, 
which  never  took  place. 

Why,  after  all,  the  conceited  bore  must  have  deeply  affected  the  young 
lady  addressed !  How  pale  she  looks !  Is  it  interest,  or  is  it  fatigue  ? 
Dear,  dear  1  she  must  be  going  to  faint !  I  do  declare,  Puppet  himself 
looks  more  pasty  than  ever — and  look  at  the  captain !  Have  the  Dyaway 
ringlets  reatly  taken  effect?  And  Miss  Juliana  Dyaway,  too — and  Miss 
Jane  Emily  Sophronia— they  seem  as  if  they  were  going  to  realise  their 
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surnames,  and  terminate  their  giddy  careei*  cm  the  spot.  What  can  bc 
the  matter  with  the  good  folks?  There— Ellen  Fawcett  ha*  actoally 
risen  from  table  and  left  the  room :  is  Puppet  going  to  follow  ?— he 
geemi  uncommonly  bad.     What  is  the  captain  whispering  about  ? 

"  Dear  me,  captain,  I  hope  not !"  Why,  Granton  himself  grows  pale 
ag  he  makes  the  reply.  "  William,  open  the  door ;  this  room  b  like  a 
furnaoe." 

There  goes  Mrs.  Fawcett,  to  look  after  her  daughter,  I  suppose,  8he 
appean  nearly  as  bad  herseif.  The  captain  whisners  again.  There 
must  be  something  of  importance  to  xnake  the  usually  punctilious  offioer 
so  far  forget  the  etiquette  of  the  dinner-table. 

"  Poison,  captain!  Well — really — ah — yes — hera!  I  don't  feel  very 
well  myself.  Poison — ay — yes —oh  !  William,  go  and  ask  the  cook 
what  she  put  in  the  soup.  I  thought  there  was  an  oddish  taste.  Captain 
Cashier  says  we're  all  poisoned  1" 

Exit  William.  By  the  time  he  returns,  the  two  Miss  Dyaways  hare 
deolared  themselves  remarkably  ill,  and  foUowed  after  Ellen. 

"  Well,  sir,  what  says  the  cook?  This  is  becoming  serious." 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  cook  only  put  some  Pudaleton  sauce  in  the 
soup.     She  got  it  at  Spoonfield's,  sir.*' 

"  Puddieton  sauce !  why,  we  always  have  that  We're  all  right  after 
all!"  The  squire's  visage  desperately  belies  his  words.  By  this  time 
everybody  seems  interested  in  the  discussions  between  master  and  man. 
The  captain  experiences  a  great  and  gnawing  desire  to  aee  the  bottle.  A 
horrible  suspicion  flashes  across  the  mind  of  Mr.  Bo-Bouton,  and  he  turns 
paler  than  the  Ghost  in  "  Hamlet"  or  the  Clown  at  Astley's. 

William  again  enters  with  the  bottle. 

"  Dog!— Rascal! — Villain! — Ineflable  scoundrel!"  roars  the  squixe 
as  he  jumps  to  his  legs,  apparently  on  the  point  of  thrashing  his  flunkey 
on  the  spot.  "  Do  you  call  this  Puddieton  sauce  ?  Look  there— 
look  r 

"  My  dear  Granton,  what  can  be  the  matter  ?  you  alarxn  us  all,"  in- 
terposed  the  captain. 

"  Oh,  captain  !  oh,  dear,  dear,  what  shall  I  do  !" 

((  Captain,  captain!  we  are  all  destroyed!"  exclaims  Mrs.  McCarthy, 
in  tears,  from  the  other  side  of  the  table ;  "  we  are  entirely  killed  I" 

The  captain  seizes  the  bottle,  and,  with  looks  of  indescribable  alann, 
he  reads:  "  Criddlebury's  only  genuine  Heal-all — for  (oh,  dear,  dear!) 
Cattle  of  all  descriptions !  Only  half  a  teaspoonful,  mixed  with  a  pint  of 
water,  sufficient  for  a  horse  or  cow." 

"  And  I  have  taken  twice  of  soup  1"  cried  Mrs.  McCarthy. 

Why  pursue  the  crisis  further  ?  From  that  dav  forth,  the  cook  at  the 
Hall  went  herseif  when  she  wanted  two  or  three  bottles  of  the  Puddieton 
sauce ! 
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BY     MARIA     STEDMAN. 
I. 

It  was  the  early  matin  hour,  but  though  sammer  time,  and  the  sun 
had  just  risen,  the  world  apparently  was  not  much  the  better  for  his 
awaking;  for  it  was  one  of  those  dark,  grey  mornings,  all  mist  and  fog, 
which  generaUy  end  in  a  perpetual  and  most  uncomfortable  drizzle.  It 
was  so  early  that  no  one  appeared  stirring,  except-  the  farm-servants  of 
the  village  and  two  individuals  who  were  waiting  at  the  top  of  a  grassy 
lane,  which  led  from  the  village  to  the  high  road,  for  the  purpose  of 
catching  the  London  coach.  Their  appearance  was  in  strict  accordanoe 
with  the  sombreness  of  the  day,  for  they  were  clad  in  deep  mourning, 
and  both  wore  an  air  of  uncontrollable  sadness,  which  they  were  unable  to 
disguise  from  each  other.  At  first  sight,  these  two  persona  were  so  totally 
unfike  that  one  could  not  fancy  them  related ;  but  a  second  glance  sufficed 
to  show  that,  without  doubt,  they  were  brother  and  sister ;  for  though  the 
maiden's  long,  flowing  tresses  were  black  as  the  raven's  plumage,  and  the 
yonth's  fair  curling  hair  was  tinged  with  a  golden  hue,  which,  together 
with  his  pale  face  and  deep-blue  eyes,  gave  him  an  expression  of  innocent 
simplicity  at  times  almost  childlike, — yet,  when  they  smiled,  they  looked 
as  like  as  one  sunbeam  is  to  another,  and  the  intonation  of  their  voices 
was  precrisely  the  same. 

Eva  was  about  nineteen,  and  Claude  some  two  years  younger;  but, 
perhaps,  there  appeared  more  difference  in  their  ages ;  for  Eva,  who  had 
early  been  accustomed  to  think  and  act  for  herseif,  had  acquired  an  ex- 
pression of  gentle  thought  which  would  seem  to  belong  to  rather  more 
matured  years.  They  were  the  only  cbildren  of  Mr.  Neville,  the  late 
vicar  of  the  small  and  retired  village  of  Roxton,  to  which  Claude  was 
now  about  to  bid  his  first  adieu.  Their  revered  old  father  had  died  only 
a  few  months  since,  and  their  mother  had  been  dead  nine  years ;  so  that 
the  brother  and  sister  were  alone  in  the  world,  and  all  in  all  to  each 
other.  Claude  loved  Eva  with  intense  afiection,  white  he  was  the  joy  of 
his  aister's  very  heart;  her  love  for  him  extinguished  all  thought  of  seif, 
and  made  her  perfectly  happy  to  remain  unnoticed  and  unadmired,  so 
that  he  were  duly  appreciatecL  She  feit  she  was  idolising  him,  and  often 
would  she  tremblingly  pray  that  she  might  not  be  punished  for  her 
idolatry  by  the  loss  of  its  object.  The  loss  of  Claude ! — she  dared  not 
think  of  it.  She  had  borne  the  loss  of  her  mother  meekly,  since  she 
had  her  little  brother  to  clasp  to  her  bosom ;  and  though  she  had  closed 
her  beloved  father' s  eyes  with  feelings  of  bitter  grief,  her  agonised  prayer 
had  been,  "Take  what  Thou  wilt,  oh  Heaven,  only  leave  me  my 
brother  T 

It  is  doubtful  whether  a  sister's  love  is  second  to  any ;  we  love  our 
parents  with  a  mixture  of  affection  and  veneration,  but  the  fraternal  tie 
is  one  which  we  feel  is  less  likely  to  be  broken  by  death ;  and  the  ages 
of  brothers  and  Bisters  being  more  in  unison,  their  hearts  can  better  sym- 

?athise  with  and  understand  every  feeling  and  emotion  of  the  other's. 
n  Eva's  case,  however,  her  love  had  something  maternal  in  it,  and  her 
feelings  were  almost  motherly  in  their  t ender ness.     She  was  two  years 
vol.  xxi.  2  i 
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older  than  Claude ;  and,  with  her  dying  breath,  her  mother  had  implored 
her  to  supply  her  place  to  her  best  loved  child.  And  now,  they  were 
about  to  part  Claude  was  that  morning  to  start  for  London,  to  fill  a 
place  in  the  office  of  an  old  friend  of  his  father's — the  only  one  who  had 
made  any  ezertion  in  favour  of  the  orphans ;  and  Eva  was  to  become 
goyernesB  to  the  children  of  the  village  surgeon.  She  did  not  feel  her 
post  hard ;  but  she  knew  her  brother's  earnest  desire  had  been  to  proceed 
to  College,  and  enter  into  one  of  the  learned  professions,  for  which  his 
precocious  talents  and  ardent  spirit  seemed  to  fit  him.  $ut  neither  of 
them  repined,  though  both  feit  a  heaviness  of  soul,  which  seemed  to  por- 
tend  coming  evil. 

16  Dearest  Eva,"  said  Claude,  "  I  feel  a  presentiment  of  some  unknown 
ill,  which  I  cannot  shake  off.  You  have  ever  been  my  guardian  angel, 
and  now  I  am  about  to  quifc  you,  I  feel  that  I  am  indeed  an  orphan." 

She  passed  her  arm  around  him,  and  while  the  falling  tears  nearjy 
choked  her  utterance,  looked  up  into  his  fair  face  with  unutterable  affec- 
tion.  The  coach  dashed  up  at  füll  speed ;  she  had  only  time  to  whisper, 
"  Claude,  my  prayero  shall  watch  over  you  I"  and,  with  one  long  embrace, 
theyparted. 

II. 

Thbse  years  had  rolled  away  since  the  brother  and  sister  parted,  aad 
again  Eva  stood  at  the  end  of  the  green  lane,  awaiting  the  coming  of 
the  London  coach.  She  was  not,  nowever,  alone;  though  it  was  not 
Claude  who  now  stood  beside  her.  Her  present  companion  was  a  fine 
martial-loolring  young  man,  some  years  older  than  herseif,  and  yet  not 
more  than  thirty ;  his  face  was  handsome,  but  even  more  attractive  for 
its  amiable,  ingenuous,  and  manly  expression,  than  for  its  regularity  of 
feature.  Eva  was  the  same  gentle  and  peaceful-looking  being  as  when 
we  last  saw  her ;  one  on  whom  the  eye  loved  to  rest,  and  whose  calm 

Surity  of  character  it  did  one  good  to  contemplate.     Her  eyes  were  now 
immed  with  tears,  but  they  were  not  like  those  she  shed  when  parting 
with  Claude,  for  smiles  beamed  through  them. 

(t  You  will  write  to  me,  Ernest?"  she  said;  "  and  very  often  amid  the 
noise  of  London  my  thoughts  will  return  to  you." 

"  Yes,  dearest  Eva,"  he  replied,  "  I  will  write  to  you  constantly  ;  but  I 
shall  miss  you  so  much — my  walks  in  these  woods  and  Valleys,  without 
the  sweet  companion  who  has  made  them  so  dear  to  me,  will  be  so  lonely, 
However,  I  shall  console  myself  with  the  prospect  of  having  you  with 
me  for  ever  ere  long.  Remember,  sweet  Eva,  I  shall  come  to  fetch  you 
away  in  two  months'  time,  and  claim  you  for  my  bride ;  and  then,  darlm& 
we  will  rove  these  lovely  scenes  again  together,  and  not  even  a  brother 
shall  take  you  from  me." 

She  smiled  a  radiant  smile  on  him,  and,  as  at  this  instant  the  coach 
appeared,  he  took  a  fond  embrace,  and  placing  her  in  it,  it  whirled  away ; 
but,  in  departing,  she  bent  on  him  a  look  of  sweetness  and  aflfection, — 
such  as  long,  very  long  after,  he  loved  to  remember,  and  which,  after  the 
lapse  of  years  of  woe,  beamed  again  on  him  in  his  dreams,  and  filled  his 
careworn  soul  with  happiness  and  peace. 

Ernest  Graham  was  the  only  son  of  the  squire  of  Roxtou,  and  by  his 
father's  recent  death  had  now  succeeded  to  the  estate.  The  funily  at  the 
ball  had  always  been  very  friendly  with  that  of  their  pastor,  for  they 
were  worthy  people,  and  knew  how  to  esteem  goodness.     Eva,  therefbre, 
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had  been  the  conitant  companion  of  the  Miss  Grahams,  and  though  she 
was  now  only  a  lowly  governess,  they  were  as  kind  to  her  as  usual.  After 
Claude  had  been  absent  frorn  Roxton  two  years,  the  old  squire  died;  and 
his  only  son,  whom  Eva  had  never  seen,  for  he  had  long  been  abroad, 
winning  laureis  on  the  battle-field,  came  into  the  property,  and  by  the- 
earnest  wish  of  his  raother  and  sisters  sold  his  eommission,  and  took  up 
his  residence  on  his  estate.  The  sequel  may  be  guessed.  Ernest  was  a 
man  of  a  noble  and  cultivated  mind,  and  as  he  often  saw  Eva,  for  his 
sisters  were  much  attached  to  her,  he  soon  discovered  that  her  tastes  were 
the  same  as  his  own,  and  that  she  was  both  intellectual  and  educated. 
Coming,  moreover,  from  the  midst  of  the  world,  he  could  not  fail  of  being 
Struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  young  girl's  character — its  unworldliness, 
purity,  and  unselfishness— and  he  loved  her  with  all  the  ardour  of  his  dis- 
position.  His  relatives,  not  being  worldly  or  ambitious  peopie,  were  glad 
to  find  his  affectiona  placed  on  one  whom  they  esteemed  so  highly.  Thus 
Ernest  and  Eva  were  engaged  ;  and  many,  many  bappy  hours  did  they 
spend  together,  in  which  Eva  constantly  spoke  on  her  one  loved  theme — 
her  brotner.  Often  had  she  longed  to  emancipate  him  from  the  life  of 
drudgery  to  which  she  feared  he  was  doomea,  for  she  knew  his  mind 
was  ntted  for  nobler  occupations  ;  but  as  he  never  complained,  she  hoped 
that,  like  herseif,  he  had  seen  that  we  ought  to  desire  no  other  path  than 
the  one  chalked  out  for  us  by  Providence,  and  that,  however  humble  our 
post  may  be,  if  we  do  our  duty  in  it,  we  are  as  truly  estimable  as  those 
who  are  born  to  fill  the  noblest  offices. 

For  the  last  year,  however,  she  had  become  anxious  about  Claude ;  his 
letters  were  fewer,  and  less  cheerful,  and  there  was  an  air  of  constraint 
and  gloom  about  them  which  pained  her.  She  did  not  for  a  moment 
doubt  his  affection,  for  hers  was  a  trusting  nature,  but  she  feared  he  must 
be  ill  or  unhappy.  His  own  duties  had  quite  prevented  him  from  Coming 
to  see  her,  and  earnestly  as  she  had  desired  to  go  to  him,  she  could  not 
be  spared ;  nor  would  her  small  means  permit  her  to  take  a  long  and,  in 
those  days  of  coaches,  most  expensive  journey.  At  last,  however,  her 
yearning  anxiety  had  become  too  strong  to  be  resisted,  and,  moreover, 
she  had  bappy  news  to  teil  him.  In  a  few  months'  time  she  was  to  be 
united  to  Ernest,  and  her  lover  had  become  so  much  interested  in  Claude, 
from  Eva's  account  of  him,  that  he  had  promised  to  be  his  friend,  and 
was  anxious  to  emancipate  him  from  his  present  conditioo,  and  assist  him 
in  any  other  profession  he  might  choose.  The  gentleman  who  had  suc- 
ceeded  Eva's  father  was  an  old  man,  and  as  the  üving  was  in  Ernest's 
gift,  he  promised  to  confer  it  on  Claude,  when  vacant,  if  he  desired  to 
enter  Holy  Orders. 

We  will  now  leave  Eva  to  pursue  her  way  to  London,  which  she  did 
with  mingled  feelings  of  anxiety  and  joy ; — joy,  at  the  prospect  of  again 
beholding  her  beloved  brother ;  and  anxiety,  fest  she  should  find  him  ill 
or  unhappy. 

III. 

"  Eta,  dearest  Eva,  is  that  you  ?'  said  a  voice,  as,  almost  bewildered 
with  the  bustle  and  din  of  London,  after  the  quiet  of  Roxton,  she  was 
stumbling  about  amongst  the  boxes  in  the  coacn-office. 

She  quickly  turned,  Tor  she  knew  it  must  be  her  brother's ;  and  yet  the 
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voice  did  not  sound  quite  like  his.  However,  it  was  Claude'« ;  and  in  an 
instant,  forgetful  of  all  around,  she  was  in  his  arms.  After  a  most  affec- 
tionate  embrace,  he  led  her  to  a  coach,  and,  seating  himself  by  her  aide, 
they  drove  off. 

After,  as  it  seemed  to  the  weary  girl,  a  long  drive  through  the  very 
heart  of  the  city,  they  seemed  to  get  into  less-frequented  streets ;  and  at 
last  the  coach  turned  into  a  quiet  old  square,  and  stopped  before  one  of 
the  houses.  An  elderly  woman  opened  the  door,  and  Claude  led  Eva  in. 
It  was  a  large  house,  though  apparently  one  which  had  seen  its  best  days ; 
for  the  old  oak  panelings  were  become  black,  and  the  rooms  had  an  old- 
fashioned,  deserted  appearance,  which  seemed  to  speak  of  days  long  since 
gone  by.  Altogether,  there  was  an  air  of  gloom  and  darkness  about  the 
place  that  was  rather  depressing ;  but  Claude  led  the  way  to  a  room  cheer- 
tully  lighted  up,  and  in  which  tea  was  comfortably  laid  out.  Here,  agaia 
tenderly  embracing  his  sister,  he  assisted  to  disrobe  her  of  her  travelling- 
wrappers,  and  she  seated  herseif  to  preside  over  his  tea-table.  A  cup  of 
the  genial  beverage  soon  refreshed  her,  and  the  slight  feeling  of  depres- 
sion  which  the  gloomy  old  house  had  given  her  wore  off,  and  she  began 
to  enter  into  cheerful  converse  with  her  brother.  She  told  him  all  the 
particulars  of  her  happy  prospects,  and  of  all  the  kind  things  Ernest  in- 
tended  to  do  for  him.  Claude  listened  to  her  for  some  time  almost  in 
silence ;  but  at  last,  starting  up,  he  said, 

"  It  is  late,  my  darling  sister,  and  you  must  be  weary.  How  thought- 
less  I  was  to  keep  you  up  so  long!" 

Eva  feit  more  cüsposed  for  conversation  than  sleep ;  but  she  thought 
her  brother  looked  pale  himself;  and,  therefore,  fancying  he  had,  perhapa» 
had  a  hard  day's  work,  she  yielded  to  his  wishes,  and  betook  herseif  to  the 
apartment  prepared  for  her.  Like  the  rest  of  the  house,  it  had  a  dark 
and  sombre  appearance;  and  Eva  again  feit  the  feeling  of  depression 
which  had  at  nrst  seized  her,  return.  Throwing  herseif  into  a  chair,  she 
began  to  think  over  the  events  of  the  day ;  and  then  it  was  that  her 
former  uneasiness  on  her  brother' s  account  revived.  Claude  was  grown, 
since  she  last  saw  him,  from  an  interesting  youth  to  a  very  fine  young 
man ;  but  Eva  could  not  help  feeling  that  there  were  other  alterations  in 
him  also.  There  was  a  careworn,  almost  anxious  look  in  his  face,  and  a 
hollow  strangeness  in  his  voice,  quite  unlike  his  clear  tones  and  merry, 
ringing  laugh  of  old.  Then,  although  the  prospect  of  his  sister's  marriage 
had  appeared  to  give  him  great  pleasure,  when  Eva  mentioned  Ernest's 
kind  intentions  respecting  himself,  his  countenance  almost  assumed  an 
expression  of  pain,  and,  instead  of  testifying  the  eager  joy  she  had 
expected,  he  had  started  up  and  abruptly  put  an  end  to  the  conversation. 
All  this  the  quick  eye  of  affection  had  seen ;  and  now,  sitting  alone  in 
that  gloomy  old  room,  Eva  strove  to  account  for  it.  "  It  must  be  living 
in  a  city  like  this,  and  being  constantly  kept  at  work  uncongenial  to  him, 
which  has  depressed  his  spirits,"  she  thought.  And  her  conjecture 
seemed  the  most  probable  one,  for  she  feit  even  her  own  spirits  sink  as  she 
looked  out  of  the  window,  and  nothing  met  her  gaze  but  the  opposite 
houses,  shabby  and  dark-looking  as  the  one  in  which  her  brother  lodged. 
After  the  country,  the  view  was  indeed  dismal ;  and  she  contrasted  it,  in 
her  mind,  with  the  scenery  which  the  window  of  her  little  room  at  Roxton 
presented.    There,  on  a  moonlight  night  like  this,  she  could  see  the  sweet 
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valley,  with  the  church  in  its  bosom,  and,  dose  to  it,  the  ivy-covered  par- 
sonage  in  which  she  had  been  born ;  and  beyond  the  vale,  through  which 
a  stream  gently  wound ;  the  wooded  hüls  which  fonned  part  of  Einest 
Graham's  property,  and  even  part  of  the  manor-house,  were  visible. 
Turning  away  Crom  the  window  with  a  sigh,  she  retired  to  her  couch, 
longing  for  the  time  when  she  should  have  Ernest  and  Claude  always 
near  her  in  their  sweet  natiye  village. 

The  nezt  day,  when  Eva  awoke,  the  sun  was  shining  cheerfully,  and 
his  beams  made  even  that  sombre  house  look  more  lively,  though,  per- 
haps,  more  dingy,  than  by  moonlight.  Refireshed  with  sleep,  she  arose ; 
and  soon  the  idea  of  being  again  with  her  beloved  Claude  banished  her 
anxious  tboughts  of  the  preceding  evening ;  and  when  she  met  him  at  the 
breakfast-table,  her  wonted  spirits  had  returned.  They  soon,  however, 
sank,  for  the  alteration  in  her  brother  was  even  more  visible  by  day  than 
by  candlelight.  There  was  no  change  in  his  affection  towards  herseif, 
however ;  but  his  gaiety  was  forced  and  unnatural,  his  eye  restless,  and 
his  manner  nervous  and  abstracted.  Eva  told  him  of  the  change,  and  her 
fears  that  he  was  not  well ;  but  again  and  again  he  assured  her  there  was 
nothing  amiss  with  him ;  and  she  said  no  more,  for  she  saw  that  the  sub- 
ject  was  unpleasant  to  him,  but  her  anxiety  was  not  quieted. 

From  the  nature  of  his  occupations,  he  was  necessarily  a  good  deal  ab- 
sent  from  home ;  but  every  minute  he  could  spare  Claude  spent  with  his 
sister,  and  he  was  always  ready  to  take  her  about,  and  treat  her  to  all  the 
rights  of  London.  She  was  at  first  surprised  how  he  could  find  money 
for  everything ;  but  he  informed  her  that  his  master,  Mr.  Ellis,  had  lately 
made  him  a  handsome  present. 

Things  went  on  in  this  way,  and  Eva  had  now  very  nearly  completed 
the  time  of  her  stay.  To  her  it  had  not  been  a  happy  visit ;  and  not 
even  the  affectionate  letters  of  Ernest  could  console  her  for  the  evident 
anxiety  and  unhappiness  of  her  brother.  However,  the  time  was  now 
very  near  when  Ernest  was  to  fetch  her  again  to  Boxton,  his  mother  and 
sisters  having  insisted  on  the  marriage  taking  place  from  the  house  which 
they  now  occupied ;  for  they  had  quitted  the  manor-hall,  and  everything 
was  prepared  for  the  young  couple,  who  were  henceforth  to  dwell  there. 
Eva  not  only  looked  forward  with  happiness  to  the  near  prospect  of  her 
marriage  because  it  would  unite  her  to  one  deservedly  dear,  but  because 
it  would  also  restore  her  beloved  Claude  to  his  native  village,  and  eman- 
cipate  him  from  his  present,  as  she  feared,  most  uncongenial  and  unhappy 
life.  Her  anxiety  on  his  account  had  undergone  no  abatement,  though, 
with  the  fond  hopefulness  of  youth,  she  trusted  that  his  smiles  would  re- 
turn, and  his  cheek  regain  its  former  bloom,  in  the  pure  country  air. 

There  were,  however,  other  things  besides  his  health  which  pained  her 
in  his  present  Situation. 

"  Claude,"  she  one  day  said  to  him,  soon  after  her  arrival,  "  who  and 
what  are  those  men  who  fodge  in  this  house,  and  are  always  Coming  to  see 
you?  Their  appearance  is  very  unprepossessing,  and  I  am  sure  they 
cannot  be  fit  acquaintance  for  you.  If  they  persist  in  Coming  here  so  con- 
stantly,  I  must  sit  in  my  own  xoom,  for  there  is  something  about  them 
quite  repugnant  to  me." 

Clauae's  countenance  became  almost  livid. 

"  Eva,"  he  said,  in  a  hollow  voice,  "  if  you  love  me,  I  entreat,  I  im- 
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plore  you,  show  no  aversion  to  these  men."  Theo,  seeing  the  surprise 
and  trouble  depicted  in  her  face,  he  continued,  in  a  constrainedlj  calm 
tone,  "  Eva,  indeed,  indeed  I  cannot  now  explain  to  you ;  but  circum- 
stances  have  placed  me  in  the  power — no,"  he  hastily  added,  "  not  in  the 

Sower,  but  under  great  obligations  to  these  persona.     Therefore,  my 
ear  girl,  I  know  that,  to  save — I  mean,  to  oblige— me,  you  will  be  civil 
to  them." 

Although  his  manner  made  her  yet  more  uneasy,  she  gare  him  the  pro- 
mise  he  entreated;  and  as  Claude  never  left  them  alone  for  a  minute 
with  her,  she  endured  their  unpleasant  Company,  and  said  no  more. 

IV. 

Timb  drew  on,  and  in  another  week  Ernest  was  to  claim  his  bride.  It 
was  evening,  and  Et a  sat  in  her  sombre  room — to  which,  however,  she 
had  now  become  accustomed — and  opened  a  box  which  had  just  arrived 
from  her  betrothed.  It  contained  a  beautiful  set  of  jewels  which  he  had 
purchased  for  her,  accompanied  by  a  letter,  in  which,  amongst  other 
things,  he  said :  "  How  long  your  absence  has  seemed,  my  darüng  Eva ! 
But  it  is  now  nearly  at  an  end ;  for  next  week  I  shall  come  for  you,  and 
nothing  shall  take  you  out  of  my  sight  again." 

Eva  tenderly  pressed  the  letter  to  her  Ups,  and  rising,  went  to  the  old 
mirror,  and  twisted  the  beautiful  gems  in  her  raren  hair.  Ab  she  thus 
stood,  she  thought  she  saw  a  dark  shadow  pass  across  the  glass,  and 
hastily  turning  round,  fancied  she  distinctly  saw  some  one  glide  out  at  the 
door,  which  she  remembered  having  left  partially  open.  Terrified,  she 
flew  to  the  door,  and  fastened  it.  She  then  searcned  all  round  the  room, 
under  the  bed,  and  in  the  closets.  The  room,  however,  was  but  very 
dimly  lighted  by  her  candle,  and  at  length  she  almost  succeeded  in  per- 
suadrag  nerself  that  it  had  all  been  her  fancy.  She  therefore  tried  to 
think  no  more  about  it ;  and  having  performed  her  devotions,  her  mind 
became  tranquil,  and  she  lay  down  to  rest,  and  feil  asleep,  looking,  in  her 
beautiful  purity,  almost  like  some  innocent  child,  Utile  in  keeping  with 
that  large,  grim,  dismal  apartment. 

At  first  Eva  slept  tranquilly ;  but  ere  long  her  sleep  became  troubled, 
for  the  fright  she  had  received  had  shaken  ner  nerves,  and  followed  her 
in  her  dreams.  First  of  all  she  dreamt  of  Ernest,  and  that  she  stood  with 
him  at  the  altar,  with  the  pearls  he  had  given  her  round  her  head.  A 
clergyman  stood  before  them,  old  and  venerable,  and  she  recognised  him : 
it  was  her  dear  old  father.  She  fancied  he  took  their  hands,  and  joined 
them,  when  a  shadowy  figure  glided  into  the  church,  as  she  had  fancied 
it  did  out  of  her  room,  and,  taking  her  hand  out  of  that  of  Ernest,  and 
holding  it  with  a  cold,  clammy  grasp,  led  her  away  through  a  long,  long 
passage,  at  the  end  of  which  was  a  door.  The  figure  opened  it ;  and  now 
the  spectre  seemed  to  Eva  to  take  the  features  of  her  departed  mother. 
Leading  her  still  by  the  hand,  it  glided  into  the  room,  and  there  lay  a 
Utile  child,  with  golden  tresses,  such  as  Claude  was  when  their  motner 
died,  and  to  her  horror  she  saw  that  a  large  snake  was  coiling  ttself 
around  him.  Fointing  to  him,  she  thought  her  mother  said,  with  im- 
ploring  gestures,  u  Eva,  save  him !"  and  vanißhed. 

Many  other  forme  did  Eva's  dreams  take ;  still  it  was  always  Claude 
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wfao  was  in  danger,  and  that  shadowy  figure  was  ever  by  her,  conjoring 
her  to  save  him.  At  length,  terrified  and  füll  of  horror,  she  awoke ;  bat 
it  was  long  befbre  she  could  persnade  herseif  that  it  was  all  a  dream,  and 
that  she  was  really  safe  in  her  bed— even  then  it  was  in  vain  that  she 
tried  to  shake  off  the  recollection  of  those  terrible  dreams :  she  could  not 
help  believing  that  they  had  been  sent  to  warn  her  of  some  danger  im- 
pendmg  over  her  brother,  and,  in  an  instant,  all  her  former  uneasiness  and 
Tague  roars  on  bis  acoount  returned  with  tenfold  force  to  her  mind,  and 
her  distress  became  so  great  that  she  resolved  to  rise,  and  strive  to  dispel 
it  by  prayer.  She  did  so ;  and,  kneeling  down,  prayed  earnestly  that  if 
Claude  were  in  danger,  she  might  be  permitted  to  save  him.  She  found 
that  strength  and  consolation  which  every  one  in  trouble  may  find  in 
prayer,  if  only  they  will  seek  it;  and  when  she  arose,  she  resolved  to  pro- 
ceed  to  her  brother' s  room,  and  ascertain  if  he  were  indeed  in  safety. 

Throwing  on  her  dressing-gown,  she  groped  her  way  to  the  door — for 
she  had  no  means  of  getting  a  light — and  opening  it,  glided  out  noise- 
lessly,  her  little  white  feet  being  unslippered,  and  descended  to  her  bro- 
ther's  room,  which  was  on  a  lower  story.  Reaching  it,  she  gently  opened 
the  door ;  a  lamp  stood  on  the  table,  but  the  room  was  empty ;  Claude 
was  not  there,  nor  had  his  bed  been  slept  in  that  night  TaJong  up  the 
lamp  in  her  hand,  she  looked  around  to  see  if  there  was  any  other  door 
leading  to  another  apartment.  It  was  a  dark,  oak-paneled  room,  but 
at  last  she  discovered  one,  though,  being  of  the  same  colour  as  the 
paneling,  and  fitting  closely,  it  was  not  very  discernible.  With  some  fear 
she  opened  it,  and  a  sort  of  Tague  horror  seized  her,  for  it  disclosed  a  long 
passage,  which,  to  her  fancy,  seemed  identical  with  the  one  which  she 
had  seen  in  her  dream.  Collecting  all  her  courage,  and  inspired  by  real 
anxiety  to  know  what  had  become  of  Claude,  she  proceeded  down  the 
passage :  it  was  long,  and  at  the  end  stood  a  door :  aimost  fearing  to  en- 
counter  the  shadowy  figure,  or  to  find  her  brother  encircled  by  the 
writhing  monater  of  her  dream,  with  a  beating  heart  she  pushed  it  open, 
but  nothing  met  her  eye  save  an  abrupt  flight  of  narrow  stairs.  In  her 
trepidation  she  was  nearly  precipitated  down  it ;  and  feeling  now  as  if 
some  mystery  were  to  be  solved,  she  determined  to  go  down  a  little  way, 
and  see  if  it  led  to  another  set  of  rooms.  She  accordingly  began  to  de- 
seend :  at  first,  the  steps  were  of  wood,  like  a  regulär  staircase;  but,  by- 
and-by,  they  lost  that  appearance,  and  became  steep  and  narrow ;  the 
staircase  assumed  a  spiral  form,  and  the  steps  were  of  stone,  so  that  Eva 
concluded  they  led  to  the  cellars  of  the  house.  Feeling  rather  terrified 
at  having  penetrated  so  far,  and  her  poor  little  feet  chilled  by  the  stones, 
she  began  to  return ;  but  the  steps  were  steep  and  narrow,  and,  in  her 
fright,  she  stumbled ;  she,  however,  managed  to  save  herseif  from  a  bad 
fedl,  and  the  lamp  being  of  metal  was  not  broken»  but  its  light  was  extin- 
guished.  To  her  surprise,  she  fancied  she  saw  a  glimmering  of  light  from 
below,  and  with  some  curiosity  retraced  her  steps  downwards.  At  every 
step  the  light  became  more  visible,  and  she  even  thought  she  heard  a 
sound,  like  the  roaring  of  a  furnace  and  the  blowing  of  bellows«  She 
continued  to  descend,  and  at  length  came  to  the  bottom  of  the  steps. 
And  now  the  light  was  so  strong,  that  by  its  lurid  glare  Eva  perceived 
that  she  was  Standing  in  a  low  vaulted  passage,  which  evidently  led  to  the 
cellars ;  and  now  she  could  plainly  hear  the  roar  of  a  large  nre,  and  the 
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hum  of  voices ;  and,  presently,  a  laugh — a  hollow  one — and  oh !  how 
changed,  but  still — yes,  it  was  Claude's. 

Eva's  vague  and  superstitious  terrors  were  dispelled,  bat  a  weight  of 
lead  seemed  to  fall  on  ner  heart,  and  to  chill  it  as  the  cold  pavement  did 
her  feet ;  bat  she  could  not  haye  turned  back  now — no,  if  she  died  for 
it ;  she  must  have  the  mystery  explained — she  must  know  in  what  deed  of 
darkness  her  unhappy  brother  had  become  involved. 

On,  on,  through  a  long  passage,  she  walked  like  one  in  a  dream ;  bat 
it  was  now  light  as  day.  A  short  flight  of  downward  stepe  terminated 
the  passage,  at  the  bottom  of  which  was  a  large  cellar,  in  which  it  was 
evident  tbat  several  men,  and  Claude  amongst  them,  were  busily  occupied 
on  some  deed  which  would  not  bear  the  day.  It  had  a  large  arched  en- 
trance,  and  as  its  occupants  were  engaged  at  the  other  end  of  the  vault, 
Eva  glided  down  the  steps  unseen,  and  standing  at  one  aide  of  the 
entrance,  in  a  corner  thrown  into  shadow,  she  managed  to  hear  and  see 
what  was  going  on ;  although,  had  the  men  been  lese  intent  on  their 
work,  she  ran  some  danger  of  detection ;  however,  her  bare  feet  xnade  no 
noise,  and,  almost  afraid  to  breathe,  she  looked  out  of  her  hidimg-place. 
At  one  end  of  the  vault  was  a  furnace,  over  which  a  man  stood,  melting 
some  metal  in  a  crucible.  Eva  was  not  slow  to  recognise  him — it  was 
Hall,  one  of  the  men  to  whom  she  had  feit  so  much  aversion,  and  whose 
sinister  aspect  was  sufficient  to  justify  her  dislike.  Henderson,  his  com- 
rade,  whose  appearance  was  something  lese  vulgär,  but  even  more  crafty, 
was  sorting  a  large  heap  of  money  of  all  kinds,  while  Claude  stood  apart, 
with  folded  arnis  and  a  gloomy  expression  of  countenance. 

"  We  have  fared  pretty  well  this  last  week,  Master  Claude,"  Hender- 
son said,  "  and  the  division  of  profits  will  be  larger  than  usual ;  but  you 
don't  look  so  bright  at  the  news  as  I  expected.  I  hope  you're  not  getUng 
tired  of  cur  trade,  for  in  fairness,  I  must  own,  we  find  you  a  very  useful 
auxiliary ;  your  hands  are  more  delicate  than  ours,  and  you  have  wonder- 
fully  improved  our  dies  for  us.  Besides,  your  gentlemanly  appearance  is 
invaluable  in  passing  our  notes  and  coin,  for  no  one  would  suspect  you  of 
anything  knavish ;"  and  Henderson  laughed. 

'*  Yes,"  continued  he,  "  you  are  rather  a  different  sort  of  a  lad  to  what 
you  were  when  we  took  you  in  band,  in  old  ElhVs  counting-house ;  you 
were  a  proper  molly-coddle  and  mother's  darling,  then." 

"  It's  well  if  he's  not  becoming  one  again,"  growled  Hall.  "I  think 
ever  since  that  sister  of  his  came  here,  he  has  been  quite  another  person." 

" Beware  how  you  say  anything  about  her"  Claude exclaimed,  with 
flashing  eyes.  "  I  am  as  much  at  your  Service  as  ever,  but  I  own  I  am 
tired  of  the  department  which  has  of  lata  fallen  to  my  share.  I  am  will- 
ing  to  work  here — every  night,  and  all  night  long;  but  the  task  of  pass- 
ing the  coin  is  haterul  to  me,  and  you  must  find  some  one  eise  to  undertake 
this  part  of  our  aecursed  trade.  Yes,"  he  added,  with  vehemence,  <c  with 
this  I  have  done.  I  will  bury  myself  in  this  den  night  and  day,  if  you 
will — for,"  he  added,  bitterly,  "I  am  only  too  happy  to  hide  my  head 
from  the  sight  of  all  mankind ;  but  I  cannot  look  honest  men  in  the  face 
while  I  am  robbing  and  cheating  them." 

"  Well,  well,  young  man,"  said  Hall,  "  since  you  have  so  many  delicate 
seruples,  we  will  let  you  off,  on  condition  that  your  sister  takes  your  place. 
You  are  certainly  getting  a  little  too  well  known  by  this  time,  I  sboold 
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tbink  ;  bat  Miss  Eva  is  a  new  face,  therefore  we  shall  be  happy  to  give 
her  a  liberal  sbare  of  the  profits,  and  will  forthwith  proceed  to  initiate 

her" 

"  Nay,"  rejoined  Henderson,  "  the  task  of  initiating  her  must  be  mine 

alone  ;  the  pretty  Eva  ha«  quite  won  my  heart  and " 

"Villains!"  shouted  Claude,  whom  rage  had  hitherto  kept  silent, 
"  name  not  her,  profane  not  her  name  with  your  accursed  lips.  I  am 
fallen — oh,  to  what  depths !  bat  she,  she  is  good  and  pure  as  an  angel, 
and  would  die  rather  than  have  anything  to  do  with  your  deeds  of  dark- 
ness.  Oh,  woe,  woe,"  he  added,  in  a  tone  whose  anguuh  betrayed  intense 
suffering — "woe  ia  me!  that  ever  I  saw  you,  ye  fienda  of  wicked- 
ness. 

"Let  me  teil  you,  Mr.  Claude,  you  are  going  rather  too  fer,"  aaid 
Hall,  in  a  menacing  voioe  ;  "  and  let  me  remind  you,  that  howe?er  much 
you  may  wish,  coward  as  you  are,  to  leave  us,  yet  by  our  agreement  we 
are  linked  together  tili  all  our  fortunes  are  made;  therefore,  beware  of 
yourself,  and  woe  indeed  be  to  you  if  you  ever  betray  us !" 

u  I  care  nothing  for  your  threat8,M  retorted  Claude  ;  "  murder  me  if 
you  will,  life  is  a  bürden  to  me  now  ;  but  let  not  my  sister's  name  come 
out  of  your  polluted  Ups,  or,"  he  added,  wildly,  "  you  shall  feel  that — low 
as  I  am  fallen — deep,  deep,  as  I  am  sunk  in  vice — a  brother's  loye  is  strong 
as  death,  a  brothers  vengeanee  as  deadly." 

He  turned  from  them,  and  Walking  to  the  other  end  of  the  vault,  stood 
so  close  to  where  Eva  was  concealed,  that  she  could  have  touched  his 
hand.  Oh,  with  what  difficulty  did  she  resist  the  impulse  to  throw  her- 
seif on  his  bosom,  and  mourn  and  wail  over  his  degradation, 

"  Don't  enrage  him,  Hall,"  aaid  Henderson,  in  a  low  voioe;  "  he  is  too 
useful  for  us  to  lose  him.  Come,  Mr.  Claude,"  he  said,  in  a  conciliatory 
manner,  "  don't  be  so  hot;  we  meant  no  offence,  and  are  willing  to  consent 
to  all  your  reasonable  wishes;  so  let  us  be  friends,  and  enjoy  the  good  luck 
which  dawns  upon  us.  And  now,"  he  added,  "  let  us  put  out  this  furnace, 
and  be  off  to  bed,  for  it  must  be  almost  daylight." 

This  reminded  Eva  that  she  must  secure  her  retreat ;  and  with  what 
feelings  did  she  retrace  her  Steps !  Her  feet  were  numbed  with  cold,  but 
her  /leart—oh,  that  was  turned  to  marble.  Site  feared  nothing  now ;  the 
dark  stairs,  the  unearthly  passages,  had  no  terrors  for  her  now.  She  re- 
traced  her  steps,  -shutting  the  doors  behind  her,  as  she  had  found  them ; 
she  reached  her  room,  how,  she  never  knew.  She  feit  as  if  petrified  ; 
ves,  yes,  the  snake  had  indeed  coiled  around  her  brother — Claude  was  a 
cotner,     She  reached  her  room,  and  feil  senseless  to  the  earth. 
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A  TALE  OF  HORROR,  OF  HA  VERSTOCK-HILL. 

Bt  Charles  R.  Vehnet. 

In  a  neat  Utile  six-roomed  suburban  cottage,  in  a  dusty  street,  and 
separated  therefrom  by  a  garden  twelve  feet  long  by  about  fourteen  and 
a  half  broad,  the  soil  whereof  was  prolific  in  marigolds  and  oyster-sheüs, 
dwelt  Miss  Mary  Lasseys,  the  only  "  chick  or  child"  of  a  deoeased 
"  grocer,  chandler,  and  general  dealer."  The  deceased  Lasseys,  during  his 
life,  was,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  grocer,  chandler,  and  general 
dealer,  as  his  shop-firont  set  forth  in  green  letters  on  a  red  ground,  and 
as  his  daily  habits  fully  testified.  The  latter  denomination  more  ea- 
pecially  became  him,  as  he  sold  everything  that  the  little  town  of  Guttle- 
bury,  in  which  he  was  located,  could  possibly  wish  or  want — tape  or 
treacle,  pickles  or  perfumery,  negrohead  or  needles.  From  a  penn'orth 
of  salts  np  to  a  handred-weight  of  coals ;  from  a  ehest  of  tea  down  to  a 
farthing  candle ;  anything  that  he  could  turn  an  honest  penny  by,  was 
kept  in  his  shop,  and  sold  by  him.  Report  even  said — trat  report  ia 
such  a  Kar  you  can't  believe  her — that  in  his  ceusoetkes  vendendi>  in  his 
desire  to  sefi  everything  that  would  realise  a  fair  profit,  he  had  gone  so 
far  as  to  seil  himself  to  a  certain  gentleman  not  to  be  mentioned  to  ears 
polite,  "  for  and  in  consideration  of  "  (as  the  lawyers,  the  friends  of  the 
aforesaid  gentleman,  say)  " certain  moneys,"  and  for  certain  emoluments 
to  be  obtained  by  every  means  of  cheating,  false  weighing,  bamboosling, 
or  backsliding.  Whether  the  report  ever  reached  the  ears  of  oft 
Lasseys,  I  know  not ;  certain  it  is,  that  he  continued  still  in  the  receipt 
of  custom,  and  his  sugar  and  sand,  both  together  and  separate,  his 
hearth-stones  and  herrings,  his  soft  soap  and  sago,  still  went  off.  His 
fair  daughter,  Mary,  or,  as  her  father  endearingly  called  her,  Molly, 
attended  to  the  grocery  department,  himself  to  ine  tobaeco,  and  a  rea- 
headed  shopman  to  the  coals,  colour,  and  conveyancing.  The  fair  Mary 
Lasseys  above  all  things  detested  the  whole  concern,  and  more  especially 
the  grocery  department ;  and  when  the  parish-clerk,  the  wit  of  the  place, 
and  V.P.  of  the  "  Weekly  Social  Harmonie  Meeting"  of  the  Magpie 
Tayern  and  Commercial  Inn,  and  a  rejeeted  suitor  of  Mary's,  toasted  her 
publicly  as  Moll  Lasseys,  her  disgust  increased  daily,  and  she  turned  up 
her  little  nose,  and  twisted  her  little  mouth,  every  time  she  turned  up  a 
pound  of  sugar,  or  twisted  a  penn'orth  of  pepper.  But  with  all  her 
turnings  and  her  twistings,  behind  the  counter  she  still  remained,  doling 
out  the  tea,  and  dispensing  the  drysaltery,  a  slave — a  white  slave — to 
the  wants  of  every  inhabitant  of  Guttlebury  who  chose  to  ask  for  "  Half 
a  hounce  o*  tea,  please  raem ;"  "  Penn'orth  o'  treacle,  and  look  sharp 
about  it  ;,J  or,  "  A  farthing  rush,  and  change  for  a  halfpenny." 

One  evening,  however,  old  Lasseys,  öfter  eating  a  more  than  usoally 
hearty  supper  of  highly  pickled  salmon,  and  washing  it  down  with  four 
stiflF  tumblera  of  Jamaica  rum-and-water,  with  a  lump  of  butter  in  each, 
to  prevent  the  fish  rising,  went  to  his  bed.     The  rum-and-water  effec- 
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toally  did  its  work ;  the  fish  never  rose  again,  neither  did  old  Lasseys ; 
bat  he  was  found  stiff  and  cold  in  bed,  the  next  morning,  by  the  red* 
headed  shopman.  The  village  apothecary  was  at  once  sent  for.  A 
grave  man  was  he,  in  more  senses  of  the  word  than  one ;  sententious, 
slow,  and  solemn.  "  Ah !  gone  at  last !"  said  he ;  "  expected  it,  though; 
lancet-case  under  my  pillow  —  ready  at  anv  moment —  man  of  füll 
habit — ah !  pickled  salmon,  eh !  Such  is  life — hem  !"  A  jury  of  in- 
telligent petty  tradesman  was  summoned,  and  evidence  gone  into  to 
greater  lengths,  perhaps,  than  might  appear  necessary  in  so  clear  a  case, 
who,  after  deliberating  for  an  hour  and  a  half  over  the  choice  of  a 
verdict,  whether  it  should  be  "Felo  de  se  "  or  "  Wilful  murder  against 
some  person  or  persons  unknown,"  at  the  coroner's  Suggestion,  returned 
an  open  verdict  of  "  Found  dead,"  qualifying  it  with  the  opinion  that 
great  blame  was  attributable  to  the  red-headed  shopman. 

The  ftraeral  over,  Miss  Mary  Lasseys  turned  herseif  round,  as  she 
expressed  it,  and  found  herseif  parentless,  pathetic,  and  pretty;  the  mis- 
tress  of  herseif  and  of  tbe  grocery,  chandlery,  and  general  dealing  esta- 
blishment,  and  owner  of  a  sum  of  money  invested  in  the  vfunds,  the 
interest  of  which  was  about  125/.  a  year;  not  a  millionaire,  perhaps,  in 
the  eyes  of  a  Rothschild,  bat  an  heiress,  at  all  events,  in  the  eyes  of  all 
Guttfebury,  four  of  whose  male  inhabitants,  vis.,  the  parish-clerk  (for 
the  second  time  of  asking),  the  exciseman,  the  tailor,  and  her  own  red- 
headed  shopman,  made  honourable,  and  of  course  disinterested  proposals 
to  her,  in  the  course  of  four-and-twenty  hours.  Repudiating  all  their 
offers,  both  of  matrimony  and  money-managtng,  she  turned  her  back  upon 
Guttlebury,  transferred  her  Consols  to  Three  per  Cents.,  her  shop  and 
fixtures  to  the  shopman,  and  herseif,  per  coach,  to  London.  Guttlebury 
had  seen  the  last  of  its  Moll  Lasseys.  The  sweets  of  its  existence 
were  gone. 

Thus  far  have  we  traced  the  doraestic  history  of  Miss  Mary  Lasseys, 
and  we  find  her  Bettled  in  a  small,  genteel  cottage,  in  the  romantic 
neighbourhood  of  Camden  Town,  remote,  indeed,  frorn  the  busy  scenes 
of  the  Red-Cap,  within  a  few  minutes'  walk  of  the  canal,  and  closely 
approximating  to  the  delightful  rurality  of  Chalk  Farm.  Here  did  she 
pitch  her  tent,  taking  as  her  companion,  confidante,  and  servant,  a  mtddle- 
aged  female,  of  ascetic  disposition ;  and  here,  as  she  tended  the  domestic 
marigold,  or  sportively  twined  the  giddy  pea  in  gay  festoons  about  her 
parlour-window,  she  endeavoured  to  forget,  in  the  proud  consciousness 
of  her  independence,  all  that  had  embittered  her  cup  of  life ;  stränge  to 
say,  that  the  retailing  of  sugar  and  the  dispensation  of  figs  should  ever 
have  produced  that  effect.  But  so  it  was :  and  to  her  no  insult  could 
have  been  more  indelible,  no  injury  more  acute,  than  to  tax  her,  directly 
or  indirectly,  by  word,  sign,  or  look,  with  ever  having  retailed  the  hate- 
ful  article.  In  the  pleasant  retirement  of  No.  4,  Marigold  Cottages,  as 
the  tenement  was  caüed,  Miss  Mary  looked  abroad,  too,  for  a  husband ; 
and  as  soon  as  it  was  known  that  she  was  possessed  of  a  sum  of  money 
in  the  funds,  she  became  the  cynosure  of  all  the  eyes  of  all  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;  but  more  especially  of  a  pair  of  brown  eyes  over  the  way, 
behind  the  counter  at  the  chemist's  shop,  belonging  to  Bubb,  the 
chemist,  himself,  and  of  a  pair  of  grey  eyes  round  the  corner,  and  turning 
down  by  the  public-house,  appertaimng  to  one  Theodosius  Sping. 
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"John  Bubb,  Chemist  and  Druggist,  Family  Recipes  and  Physicians' 
Prescriptions  carefully  prepared,  No.  7,  BugrinsVbuUdings,"  was  the 
name,  profession,  occupation,  and  address  of  the  first-named  individual, 
written  over  bis  shop-front,  repeated  in  his  window,  affixed  to  each  bottle 
of  medicine,  and  engraved,  finally,  on  highly-glazed  cards,  in  a  mixture 
of  old  English,  Roman  text,  and  piain  cypher.  One  of  these  cards  did 
Mr.  John  Bubb  leave  at  the  door  of  his  fair  opposite  neighbour ;  and,  as 
it  was  a  neat  card,  it  sufficed,  both  as  a  visiting  ticket  and  also  as  a 
printed  Suggestion,  that  if  Miss  Lasseys  wished  for  any  ramily  recipes  or 

gtysicians'  prescriptions,  Mr.  John  Bubb  would  carefully  prepare  them. 
e  was  a  mild  young  man,  of  placid  disposition,  with  a  tendency  to  corna, 
which  he  said  was  constitutional ;  and  he  derived  a  moderate  income  by 
the  ezercise  of  his  business.  He  rolled  up  the  puls  and  bottled  the  black 
draughts  in  so  quiet  and  polite  a  manner,  that  speedily  recommended  him 
to  all  the  ladies  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  finally  to  the  attention  of  Miss 
Mary  herseif,  who  patronised  his  perfumery  one  fine  day ;  and  hoped  that 
they  would  be  good  neigbbours  in  so  charming  a  manner,  that  Mr.  Bubb, 
as  he  has  since  declared,  feit  his  heart  going  faster  and  feister  from  him 
all  the  time  she  was  in  the  shop,  tili  she  finally  carried  it  quite  away,  with 
three  Squares  of  old  brown  Windsor.  From  that  time  Bubb  was  an  altered 
man ;  and  he  feit  that  with  her,  life  would  be  a  bed  of  rosse  foL,  his  cup 
of  iife  filled  with  syrupus  simp. :  without  her,  existence  was  a  bitter  pill, 
washed  down  with  tinct.  aloes.  Such  were  his  thoughts,  day  after  day, 
as  he  looked  through  ingenious  loopholetf,  contrived  among  the  bottles  in 
the  window,  at  Mary  in  her  parlour  at  work,  at  Mary  as  she  walked  out, 
at  Mary  calmly  irrigating  the  marigolds,  with  a  liberal  display  of  arm, 
from  a  green  watering-not.  When  evening  came,  he  would  watch  the 
light  in  her  parlour- window,  and  her  fiitting  shadow  on  the  blind,  and  he 
would  sigh  deeply  as  he  put  up  the  shutters,  which  shut  him  out,  or  in, 
rather,  from  the  sight  of  the  casket  containing  the  jewel. 

Not  so  Mr.  Theodosius  Sping.  He  was  un  komme  fait,  of  about  five- 
and-forty,  with  a  large  body,  on  which  was  placed  a  large  head,  with  a 
bull-terrier  kind  of  expression,  and  a  grufF  voice  and  blustering  manner. 
He  called  himself  on  a  brass  door-plate,  "  Theodosius  Sping,  Agent" — 
though  in  what  his  agency  consisted  was  a  profound  secret — and  "  Theo- 
dosius Sping,  Esq.,"  in  his  letters  to  his  tradesmen,  who  were  numerous, 
and,  stränge  to  say,  had  all  small  accounts  against  him,  which  they 
petitioned  him  to  discharge  regularly  every  week,  as  they  all  had,  without 
an  exception,  a  bill  to  take  up  on  the  Monday  following.  Sping  would 
do  a  bill  or  a  tradesman  with  the  greatest  sang  froid ;  was  of  a  fierce 
romantic  disposition ;  quoted  Byron  or  Shakspeare,  and  had  a  head  of 
hair  like  a  violent  hearth-broom.  Sping  wore  as  bis  best  suit  a  bottle- 
green  coat  and  brass  buttons,  light  kerseymere  never-mention-'ems,  and 
a  vel?et  waistcoat.  His  liuen  was  like  his  character,  dubious.  Sping 
was  in  debt,  dirty  and  dissolute ;  he  heard  of  Miss  Lassey's  Three  per 
Cents.,  and  his  eye  was  upon  them. 

It  was  on  the  afternoon  of  a  very  wet  day  (for  there  are  wet  days  eren 
at  Camden  Town)  that  Miss  Mary  Lasseys  was  set  down  from  a  *bus  on 
her  return  from  town,  unprotected,  unfriended,  and  umbrellalesa.  She  had 
gone  to  town  early  in  the  morning,  ere  the  rain  came  on,  and  had  hoped 
that  the  ascetic  feraale  would  meet  her,  on  her  return,  with  an  umbrella. 
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Bat  that  respectable  middle-aged  woman  was  one  of  that  das«  who 
imagine  the  keeping  of  one's  feet  diy  to  be  the  great  object  of  life  ;  there- 
fore,  poor  little  Mary,  shivering  in  the  damp  at  the  door  of  the  Bed-Cap, 
awaited  the  Clearing  up  of  the  sky,  or  the  appearance  of  some  friendiy 
cab.  But  there  was  so  prospect  of  either ;  and  just  as  she  was  mourn- 
fully  endeavouring  to  summon  up  courage  to  make  a  ran  for  it,  a  harsh 
roice  met  her  ear  : 

"  Permit  me,  miss,  to  lend  you  my  umbrella ;  it  is  so  very  wet  l"  at 
the  same  time  a  shabby  gingham  was  held  over  her,  and  she  became  con- 
scious  of  a  perfume  floating  in  the  air,  not  of  the  spices  of  Araby,  bat 
more  closely  resembling  the  odour  of  the  cordial  known  as  rum-shrub. 
The  voice,  the  gingham,  and  the  odour,  belonged  to  a  person  who  had 
witnesaed  her  discomfiture  from  the  parlour  of  the  Red-Cap,  and  was  now 
Standing  by  her  side,  bowing  politely. 

"  Oh,  I'm  afraid  you'll  get  so  wet  yourself,  sir,"  said  Mary. 

"  Not  at  all !"  said  the  individual ;  "  the  rain  can't  hurt  nie." 

This  was  true ;  it  raight  have  benefited  him  had  it  descended  in  buckets- 
ful. 

"  Where  shall  I  send  it  to,  sir?"  asked  Mary,  taking  the  umbrella ;  and 
the  man,  with  a  flourish  and  a  bow,  presented  a  limp  card,  whereon  was 
inscribed,  "Mr.  Theodosius  Sping,  Agent,  &c,  Canal-street,  Camden 
Town." 

Such  was  the  commencement  of  an  acquaintance  which  Mr.  Sping  knew 
fall  well  how  to  improve.  He  called  to  mquire  after  Miss  Lasseys  on  the 
day  after  their  meeting ;  she  was  out  Within  a  few  days  after  the  return 
of  the  umbrella,  he  was  seen  steadily  regarding  the  marigolds  at  No.  4, 
Marigold  Cottages.  Mary  came  out,  and  thanked  him  for  his  kindness 
in  the  umbrella  transaction.  Sping  affected  an  interest  in  the  eulture  of 
marigolds,  and  got  up  an  enthusiasm  about  sweet  peas.  It  was  a  dif- 
ferent  kind  of  Mary  Gold  he  was  after.  u  Would  he  walk  in  and  take 
tea  T9 — it  was  Miss  Lasseys'  tea-time.  Sping  noted  down  the  time  in  the 
tablet  of  his  memory,  with  a  view  to  future  mvitations.  Mary  would  be 
happy  to  see  him  to  tea.  Sping  thanked  her,  and  walked  in,  and  took 
tea  to  his  infinite  satisfaction,  and  to  the  perpetual  indignation  of  Bubb, 
who  witnessed  the  transaction.  A  few  days  after,  he  called  again ;  he 
knew  of  an  eligible  investment  for  Miss  Lasseys'  capital ;  and  again  he 
discussed  tea  and  Shakspeare,  Byron  and  muffins,  with  Miss  Lasseys ;  and 
in  this  way  Theodosius  Sping  became  very  intimate  with  Miss  Mary 
Lasseys,  and  became  more  bumptious,  more  bullying,  and  more  noncha- 
lant every  day ;  while  Bubb,  the  chemist,  was  dnven  to  the  verge  of  dis- 
traction,  and  so  goaded  by  the  frequent  opportunities  his  rival,  who  had 
no  employment,  had  over  him,  who  was  unable  to  leave  his  shop  tili  nine 
at  night,  that  it  is  a  mercy  he  did  not  swallow  the  Contents  of  the  large 
carboy  of  laudanum  that  stood  under  the  counter.  But  no !  the  deadly 
means  of  accomplishing  a  deed  of  a  dhTerent  stamp  to  that  of  self-murder 
was  in  Bubb's  hands,  or  rather  in  his  shop ;  and,  hke  the  Ravenswoods  of 
Lammermoor,  he  "  bided  his  time." 

"  Another  tea-drinking  at  No.  4,"  sighed  poor  Bubb,  after  two  or  three 
of  these  tender  meetings  had  taken  place ;  the  signs  whereof  he  knew  to 
be,  the  arresting  of  the  muffin-boy  in  his  onward  progress,  and  the 
investing  of  capital  in  his  capital  muffins.      "  How  that  fellow  Sping 
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doefl  manage  to  carry  on  there!"  continued  he,  addreasiog  the  large 
mortar  in  which  he  was  pounding  a  very  hard  piece  of  aloes.  (He  had 
received  an  order  from  a  neighbouxing  brewer  for  rather  a  large  quantity 
of  that  delicious  bitter.)  '*  Ah,  if  I  could  get  his  fuzzbush  of  a  heaa 
under  my  pezzle,  I'd  raake  hira  remember  it ;  Vi  put  him  out  of  his 
misery,"  added  he,  humanely.  There  was  a  tacit  dislike  to  each  other 
on  both  sides ;  for  while  Mr.  John  Bubb  viewed  with  alarm  the  amaz- 
ing  facilities  Mr.  Theodosius  Sping  had  of  "  carrying  on"  at  all  hours  and 
in  all  seasons,  and  heard  of  the  resources  of  his  conversatjon  and 
powers  of  quotation,  Sping,  malgre  the  superior  sound  of  his  name, 
dreaded  lest  the  constant  presence  of  the  more  youthful  person  of  Bubb, 
combined  with  the  fact  of  his  being  adequate  to  the  exercise  of  a  busi- 
ness  or  profession,  might  not  be  of  some  weight  even  against  Byron  and 
Shakspeare.  Thus,  when  the  pair  met,  which  was  not  seldom,  Mr.  Sping 
would  scowl  under  his  heavy  eyebrows  at  Mr.  Bubb,  while  the  valiant 
but  mild  Bubb  would  cock  his  hat  more  fiercely  than  ever,  and  glare  de- 
fiance  at  Sping,  with  a  glance  that  plainly  told  both  mortal  aversion 
and  a  desire  for  combat  ä  Voutrance.  On  the  afternoon  above  named, 
therefore,  when  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Bubb  were  seeking,  through  a  loophole 
formed  by  a  large  red  carboy  and  a  castor-oil  bottle  in  the  window,  for  a 
glance  of  the  fair  Mary,  and  the  large  form  of  Theodosius  Sping  for  a 
second  obstructed  his  view,  as  he  passed  the  shop-front,  it  will  not  be 
wondered  at  that  Mr.  Bubb  should  snort  defiance,  and  pound  more  fiercely 
than  ever  at  the  refractory  piece  of  aloes  in  the  mortar. 

Theodosius  Sping  passed  the  shop-front,  but  stopped  at  the  door.     In 
the  keen  malice  of  his  heart,  he  had  formed  a  resolution  which  would 
have  done  credit  to  a  demon.     He  had  resolved  that  this  very  tea-drink- 
ing  should  teil  him  whether  or  no  he  had  found  favour  in  the  eyes  of 
Miss  Mary,  or  as  he  afterwards  expressed  it  to  Mary,  the  afternoon  had 
come,  which  was  to  make  him  the  blessedest  individual  on  the  face  of  the 
earth,  or  to  send  him  forth  a  blighted  exile,  a  miserable  outcast,  and  a 
broken-hearted  man.     To  say  the  truth,  his  confessions  might  not  have 
oeen  so  premature,  had  he  not  that  morning  received  a  polite  note  from 
his  landlord,  informing  him  that  in  case  he  failed  to  bring  a  certain  sum 
of  money,  due  for  rent,  within  a  week,  he  should  be  under  the  necessity 
of  distraining  on  Mr.  Sping's  goods  and  chatteis,  which,  at  the  time  we 
speak  of,  might  perhaps  realise  the  sum  of  three  Shillings  and  sixpence. 
With  this  note  fresh  in  his  mind,  he  resolved  to  conquer  or  to  die ;  and 
fraught  with  this  determination,  he  had  adorned  his  person  with  more 
than  usual  care ;  he  had  arrayed  himself  in  the  blue  coat  and  bright 
buttons,  had  incased  his  legs  in  the  light  kerseymeres,  and  covered  bis 
ehest  with  a  meadow-green  velvet  vest,  over  which  meandered  gracefully, 
like  a  little  rivulet,  a  splendid  silver  curb-chain,  at  the  end  of  which  was 
not  a  watch.  More  than  this,  he  had  disguised  himself  in  a  clean  shirt  and 
collar,  with  a  Joinville  tie,  the  ends  whereof  stuck  out  to  each  Shoulder, 
and  was  about  to  draw  a  pair  of  cheap  kid-gloves  over  his  red  knotty 
fingere.     What  more  did  he  want  ?  Yet,  as  he  looked  at  himself  all  over 
in  the  small  Dutch  shaving-glass,  one  thing  displeased  him.     Do  what 
he  would,  his  hair,  that  fuzzy  hair,  would  neither  smooth  nor  look  glossy; 
but,  like  a  rebellious  mastiff,  stood  boldly  up,  and  refused  all  his  attempts 
to  make  it  lie  down.     He  must  have  some  hair-oil,  that  was  certain.     It 
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was  a  luxury  he  neyer  permitted  himself,  but  for  this  occasion  he  would 
do  it.  There  was  a  hairdresser's  in  the  next  street,  and  a  chemist's  three 
doors  off — but  no !  he  thought,  as  he  plunged  his  foot  into  hiß  Wuchers, 
it  would  be  a  dire  revenge  to  purchase  the  oil  at  the  shop  of  his  rivaJ, 
Bubb,  to  adorn  himself  with  the  spoil  taken  from  the  enemy,  to  over- 
throw  him  with  his  own  weapon — ha !  ha !  With  this  end  in  view,  the 
unhappy  man,  strangely  unconscious  that  he  was  compassing  his  own 
destruction,  seized  a  phial,  and  walked  off  to  the  shop  of  Bubb.  Did  no 
"  voices  in  the  air"  arrest  him  in  his  progress  ?  no  warning  gesture  of 
some  Strange  mysterious  figure  tempt  him  to  turn  back  ?  Was  there  no 
dimly-defined  spectre  to  bar  his  way  ?  Did  no  Donna  Elvira,  at  that  mo- 
ment,  entreat  the  erring  man  to  turn  away  from  his  own  ruin  ?  Was  there 
not  one  of  these,  I  ask,  cm  his  door-step  ? — none  on  the  steps  of  the  pub- 
lic-house  at  the  corner,  behind  the  pump,  or  under  the  apple-stall  ?  No ! 
— none ! — none !  Theodosius  Sping  walked  boldly  on.  The  star  of  his 
destiny  was  setting. 

As  I  have  before  hinted,  Sping  momentarily  obstructed  the  view  of 
Bubb,  as  that  gentleman  looked  out  afar  like  a  pretty  page.  Mr.  Bubb 
returned  to  his  pestle  and  mortar  as  Theodosius  stopped  at  the  door, 
opened  it,  and  walked  in.  No  look  nor  sign  gave  Bubb,  nor  aught  that 
in  the  least  degree  might  seem  a  thought  of  Sping's  existence  to  con- 
fess,  but  still  within  the  mortar  pounded  slow,  with  fearful  clang,  while 
on  his  manly  brow  he  wore  a  settled  frown. 

"  Penn'orth  of  hair  ile,  and  look  sharp  about  it,"  said  Sping,  Walking 
to  the  counter,  and  flinging  down  a  penny  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
makes  a  large  purchase. 

"  Don't  seil  it,"  said  Bubb,  without  deigning  to  look  up,  and  still  hard 
at  it  with  the  pestle  and  mortar. 

"  Penn'orth  o*  sweet  ile  then,  my  man,"  said  Sping,  patronisingly. 

"  Can't  make  a  penn'orth/'  says  Bubb,  indifferently,  with  a  fearful  rap 
at  the  refractory  aloes. 

"  Not  so  much  in  the  shop— eh?"  sneered  Sping,  glancing  round  at 
the  carboys  and  bottles,  and  mentally  quoting  "  a  beggarly  account  of 
empty  boxes." 

"  Not  so  little,"  ans  wer  ed  Bubb,  with  a  scowl,  for  he  perceived  the  drift 
of  Sping's  visit,  and  began  to  experience  a  Sensation  of  warmth  in  his 
temper. 

"  Oh,  don't  seil  penn'orths — eh?"  sneered  Sping.     "  Squills  is  riz  !" 

Mr.  Bubb  was  indifferent  to  the  sarcasm,  and  recommenced  the  pestle 
and  mortar  work. 

"  Twopenn'orth,  then,"  continued  Sping ;  "  and  111  trouble  you  to  look 
sharp  about  it." 

Mr.  Bubb  relinquished  the  pestle  and  mortar,  dusted  down  the  counter, 
which  was  not  dusty,  wiped  his  hands  carefully  and  slowly  with  his  apron, 
and  glaring  steadily  at  Sping  all  the  time,  took  down  a  bottle,  snatched 
the  phial  from  Sping's  grasp,  fiUed  it,  corked  it,  and  returned  it  to  him, 
all  this  time  never  taking  his  eyes  off  Mr.  Sping's  face  (a  feat  he  has  sub- 
sequently  boasted  of ),  and  still  glaring  steadily  at  him,  seized  the  pestle 
and  mortar,  and  recommenced  his  work. 

"  You  know  me  ?"  asked  Sping,  fiercely,  but  not  in  the  least  discom- 
posed  by  Bubb's  stare. 
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"  No,"  »y»  Bubb,  resolutely,  as  though  he  had  always  ignored  Sping'a 
exutence. 

"Ha,  ha!  youwill,  though,"  says  Sping,  prospectirely,  with  a  de- 
moniac  laugh,  as  he  thought  Bubb  might  know  tum  aome  day,  in  the 
character  of  his  opposite  neighbour. 

"  Dorit  know  you,"  says  Bubb,  wilfully  inisunderstanding  him.  "  Cash 
on  delivery,  please ;  no  trust." 

V  What  d'ye  mean  by  that  F  asked  Sping,  furiously. 

«  What  I  said,"  retorted  Bubb,  calmly. 

Theodosius  Sping,  like  a  second  good  Samaritan,  took  out  twopence 
and  flung  it  down  on  the  counter,  and  walked  with  a  fierce  stride  out  of 
tbe  shop,  bearing  with  him,  unhappy  man  !  in  the  Contents  of  the  little 
phial,  the  implement  which  would  work  his  own  ruin,  the  bane  of  his  life, 
the  means  of  his  own  destruction. 

And  now  I  can  fancy  the  horror-loving  reader  settling  down  more  com- 
fortably  to  the  perusal  of  this  stirring  history.  Is  it  some  dread  and 
noxious  poison  that  Sping  bears  with  him,  which  on  the  application  to  his 
head  shall  turn  him  blue,  and  green,  and  black,  and  livid ;  make  him  foam 
at  the  mouth,  contort  his  features,  paralyse  his  energies,  and  convalse 
every  limb  ?  Shades  of  the  votaries  and  victims  of  aconite,  henbane, 
hemlock,  stramonium !  to  which  of  these  potent  drugs  shall  the  hapless 
Sping  feil  an  unconscious  victim  ?  Listen,  reader,  and  be  dient,  while  I 
unfold  the  short  and  moving  tale  which  is  to  make  thy  hair,  albeit  thou 
wearest  a  wig,  to  stand  on  end  like  quills  upon  the  fabled  "fretfuV  por- 
cupine ! 

The  unconscious  Sping  wended  his  way  home  blithely,  bearing  with 
him  the  fatal  phial.  He  passed  the  shop-front  of  Bubb,  and  along  the 
remainder  of  Buggins's-buildings  ;  he  passed  along  the  street  and  turned 
down  by  the  public-house ;  he  reached  his  own  door,  opened  it  with  a 
latch-key,  paused  for  a  moment,  walked  in,  and  shut  the  door  upon  him. 

Was  he  ever  seen  again  ?    He  was  1 

In  le88  than  half  an  hour  a  figure  was  seen  to  issue  from  the  door  of 
Sping's  dwelling.  It  was  seen  by  Sping's  opposite  neighbour,  and  ap- 
peared  to  be  arraye^,  not  in  grave-clothes,  but  in  the  bottle-green  and 
brass  buttons.  It  was  seen  by  the  potboy  at  the  public-house ;  by  the 
inhabitants  of  Nos.  1,  2,  3,  Marigold  Cottages,  as  it  passed  them  on  its 
way  to  No.  4.  It  was  seen  by  Mr.  John  Bubb,  chemist  and  druggist,  as 
he  was  carefully  preparing  a  physician's  prescription ;  it  was  seen  by  the 
ascetic,  middle-aged  female,  as  she  opened  the  door  of  No.  4,  where  the 
figure  entered.  All  these  agree  that  the  hair  of  Sping  seemed  smooth 
and  shining,  as  it  were — flattened  down,  in  fact,  as  though  it  had  been 
greased  or  pomaded.  Theodosius  Sping  had  used  the  content*  of  the 
fatal  phial,  to  the  very  last  drop,  on  hü  iüfated  head!  Lastly,  it  was 
seen  by  Miss  Mary  Lasseys,  as  the  form  of  Theodosius  Sping  presented 
itself  before  her  astonished  eyes. 

For  the  description  of  the  scene  that  took  place  in  the  parlour  of  Na  4, 
Marigold  Cottages,  we  are  indebted  to  the  testimony  of  Mr.  John  Bubb. 
He  says,  he  saw  the  figure  in  bottle-green  enter  through  the  outer  door 
of  the  house ;  and,  by  the  aid  of  the  light  of  a  flickering  fire,  he  could 
perceive  him  to  enter  Miss  Lasseys*  room,  where  he  appeared  to  salute 
her.     After  a  while  there  seemed  to  be  the  light  of  candles  in  the  room, 
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and  the  blind  was  drawn  down.  Still  Mr.  Bubb  watched;  for  on  the 
blind  was  the  shadow — the  awful  shadow — of  that  tigure,  portrayed  in 
hideoua  similarity,  and  in  awful  distinctness.  That  figure  he  watched — 
saw  him,  now  bending  his  head,  now  turning  his  body,  now  raising  his 
hand  as  he  carried  to  his  mouth  the  savoury  crumpet,  or  moving  his 
masseters  as  he  masticated  the  luscioas  muf&n,  or  washed  them  down  with 
delicious  tea.  At  length  these  movements  of  the  figure  seemed  to  cease, 
and  on  the  window-bKnd  appeared  another  shadow — that  of  his  antici- 

Sated  victim,  the  fair  Mary  Lasseys ;  and  the  figure  again  made  violent 
emonstrations,  now  raising  his  hands  as  though  in  suffering,  or  clasping 
them  as  if  in  supplication ;  now  elevating  his  head  as  though  inspired, 
then  seeming  to  engage  its  victim  in  earnest  conversation.  Anon  it 
raised  its  arm,  as  though  the  ruling  spirit  were  strong  upon  it,  and  the 
figure  seemed  to  wrestle  under  some  strong  quotation.  The  victim  drew 
nearer  and  nearer ;  the  figure  of  Sping  seemed  to  spring  up,  then  to 
sink  gradually  down,  down,  down.  The  shadow  of  Miss  Lasseys  bends 
over  it  slowly,  tili  her  fair  face  seems  almost  to  touch  the  dreaaful  head 
of  the  ill-fated  Sping.  Lower  and  lower  does  it  bend  down,  to  the  horror 
of  the  miscreant  Bubb,  who  watches  them  all  this  time,  when,  just  as  the 
heads  seem  almost  to  meet,  by  the  shadows  on  the  window-blind,  a  shriek 
— a  wild  and  fearful  shriek,  startling  the  fiend  Bubb  in  the  inmost 
recesses  of  his  shop — an  awful  and  appalling  shriek — is  heard.  Another 
and  another,  and  the  form  of  Miss  Lasseys  sinks  slowly  down,  and  disap- 
pear*, while  that  of  Sping  starts  up,  and  seems  to  attain  an  unearthly 
size.  He  was  seen  wildly  to  clasp  his  hands  to  his  head,  to  pull  out  his 
hair  on  either  side,  to  clutch  his  hands  madly  together,  and  to  disappear. 
Another  moment,  and  the  dreadful  form  of  Sping  was  seen  to  issue 
from  the  door,  and,  with  frantic  steps,  to  tear  up  the  street — to  dash 
madly  through  the  passers-by,  and  to  disappear — round  the  corner. 

From  that  day  to  this,  never  more  did  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Bubb,  nor  of  the 
inhabitants  of  Marigold  Cottages,  nor  of  his  own  creditors,  rest  upon  the 
mortal  form  of  Theodosius  Sping.  His  bereaved  landlord  instituted  an 
inquiry  into  his  mysterious  disappearance,  and  from  him  we  have  learnt 
some  few  facts,  which  we  will  presently  lay  before  our  readers. 

As  to  the  cbemist,  Bubb,  it  appears  that  the  occurrences  he  had  wit- 
nessed  so  flabbergasted  him,  as  the  neighbours  called  it,  that  he  feil  into 
a  kind  of  trance  of  astonishment,  during  which  he  twice  dispensed  Epsom 
salts  for  oxalic  acid — a  more  fortunate  mistake  than  if  it  had  been  vice 
versa.  He  was  aroused  from  that  trance  by  the  appearance  of  the  middle- 
aged  female,  with  a  request  that  he  would  just  stop  over,  as  "  missus  was 
werry  bad."  He  did  step  over,  and  found  Miss  Mary  Lasseys  in  strong 
hysterics,  from  which  he  recovered  her.  From  her  he  learnt  the  Solution 
of  the  mystery. 

It  appears  that  Sping — Theodosius  Sping,  in  his  mortal  form,  and 
arrayed  in  the  füll  glories  of  the  bottle-green,  and  not  in  his  grave- 
clotnes — Sping,  in  proprid  persona,  and  not  that  of  his  ghost — Sping, 
with  a  strong  smell  of  lavender,  and  not  of  sulphur,  nor  even  of  church- 
yard  mould — Sping,  with  his  hair  flattened  down,  and  with  no  appear- 
ance likely  to  cause  the  hair  of  his  beholders  to  stand  on  end — "  Sping, 
agent,  &c.,"  or  Theodosius  Sping,  Esq, — did  certainly,  in  the  manner 
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before  mentioned,  present  himself  before  the  beaming  eyea  of  the  fair 
Mary  Lasseys,  as  she  sat  in  her  little  parlour,  before  a  flickering  fire, 
about  half-past  four  o'clock,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  her  visitor. 

" Mr.  Sping  ate  a  very  hearty  tea,"  said  Mary  to  Mr.  Bubb,  "and  he 
seemed  to  enjoy  it;  bnt  there  was  a  look  abont  him  of  hideons  exulta- 
tion,  when  he  fooked  at  me,  that  I  could  not  make  out  After  tea  we 
sat  on  the  sofa,  and  Mr.  Sping  talked  a  great  deal ;  much  that  I  could 
not  ttnderstand.  He  used  very  fine  language ;  bnt  he  said»  as  he  pressen1 
my  band,  as  though  he  had  some  misehief  brooding,  'Sweets  to  the 
sweet,  Miss  Lasseys  (here  Mary  winced),  and  at  last  he  sank  down  on 
one  knee,  and  asked  me— -nie,  if  I  could  see  anything  in  him  that  wonld 
make  me  love  him ;  adding,  that  he  had  few  things  to  bring  to  me,  bnt 
that  what  he  had,  he  gave  me.  And  here  he  laid  his  head  lower,  and 
murmured  again  that  presenis  to  me  wonld,  or  should,  be  siveets  to  the 
stoeet;  and  as  I  bent  over  him,  astonished,  I  touched  his  head,  and  fbund 
—oh,  Mr.  Bubb,  that  I  should  live  to  see  the  day ! — that  the  wretch, 
the  miscreant,  the  insulting  vagabond,  had  sugared  his  hair,  on  pnrpose 
to  insult  me.     I  know  he  did,  and  I  never !  never !  never ! * 

And  here  Miss  Lasseys  displayed  so  great  an  anxiety  to  go  into 
another  set  of  hysterics,  that  Bubb  was  obliged  to  fall  to,  to  kiss  her,  in 
order  to  prevent  so  alarming  a  recurrence. 

"  Pardon  me  for  one  moment,"  said  Bubb,  when  she  had  quite  re- 
covered ;  "  I  wish  to  run  over  the  way  for  something." 

He  ran  over  to  his  shop,  darted  behind  the  counter  with  a  dexterity 
that  could  only  be  acquired  by  long  practice,  and  turned  to  look  at  the 
shelf  from  which  he  had  taken  the  bottle  to  supply  Sping' s  demand. 
The  mystery  was  solred  in  an  instant  On  that  shelf  was  the  bottle 
containing  the  oleum  amygdalm^  the  ingredient  Bubb  should  have  sup- 
plied  Sping  with ;  next  to  it  stood  a  bottle  labelled  "  Syrupus  Simp.," 
containing  a  very  strong  syrup,  and  from  which  Mr.  Bubb  had  filled 
Bping's  phial,  in  his  excitement.  The  ingredient  would  have  been  harm- 
less,  administered  to  a  child  internally ;  but  applied  externally  to  the  head 
of  Sping,  the  results  were  fatal.  The  heat  of  the  fire  in  Miss  Lasseys' 
roora,  and  the  excitement  consequent  on  the  occasion,  had  evaporated  Öie 
fluid  portion  of  the  syrup,  and  covered  Sping's  head  with  minute  crystals 
of  white  sugar. 

Mr.  John  Bubb  returned  to  Miss  Lasseys,  but  did  not  mention  the 
Solution  of  the  mystery  to  her ;  but  he  made  himself  so  agreeable,  that 
when  he  left,  he  took  leave  of  Mary  as  her  acknowledged  lover.  They 
were  married  a  raonth  after,  and  as  the  children's  books  have  it,  they 
lived  happy  together  all  their  lives,  and  had  plenty  of  children. 

Sping  was  traced  by  his  bereaved  landlord  as  far  as  Haveratock-hili ; 
here  he  was  seen  by  a  labouring  man  to  climb  a  gate,  and  to  stride 
across  a  meadow.  Mortal  man  never  saw  him  leave  that  meadow ;  though 
he  might  have  done  so  for  all  that.  It  was  a  dreary  piece  of  ground, 
having  a  mangy  appearance — the  receptacle  for  bricks  and  oyster-shells, 
a  mausoleum  for  the  defunct  dogs  and  cats  of  the  neighbourhood.  In 
one  corner  was  a  stagnant  pool,  formed  by  the  late  rains,  covered  with 
duck-weed,  wherein  floated  occasional  dogs,  accused  wrongfully  of  hydro- 
phobia.     As  the  neighbours  of  Sping  had  been  disappointed  in  his  not 
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being  a  ghost,  when  he  issued  frora  his  house  on  his  way  to  Miss  Lasseys, 
they  were  determined  to  get  up  a  spectre  here,  and  it  was  uniYersally 
resolved  that  Sping  had  drowned  himself  in  this  stagnant  pool,  and  eon- 
sequently  that  nia  ghost  walked  every  night  for  an  hour — that  is,  from 
the  first  stroke  of  twelre  until  one  o'clock ;  and  there  are  many  ready  to 
asseverate  that  they  have  seen  and  heard  the  shade  of  the  defunct  Sping, 
Walking  and  waüing  on  yery  gusty  and  tempestuous  nights.  In  the 
eneuing  summer  the  pond  was  driea  up ;  and  though  fno  trace  of  any 
body,  beyond  that  of  a  departeddog  or  two,  was  discovered,  it  is  still  con- 
sidered  to  be  a  clear  case  of  ghost,  and  the  field  is  called  "  the  Hannted 
Meadow"  to  this  day.  And  there  are  many  old  women,  of  both  sexes, 
who  are  the  best  judges  of  a  case  of  this  kind,  who  have  seen  Walking 
baekwards  and  forwards,  by  that  pond,  a  tall  figure  in  a  white  shroud 
orer  a  bottle-green  coat,  who  clasps  one  hand  convulsively  to  his  head, 
while  he  steadily  regards  what  his  other  hand  clutehea — the  Fatal  Fhial. 


A  PAGE  FROM  THE  DOMESTIC  LIFE  OF  POMPEY  THE 

GREAT. 

BT  MKS.  EDWARD  THOMAS. 
L 

Part,  did  yon  say,  with  me?    Did  I  hear  right? 
What!  we  diride  our  interests,  our  lores, 
And  disunite  our  closely-knitted  hearts? 
How  awful,  men  can  sport  with  feeling  thus! 
We  part!    The  sun  might  sooner  part  with  light, 
The  gods  with  mercy,  heay'n  with  beatitude! 
Ah!  what  a  pointlew  jest  is  this  of  thine, 
To  test  my  lore,  and  wake  my  ready  tears! 

To  the  superficial  and  indifferent  reader ;  to  the  idler,  who  only  has 
reconrse  to  a  book,  literally,  pour  passer  le  temps;  or,  to  the  young,  the 
imaginative,  the  inexperienced,  who,  too  mnch  dazsled  by  the  brilliant 
exploits,  daring  actions,  and  heroic  conquests,  narrated  in  the  glowing 
language  of  the  poet  rather  than  the  historian, — to  pause  and  reflect  on 
the  deep  and  dangerous  under-cnrrent  running  below  the  apparently 
nnrufflea  sarface  of  the  ocean,  on  whose  tranqnil  bosom  rides  the  plea- 
sure-fineighted  barque  of  youthfol  victory,  into  the  6ure  and  sheltered 
hayen  of  Farne, — the  whole  career  of  Pompey  the  Great  presents  one 
gorgeous  spectacle — one  splendid  triumph — one  uninterrupted  course  of 
hononr  and  renown.  But  to  him  who  seriously  muses  on  the  chances 
and  changes  of  this  mortal  life ;  to  him  who  meditates  and  ponders,  even 
while  he  traces  and  tracks  man's  passage  from  his  cradle  to  bis  grave ;  to 
bim  who  does  not  care  to  run  as  he  readeth ;  to  him  who  has  the  tetne- 
rityfto  lift  the  dark,  though  glittering  veil  of  History,  concealing,  like  a 
jewelied  pall,  the  decaying  remains  of  departed  grandeur ;  to  him,  in  fact, 
who  can  find  sermons  in  stones,  will  be  reyealed,  in  the  written  ,page 
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of  this  most  favoured  ofaild  of  fortune,  the  startling  and  instructive  truth, 
that,  even  in  the  midst  of  bis  highest  military  achievements,  his  proudest 
successes,  the  heart  of  the  conqueror  was  wrang  with  anguish  that  passeth 
show, — that  he  who  was  the  observed  of  all  observers,  the  praised,  the 
homaged,  the  honoured,  and  the  extolled — at  whose  approach  kings  rose 
'  up  from  their  throne«,  and  stretched  forth  their  sceptred  band  in  welcome — 
was  torn  by  the  most  conflicting  emotions,  was  a  prey  to  the  most  irre* 
concüable  passions,  the  most  unutterable  despair, — and  that  he  who  had 
warred  with  almost  the  whole  world,  had  abnost  conquered  the  entire 
universe,  was  at  war  with  himself,  had  his  severest  battle  to  fight,  his 
greatest  victory  to  gain,  his  most  potent  enemy  to  subdoe— his  own 
ambitioos,  yet  generous  and  compunctious  spirit. 

It  was  alter  his  signal  defeat  over  Hiarbas  and  his  assembled  Numi- 
dians,  that  Pompey,  flushed  with  victory,  hastened  back  to  Rome,  and, 
despite  of  want  of  precedent,  demanded  and  obtained  a  triumph  ;*  winning 
the  consent  of  the  haughty  and  arrogant  Sylla,  by  the  boldness  of  the 
expression,  "  that  the  rising  sun  had  more  worshippers  than  the  setting 
sun."  Rising,  indeed,  was  the  glory  of  the  young  hero,  who,  although 
a  mere  boy  in  years,  had  yet  attained  a  reputation  for  valour  the  oldest 
warrior  might  envy  and  emulate. 

Pompey  was  then  bat  four-and-twenty,  yet  had  he  reached  the  very 
zenith  of  fame ;  victory,  as  it  were,  always  aeclaring  herseif  in  his  favour, 
and  leading  him  unscathed  through  the  most  appalling  dangers,  the  most 
threatening  perils.  Handsome,  brave,  and  enthusiastic,  the  idol  of  tbe 
people,  the  admired  of  Sylla,  the  commended  of  Cicero,  the  friend  of  all 
— how  fortunate !  how  happy !  how  successful !  But,  lo  !  on  the  very 
threshold  of  this  seeming  prosperity  stood  the  grim  spectre  of  domestic 
sorrow,  pointing  with  a  menacing  finger  to  the  tomb  gaping  to  swallow 
up  all  that  gave  delight  to  his  heart,  gratification  to  his  eyes,  pride  to  his 
conquests,  glory  to  ms  triumphs.  He  was  commanded  by  the  man  for 
whom  he  had  risked  his  life,  and  impaired  his  fortune,  to  separate  from  the 
wife  of  his  bosom — the  young,  the  lovely,  the  faithful,  the  adored  Antistia.f 
She  who,  during  his  poignantly-regretted  absence,  had  wearied  the 
gods  with  prayers  for  his  safety — had  counted  the  hours  of  his  retarn — 
had  flown  to  meet  and  congratulate  him — had  fainted  in  his  arms  from 
excess  of  rapture,  ere  she  could  give  utterance  to  her  sensibility — she,  by 
the  tyrannical  behest  of  the  ruthless  Dictator,  was  to  be  flung  aside  as 
an  impediment  to  the  future  greatness  of  her  aspiring  husband — trodden 
under  foot  as  a  viper  that  lay  in  his  path  to,  fame, — she,  who  existed  bat 
for  his  aggrandisement,  but  breathed  for  his  exaltation, — she,  whose 

*  But  when  the  matter  came  to  be  cleared  up,  and  the  pablic  had  deelared  In 
favour  of  the  young  conqueror,  the  Dictator  went  out  to  meet  him  on  his  arrival 
at  Borne,  and  saluted  him  by  the  title  of  "  the  Great ." — Hooke'i  Roman  Hittory, 
p.  340. 

t  Antistia,  the  daughter  of  the  Praetor  Antiatias ;  to  marry  JBmelia  (the  daugh- 
ter  of  Metella,  Sylla's  wife,  by  her  former  husband,  jEmiiius  Scaurus),  the  being 
the  wife  of  Acilius  Glabrio,  by  whom  ehe  actuaUy  soon  expected  to  become  a 
mother.  Plutarch  observes,  that  Pompey's  divorcing  Antistia  was  the  more  cruel, 
as  upon  his  aecount  (he  being  deemed  a  favourer  of  Sylla's  cause)  her  father  An- 
tistius  had  been  murdered  in  the  senate-house  (by  order  of  the  younger  Marios). 
Her  mother  Calpurnia  was  so  affected  with  these  tragic  events,  that  she  put  an 
end  to  her  own  life.    iEmelia,  too,  soon  after  died  in  childbed.— /Jü/^  p.  432. 
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affection  had  sprang  up  like  a  beautiful  flower,  in  tbe  sunniest  hoor  of 
girlhood,  and  had  taken  deeper  root  as  tbe  winds  of  adversity  shook  its 
tender  but  enduring  stein,  until  it  had  entwined  its  fibres  with  every 
fibre  of  her  soul. 

Theirs  had  been  entirely  a  marriage  of  the  most  disinterested  descrip- 
tion.  Pompey  had  contracted  it  at  the  early  age  of  nineteen,  exe  the 
feelings  had  become  blunted  by  oontact  with  a  callous  world,  or  the 
sentiments  penrerted  by  the  intercourse  of  the  depraved  and  abandoned 
— when  the  heart  may  be  said  only  to  transfer  the  affection  long  be- 
stowed  on  a  virtuous  mother  to  an  equally  spotless  wife,  or,  rather, 
nniting  the  two,  finds  itself  strengthened  and  improved  by  the  purifying 
and  ennobling  association.  No  mercenary  motives  influenced  him  in 
bis  boyish  selection;  no  base  calculations  of  rank  or  Station  induced 
her  to  aecept  the  ardent  youth  pleading  at  her  feet.  Admiration  of  her 
beauty  and  innocence  won  the  first-fruits  of  his  yet  uncontaminated 
heart;  and  a  higher,  a  hoher  impulse  swayed  hers  in  the  happy,  the 
enyiable  choice  she  was  presumptuous  enough  to  hope  ehe  had  then 
determined  on. 

It  was  his  filial  defence  of  a  really  most  unworthy  and  detestable 
father;  it  was  his  noble  vindication  of  that  dead  father's  honour — the 
reverence  and  justice  rendered  to  bis  dust,  that,  exciting  the  wonder  and 
esteem  of  Antistius,  taught  his  daughter's  bosom  to  throb  with  a  deeper 
and  tenderer  sympathy  for  the  eloquent  youth,  who  dauntlessly  stood 
forth  to  brave  the  Indignation  of  a  mistaken  but  infuriated  populace,  and 
to  refute  the  calumnies  of  more  astute  and  powerful  detractors. 

But  now  she  must  forego  all  the  long  and  dearly  cherished  memories 
of  her  soul — untwine  his  arms  from  her  neck,  his  recollection  from  her 
thoughts — cancel  his  name  from  her  prayers,  his  image  firom  her  dreams 
— begin  life  anew,  and  without  him  who  alone  made  lifo  of  value. 
Henceforth,  she  was  doomed  to  drag  on  the  weary  and  woful  hours  of  a 
tedious  existence,  uncheered  by  his  presence,  unaided  by  his  counsel, 
unstimulated  by  his  approbation.  For  whom,  now,  should  she  desire  to 
look  lovely  ?  For  whom,  now,  should  she  study  to  seem  fascinating  ? 
For  whom,  now,  should  she  endeavour  to  cultivate  her  mind  and  improve 
her  person,  and  then  blush  with  pleasure  at  the  consciousness  of  su- 
periority,  because  her  perfection  gratified  and  flattered  him  ? 

What  was  there  left  on  the  rast  earth  for  her  to  lore,  to  pray  for, 
now?  Nothing — worse  than  nothing;  the  haunting  remembrance  of 
that  blissfiil  past,  which  only  makes  the  present  blank  more  insufferable ! 
How  should  she  be  able  to  endure  the  benumbing  apathy  of  despair— 
she,  who  had  been  so  keenly,  so  acutely  alive  to  the  most  poignant,  the 
most  exquisite  sentiments  of  active  interest  and  affection? 

And  had  Pompey  no  regrets — no  returns  of  his  early  love — no  fierce 
struggles  with  his  rebellious  feelings — no  erecting  of  vain  resolutions, 
which  feil  to  the  ground  the  instant  after  they  were  formed,  to  bury 
hope  and  happiness  beneath  their  ruins  ?  Had  he  forgotten  the  pallid 
horror  of  that  beautiful  face,  when  he  first  announced  the  incredible  facti 
that  he  must,  that  he  could  part  with  his  devoted  Antistia  ?  Had  he 
forgotten  the  speechless  anguish  with  which  she  listened  to  his  subtle 
and  ignoble  argumenta  of  State  policy  demanding  the  pretendedly  im- 
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perative  sacrifiee  ?  Had  he  forgotten  the  fixed  agony  of  that  distended 
eye,  tumed  upwards,  as  if  to  reproach  the  very  heavens  for  such  un- 
exampled  ingratitude  and  barbarity  ?  Had  he  forgotten — could  he  ever 
forget — the  sharp,  frantic  shriek  that  burst,  at  length,  from  her  lips, — the 
flood  of  tean  that  rained  from  her  eyes, — the  fond  grasping  of  his  kuees, 
as ,  prostrate  on  the  ground,  she  implored  him  to  have  mercy  upon  her, 
or  she  should  surely  die  ?  No,  no,  no ;  all  was  visibly  and  fearfully 
befbre  him.  Her  form  darkened  the  sunshine  of  the  morning,  and  lent 
a  denser  gloom  to  the  dismal  shades  of  night;  the  light  of  life  had 
departed  from  his  heart,  and  its  sombre  sadness  threw  its  mournful  re- 
flection  over  all  creation. 

In  the  noisy  revel,  or  in  the  hush  of  solitude,  her  shriek  resounded 
through  his  soul,  startling  the  echos  of  remorse  in  the  dim  Chambers  of 
his  accusing  conscience ;  and  in  the  magnificent  procession  whioh  sig- 
nalised  his  bravery  throughout  the  empire,  when  the  eyes  of  oontending 
beauty  courted  his  regards,  and  gazed  with  undisguised  admiration  on 
the  young  and  gracefuJ  hero  of  the  imposing  scene,  still  her  eye  shone 
there  above  all,  gUttering  with  that  parting  tear,  whose  mere  remem- 
branee  seemed  to  sear  the  thought  which  recalled  it. 

How  gladly  woold  he  have  hailed  utter  and  entire  annihilation  of  con- 
seious  being, — yea,  although  in  its  obliyion  should  be  buried  the  fiery  and 
spirit-stirring  ambition  which  had  tempted  his  base  perjury, — to  loses  at 
the  same  time,  the  memory  of  that  one  most  awful  moment  of  existence  I 
How  gladly  would  he  have  hailed  utter  and  entire  darkness — yea,  although, 
with  extinguished  vision,  should  vanish  the  glorious  refulgence  of  that 
triumph  which  now  cast  a  radiance  on  every  face,  and  a  glow  on  every 
heart — to  shut  out  that  one  melancholy  image,  which,  like  the  murderers 
perpetual  spectre,  was  constantly  in  view  ! 

But  there  was  no  such  oblivion  for  his  mind,  no  such  darkening  of  the 
inward  eye  of  his  soul ;  he  roust  see,  he  must  feel,  in  all  the  intensity  of 
contrition,  the  pain  and  horror  of  his  crime,  until  Death,  the  mighty 
obliterator,  should  blot  out  the  remembrance  of  it,  and  hide  the  eyer- 
pursuing  phantom  of  his  injured  wife,  with  him,  in  the  grave! 

n. 

Hark  I  to  the  shout  of  bratalising  mirth ! 
Hark !  to  the  revel  that  afirightest  night, 
Speeds  the  wan  moon  behind  the  veüing  clond, 
And  drives  the  stars,  for  shame,  from  heavVs  face! 
Tet  this  mad  orgie  is  in  Pompey's  name. 
And  he  can  feel  elation  that  for  him 
Men  do  forget  their  natures,  and  become 
Satyrs  abhorrent  to  the  eye  of  sense ! 

It  was  night — moonless,  starless,  rayless  night — yet  the  streets  of 
Rome  shone  brilliantly  beneath  the  many  lamps  dispersed  about  them  to 
mock  the  darkness,  and  also  from  the  reflection  of  the  more  numerous 
ones  which  were  still  unextinguished  in  the  Forum. 

Countless  multitudes  of  all  classes  of  persons  were  hurryiog  in  different 
directions  in  the  eager  pursuit  of  the  same  object,  pleasure ;  plebeian  and 
patrician  jostled  against  one  another  in  indiscriminate  confusion,  and  yet 
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iio  one  stopped  to  crave  pardon  for  the  offensive  familiarity,  no  one 
thought  of  insult  or  resentment  in  that  lawless  hour  of  universal 
lieence  and  excess.  The  loud  shout  of  intoxication  rang  on  the  still 
nocturna!  air,  mingled  with  the  songs  and  lyres  of  the  perambulatory 
musicians,  who  preceded  the  almost  frantic  mob — frantic  with  the  deli- 
rious  excitement  of  an  entire  day's  unrestrained  gratification  and  intern« 
perance ;  while,  in  the  «hört  panses  of  vulgär  and  obscene  riot,  was 
heard  the  scarcelv  less  tumultuous  bursts  of  applause  which  rewarded 
some  more  refined  sally  of  wit,  some  more  pointed  repartee,  emanating 
fron)  the  choiee  spirits  who  were  keeping  up  the  revels  with  Pompey  after 
the  morning's  triumph,  and  which  he  had  prolonged  from  mid-day  until 
so  advanoed  an  hour,  not  from  any  natural  love  of  dissipation,  but  from 
the  utter  reoklessness  of  feeling  which  then  completely  surmounted  all 
more  prudential  calculations.  He  was  wretched,  dejected,  self-upbraid- 
ing ;  and  he  sought,  with  the  mistaken  hope  of  many  others  in  a  like 
Situation,  to  procure,  if  not  happiness,  by  such  culpable  indulgence,  at  all 
events,  a  partial  forgetfulness  of  the  misery  which  was  too  intolerable  to 
be  borne  with  reason  unimpaired.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  splendour 
and  profusion  of  this  truly  regal  banquet.  The  guests,  in  gorgeous 
robes,  and  crowned  with  flowers,  wbose  leaves  were  composed  of  pure 
gold,  reclined  in  the  dazilingly-illuminated  triclinium,  or  summer  dining- 
room,  on  couches  stuffed  with  the  finest  feathers,  and  superbly  embroi- 
dered  with  silk  and  gold  thread. 

After  entertaining  his  Company  with  a  variety  of  dishes,  whose  several 
prices  would  absolutely  startle  from  their  extravagance,  and  fatiguing 
the  senses  with  strains  of  the  most  enamouring  music,  and  the  graceful 
movements  of  young  Asian  dancing-girls,  Pompey  had  the  costly  table  re- 
spread  with  the  most  delicious  fruits,  the  rarest  flowers,  and  wines  of  the 
finest  quality  and  flavour.  Frequently  were  the  Murrhine  cups,  clear  as 
crystal,  drained  of  the  rieh  rose-scented  Falernian,  to  the  very  dregs ; 
frequently  were  the  capacious  flagons  of  iced  Massic,  Alban,  Maronean, 
and  Coan,  replenished  and  emptied  by  the  dissolute  votaries  of  Bacchus, 
whose  spirits  rose  in  proportion  as  their  judgment  and  discretion  sank, 
until  riot  and  disorder  alone  prevailed.  Frequently  did  Pompey  reise 
the  golden goblet  tohis  parched  and  quivering  lins;  but  although  his  eye 
grew  more  lustrous,  his  cheek  more  vivid,  and  bis  mirth  more  boisteroua 
under  the  influence  of  unwonted  inebriety,  still  the  Circean  draught 
failed  to  produoe  the  inspiring  effects  on  him  which  it  did  on  those  around; 
his  heart  refused  to  be  charmed,  to  be  lulled  to  forgetfulness — it  was  sad, 
and  cold,  and  cheerless ;  still  his  thoughts  rererted  to  the  happier,  the 
more  tranquil  past,  and,  in  the  midst  of  the  debasing  debaucn,  he  de» 
spised  himself  for  sanetioning,  for  sharing  such  degrading  folly  ;  he  ab- 
horred  himself  for  promoting  and  prolonging  it ;  he  longed  to  steal  away 
to  the  quiet  of  unbroken  meditation,  to  endeavour  to  consider  of,  and  to 
atone  for,  his  recent  dereliction  of  honour  and  integrity.  He,  the  demi- 
god,  the  idol  which  the  nation  had  set  up,  for  all  people  to  fall  down  and 
worship,  secretly  and  justly  envied  the  meanest  slave,  whose  conscience 
was  more  enfranchised,  more  guilt-free  than  bis. 

He  longed  to  hear  of  the  poor  forsaken  wife — to  learn  how  she  sub- 
mitted  to  bis  eruel  desertion ;  but  how  durst  he  venture  to  expose  his 
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tender  rcmorsefulness  to  tho  scorn  and  ribaldry  of  hls  calJous  boon-com- 
panions  ?  how  risk  her  sacred  sorrow  to  their  polluting  jests  or  con- 
temptuous  commiseration  ?  What  interest  could  he  have,  what  interest 
ought  he  to  have,  in  the  woman  whom  he  had  alraost  voluntarily  di- 
Torced  ?  What  right  had  he  to  pry  into  her  griefs,  what  hope  of  miti- 
gating  them — he,  absolutely  the  husband  of  anotber  ?  Was  it  for  him 
to  add  insult  to  injustioe  ?  was  it  for  him  to  brim  the  cap  of  anguish, 
alas!  already  overflowing?  was  it  for  him  to  seem  to  exult  over  the 
bleediog  heart,  the  bowed-down  spirit  of  the  once  idolised  Aotistia  ? — 
— the  once  idolised  !— oh,  now  more  than  ever  adored,  more  than  ever 
prized,  more  than  ever  cherished,  valued,  and  beloved ! 

How  would  he  have  been  tortured,  how  would  he  have  been  wrang 
with  contrition,  indeed,  could  he  at  that  moment  have  penetrated  into 
the  home  which  he  had  rendered  so  desolate— could  he  have  entered  into 
its  inoermost  Chamber,  and  witnessed  the  melancholy  scene  there  pre- 
sented ! 

Pale,  and  exhausted  with  intense  suffering,  he  would  have  beheld  one 
tearful  woman,  in  a  State  of  complete  prostration,  stretched  upon  acouch; 
another,  even  paler,  kneeling  in  unutterable  agony  by  it ;  while,  noiseless 
as  shadows,  others,  with  anxious  vigilance,  moved  to  and  fro  to  minister 
to  the  wants  of  the  sweet  young  creature,  who,  they  feared,  was  doomed 
to  a  too  early  grave,  or  to  condole  and  sympathise  with  the  widowed 
and  desperate  mother,  who  had  secretly  numbered  her  own  ill-atarred 
days. 

Lying  in  that  fainting  and  helpless  condition,  whose  complete  inani- 
tion  so  frequently  precedes,  and  so  tcrribly  prefigures  actual  dissolation, 
and  which  is,  alas !  but  too  often  mistaken  by  disconsolate  friends  for  the 
insensibility  of  death,  Antistia  was  still  perfectly  aware  of  all  that  was 
passing  around  her.  She  heard  the  tender  and  pathetic  lamentations 
which  bewailed  her  imagined  loss — the  affecting  upbraidings  to  destiny 
for  her  sad  fate  ;  she  feit  the  warm  tears  upon  her  cheek ;  she  saw  the 
hopelessness  depicted  on  the  beloved  countenances  of  the  dear  ones 
bending  over  her;  but  yet  she  had  no  desire  to  shake  off  the  paralysing 
lethargy,  to  reassure  those  sorrowing  ones ;  she  had  no  inclination  to 
struggle  to  recal  failing  strength,  to  make  an  effort  to  reanimate  her 
sinking  soul  to  battle  with  the  deadly  and  encroaching  despair  creeping 
so  insidiously  over  her.  Why  should  she  ? — for  whom  should  she  arouse 
to  keener,  more  exquisite  exertion  ?  Had  she  not  outlived  all  that  ever 
had,  that  ever  could  make  existence  of  worth  or  value  ? 

Oh,  what  devotion,  what  affection  had  been  hers,  from  the  first  mo- 
ment of  her  union  with  Pompey,  until  the  Separation  which  thus,  indeed, 
chilled  her  fond  heart  with  the  chill  of  death  I 

Yet  hers  was  not  a  love  to  be  known,  to  be  tested  in  prosperity — it  was 
not  the  love  which  is  alone  fed  by  smiles,  and  fostered  by  luxury — the 
holiday-passion  of  youth's  summer-time  of  calm  and  sunshine.  No ;  hers 
was  that  stronger,  more  enduring,  more  unselnsh  love,  which  glows  the 
brightest  and  intensest  in  the  winter  of  adversity,  illumining  the  dark 
storm-cloud,  and  irradiating  the  sunless  heavens  with  a  glory  of  the 
meridian. 

Hers  was  the  love  to  scent  the  water  afar  off  in  the  sandy  desert;  to 
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espy  the  verdaut  and  hopc-inspiring  palm-shaded  oosis ;  to  bear  the  lag- 
ging step  towards  it,  and  to  proffer  the  inestimable  draught  to  the  parched 
and  blackened  ups,  while  her  own  were  eloquent  in  thanksgiving  for  suc- 
cour  timely  granted;  or  hers  was  the  love,  when  the  wrecking  waves 
submerged  the  vessel,  and  one  by  one  perished  on  the  ocean-buffeted  raffe, 
to  yield  her  heart's  blood  to  sustain  the  life  dearer  than  her  own,  while 
her  eye  grew  dizzy  and  dim  in  straining  to  catch  sight  of  the  wished-for 
land,  looming  faintly  on  the  remote  and  indistinct  horizon. 

Hers  was  the  love  that,  had  Fompey  returned  in  sickness  or  disgrace, 
would  have  spent  its  dearest  energies  in  the  endeavonr  to  restore  his 
health  of  body,  his  peace  of  mind ;  which  would  have  watched  over  him 
as  the  mother  watches  over  the  child  of  her  soul,  and  never  abated  of  her 
holy  care  until  he  had  learned  to  rejoice  in  the  reverses  of  fortune,  which 
proved  him  so  precious  to  the  plighted  one  of  his  happier  and  xnore  suc- 
cessful  hour. 

III. 

I  am  aggrieved:  then  who  thall  hinder  me 
Oppresaion's  privilege — loud-mouth'd  complaint? 
TU  curse — yea,  with  my  final  breath  1*11  curse 
The  author  of  my  wronga,  and  crave  the  gods 
To  register  each  maliton  'gainst  him 
Who  wrought  this  direat  evii  and  distress — 
The  hatelul  Pompey,  whom  all  others  love. 

Antistia  was,  at  length,  re-awakened,  as  it  were,  from  this  gradual 
absorbing  of  the  vital  powers,  to  the  certainty  that  she  was  still  upon  the 
8urface  of  the  sorrow-teeming  earth,  and  that  trial  and  misfortune  had 
not  yet  exhausted  all  the  envenomed  arrows  aimed  at  her  defenceless 
breast.  Calpurnia,  her  mother,  exasperated  beyond  description  at  this 
last  outrage — this  last  act  of  trcachery  and  ingratitude,  offered  by  Pom- 
pey  to  her  unoffending  child,  added  to  all  that  she  and  her  family  had 
hitherto  suffered  from  the  fatal  connexion  formed  with  him,  gave  way  to 
the  most  violent  and  unmeasured  terms  of  reproach  and  vituperation 
against  him — even  whilst  she  imagined  that  she  was  kneeling  by  his  ex- 
piring  wife ;  nay,  almost  including  the  weak-minded  girl,  as  she  consi- 
dered  her,  in  her  fearful  maledictions,  in  her  upbraidings,  for  dying  so 
ignominiously  of  grief  for  such  a  despicable  monster. 

"  Where  is  the  old  boasted-of  Roman  pride  ?"  she  frantically  ex* 
claimed — "  the  pride  which  ought  to  animate  a  daughter  of  mine,  and 
prevent  her  thus  stealing  as  undistinguished  to  the  grave  as  the  meanest 
slave,  dying  of  love  for  a  wretch,  who  yet  spurns  the  sacrifice  ?" 

11  Oh !  my  mother,  spare  me ;  spare  my  nearly  broken  heart  the  ad- 
ditional  pang  of  your  indignation ;  spare  it  the  anguish  of  your  anger- 
drawu  and,  conscquently,  illiberal  conclusions !  I  dare  say  I  have  no 
proper  pride,  no  dignity  of  feeling,  no  becoming  resentment  Alas !  my 
mother,  I  scarcely  know,  at  this  moment,  what  my  fbelings  really  are— 
save  that  I  am  very,  very  wretched — save  that  I  would  fain  be  that 
most  despised  and  lowly-born  girl,  so  that  I  might,  unchidden,  moura  my 
heart's  dear  loss,  and  lament  for  the  husband  I  must  yet  remember  with 
tenderness  and  regret19 

"  Husband !  be  is  no  longer  a  husband  of  yours.    Is  he  not  even  now 
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celebrating  his  odious,  his  lawless  nuptials  with  another— with  the 
espoused  of  another — with  one  who  bears  in  her  riven  bosom  the  fruit* 
of  a  more  precious,  more  legitimate  unioa  ?  Can  you,  then,  think  of 
such  depravity  without  horror  and  execration  ?  Can  you  think  of  the 
man  who  caused  your  mother  to  become  a  widow,  robbing  her  of  such 
a  husband  ai  few  Roman  matrons  could  boast  the  possession  of,  and 
whose  premature  end  precipitates  that  of  the  wife,  wno  cannot  surriye 
such  excellence,  without  being  ready  to  call  down  the  thunders  of 
heaven  upon  bis  detestable  head  7* 

"  Me,  my  mother ! — me  invoke  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  upon  the 
head  of  Pompey  1 — the  glorioualy-beautiful,  the  victoriously-crowned  head 
of  the  valiant,  the  invincible,  the  adored  Pompey?  Never — never, 
while  I  yet  breathe !  I  will  spend  every  pulse  of  conscious  being  in 
imploring  blessings  to  be  showered  in  bis  path,  profusely  as  the  fiowen 
of  spring  are  scattered  by  the  prodigal  band  of  unstinting  natura! 
Wbo  more  deplored  my  noble  father's  death  than  he?  Who  more 
regretted  the  fatal  consequences  of  that  factious  heat,  which  the  young, 
impetuous  Marius  kindled,  and  which,  out  of  inistaken  zeal,  smote  the 

food  and  great  to  the  earth  ?  I  witnessed  Pompey's  tears  then ;  I 
eard  the  groans  that  bunt  from  bis  manly  bosom.  And  now — and 
now,  although  I  cannot  see  bis  tears«— cannot  hear  bis  groans,  still  I 
know  that  he  needs  my  sympathy,  for  he  is  miserable.1' 

"  He  miserable ! — he  in  tears  ! — he  groaning  in  anguish  and  despair ! 
Surely  you  must  be  possessed  to  be  so  infatuated !  Are  these  midoight 
brawls  a  proof  of  misery  ?  Is  this  rüde  disturbance  of  the  quiet  of  re- 
pose  indicative  of  the  sombre  silence  of  one  brooding  over  the  wounds 
of  a  coutrite  spirit  ?  Pompey — the  Pompey  for  whom  you  are  pleading, 
for  whom  you  are  praying,  for  whom  you  are  in  all  probability  dying, 
is  making  your  name  the  standing  jest  of  his  loose,  irreverent  compeers, 
and  heightening  the  «est  of  convulsively  intemperate  mirth  with  the  de- 
tails  of  the  agony  and  dismay  of  the  discarded  Antistia,  who  ignobly 
sued  for  mercy  from  his  callous  heart." 

•«You  vilify  lum  faUely  ;  you  do  not  know  hU  heart,  the  heart  you  so 
malign,  my  mother. 

"  I  do— I  do !  I  know  that  to  gratify  the  inordinate  ambition  of  that 
heart,  he  would  commit  greater  atrocities,  were  it  possible,  than  tboee 
which  even  now  stigmatise  his  £une,  despite  the  ignis-fatuu*  halo  cast 
around  it  by  the  evanescent  glare  of  populär  favour.  I  know  that  that 
heart,  of  which  you  think  so  redeemingly,  throbs  but  with  one  fierce  con- 
suming  passion — personal  elevation :  to  attain  that,  he  would  trample  on 
all  sacred  claims — all  holy  rights — all  serious  obligations — all  loves — all 
friendships — all  regards  and  duties,  as  he  has,  indeed,  trampled  on  you, 
without  compunction  and  without  remorse." 

"  But  it  is  still  a  noble  passion ;  the  gods  themselves  inspire  it" 

"  Say,  demons,  ratber — the  demons  who  instigate  the  crimes  which 
render  iroperious  man  their  scorn,  their  prey,  toeir  slave,  their  most 
abject  and  everlasting  yassal.  And  could  I  live,  I  should  see  this  arro- 
gant aspirer,  this  contemner  of  probity,  this  vile  imposthume  on  the  soul 
of  honour,  cut  off  with  the  inevitable  sheers  of  Deatiny,  and  flung  away 
to  rot  in  its  natire  corruption ;  but  my  date  of  years  finisbes  to-night.w 


POMPKY  THE  GREAT.  407 

"  To-night,  my  mother?  Oh,  what  fatal  meaning  do  those  words 
convey !" 

"  That  meaning  you  have  well  divined,  Antbtia.  Yes !  to-night  I 
bear  to  your  dear  murdered  father  the  news  of  thia  foul  Pompey's  heavy 
trespass ;  to-night  hiß  injured  spirit  will  pour  out  its  wrath  against  the 
degenerate  daughter  who  can  palliate  the  insult  which  loads  her  with  the 
world's  contempt  and  obloquy,  and  quench  the  indignation  of  her  eyes 
with  tears,  instead  of  letting  it  flash  forth  in  fire,  to  show  the  burnmg 
aoger  of  her  heart.  To-night  I  quit  a  »tage  rendered  horrible  by  the 
Performance  of  the  most  dread  tragedy  that  ever  yet  darkened  the  annals 
of  this  guilty  city ;  to-night  I  die,  and  by  this  strong-nerved  hand — the 
band  which  would  fain  nrst  practise  on  the  aggressor  of  us  all,  and  bear 
to  Hades  the  bleeding  trophy  of  a  wife's  revenge— a  mother's  retribution. 
Will  you,  too,  die  the  tarne  ?  Have  you  the  courage  to  avenge  your 
wrongs? — have  you  the  pride  to  kick  life's  shackles  off,  and  free  the 
spirit  from  the  bonds  of  flesh  ?    Dare  you  die  like  a  Roman — die  like  me  t" 

"  Oh,  my  mother !  what  do  you  demand  of  me  ? — what  do  you  expect 
of  me  ?  Alas !  alas !  I  shame  my  birth  and  blood ;  but,  mother,  I  recoü 
from  such  a  deed.  So  long  as  grief  appeared  to  do  death's  work,  I  was 
content ;  nay,  glad  to  leave  this  world.  I  was  a  passive  victim  in  its 
hands ;  but  though  I  know  renown  awaits  the  act — but  though  I  know 
the  scorn  for  which  I  live,  I  cannot  voluntarily  release  rayseif.  I  have 
no  hope  in  life,  but  neither  have  I  in  death ;  and  yet  to  be  in  the  same 
world  with  Pompey,  which  he  still  graces,  adorns,  and  preserves — where 
his  name  is  as  the  watchword  of  valour,  and  his  eye  as  the  torch  which 
leads  to  victory — where  his  praise  is  repeated  from  mouth  to  mouth,  and 
Utile  children  in  their  games  play  Pompe/s  battles,  and  learn  his  triumphs 
from  their  mother's  lips, — seems,  mother  (let  me  check  thy  curse  with 
this  fond  kiss),  a  place  yet  füll  of  happiness  for  me." 

"  Then,  I  will  go  alone,  and  leave  you  to  your  shame,  your  shame, 
your  shame." 

IV. 

I've  looked  on  death  in  all  the  hideousness 
Of  gaping  wonnds  and  grinning  agony, 
With  ev*ry  godlike  feature  drawn  diatort 
By  the  contractions  of  spasmotic  pangs. 
And  I  have  seen  it  when  comiption  sent 
Destructive  myriads  beanty  to  enaoe; 
Bat  this  pale  lady,  with  onsullied  skin, 
And  calm  resembling  sleep,  which  is  not  sleep, 
Appals  me  more — for  I  have  murdered  her! 

Agjjn  it  is  night— dun,  starless,  cheerless  night  Impenetrable  dark- 
ness  has  spread  its  high  condor-like  wings  over  the  silent  city,  and 
slumber  has  given  repose  to  the  weary  frame,  and  peace  to  the  throbbing 
heart.  But  not  to  all  its  inmates  has  she  yielded  her  sweet  and  soothing 
anodyne — not  on  all  its  inmates  has  she  distilled  the  somni&rous  opiate 
of  kind  and  welcome  oblivion ;  some — the  highest,  the  most  envied  in  the 
land,  the  least  suspected  of  having  any  cause,  save  pleasure,  to  hold  the 
eye  wakeful  as  a  sentinel's  over  the  midnight  hour — still  watch  and  weep 
-»-still  keep  the  vigil  of  sorrow  and  remorse. 
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Antistia  was  bending  over  the  corpse  of  her  self-immolated  mother. 
But  although  she,  in  gazing  on  all  that  remained  of  one  so  good, 
so  tender,  so  loving  and  beloved,  feit  the  most  poignant  anguish  and 
regret,  she  was  yet  spared  the  most  bitter  pang  which,  in  such  a  moment 
of  desolation,  rends  the  human  heart — that  of  self-reproach.  Not  so  was 
it  with  Pompey,  who,  in  a  chamber  of  a  no  far  distant  mansion,  was  also 
contemplating  the  dead  face  of  bis  new-made  wife. 

"  CaJpurnia  dead !"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  paroxysm  of  despair,  "  and 
now  jEmelia, — surely  all  Rome  is  dead !  Ambition,  oh,  thou  most  insa- 
tiate  god !  how  many  victims  dost  thou  still  demand  ?  how  many  more 
must  feed  the  holocaust  I  rashly  kindled  on  thy  blood-stained  fane  ?  Who 
is  there  still  to  fall  beneath  this  hand  ?  whose  heart  remains  for  me  to  crush 
and  break  ?  Antistia,  but  thou  art  indeed  avenged !  See  here,  see  here 
the  end  of  my  proud  hopes.  What  a  mere  mockery  are  our  deepest  schemes ! 
what  shailowness  in  our  most  subtle  plans !  Mine,  mine  were  formed  for  aa 
eternity.  I  did  defy  the  gods  to  traverae  them;  I  did  command,  not 
crave,  from  Fortune's  hand  what  I  aspired  to  gain.  I  stood  the  firmest 
and  the  most  secure,  whilst  the  ground  slipped  from  my  unwary  feet, 
letting  me  down  into  this  low  abyss.  One  hour  of  suffering  has  defeated 
rae.  This  hapless  woman,  by  kind  Death  released,  could  not  contend 
with  nature's  common  throes,  and  so  gave  up  her  body  to  the  grave. 
This  dead  wife  was  the  fragile,  slender  link  which  bound  me  to  a  very 
odious  cause ;  and  fate  has  snapped  it  far  more  easily  than  passing  breeze 
breaks  ofF  the  withered  reed,  made  brittle  by  the  hot  and  parching  sun. 
But  stronger  than  the  chain  which  anchors  fast  the  galley  to  the  Strand, 
is  the  heart's  cable  binding  me  to  you,  my  living,  breatbing  wife. 
Antistia,  could  you  but  behold  me  now,  could  you  conceive  the  picture  I 
present,  could  you  depict  me  as  I  really  am,  you  would  have  ample  ven- 
geance  for  your  wrongs,  füll  retribution  for  your  outraged  rights.  Would 
you  believe — would  any  one  believe — that  he  who  can  extort  a  nation'g 
praise,  a  nation's  most  unbounded  reverence,  a  nation's  most  illimitable 
love — the  Pompey  to  whom  thousands  bow,  as  did  their  fathers  to  their 
penates — the  mighty  conqueror,  at  whose  bare  name  unnumbered  annies 
feel  themselves  in  flight,  and  tyrant  despots  tremble  for  their  sway — is  at 
this  moment  crouclring  on  his  knees  before  a  senseless  corpse  ?  is  praying, 
weeping,  and  imploring  it  to  pardon  his  offence  ?  How  yain,  alas !  at 
such  an  awful  time,  seem  all  the  empty  honours  decking  me!  Can 
homage  Iure  the  heart  from  agony,  or  lull  the  voice  of  conscience  and 
remorse  ?  One  word  of  peace  from  these  hermetic  lips  would  be  more 
charmful  than  the  battle's  shout.  And  yet  how  transient  may  be  this 
contrition !  Perhaps  only  now,  in  Company  with  death,  with  its  appalling 
gloom  and  silentness,  I  feel  this  most  unmanning  terror  and  distress — 
this  yet  most  salutary,  self-abasing  grief.  To-morrow*s  sun,  which  dissi- 
pates  this  gloom,  and  wakes  to  active  life  a  now  mute  world,  may  also  dis- 
sipate  my  gloom  of  mind.  To-morrow,  with  the  renovated  day,  I  may 
go  forth  with  renovated  hopes,  renewed  ambition,  and  desire  of  fame ;  and 
who  will  then  perceive  the  trace  of  tears  upon  the  glowing  eheek, 
so  pallid  now  ?  who  will  perceive  the  falterings  of  despair  in  the  loud, 
haughty  tone  of  my  command?  who  will  suspect  the  anguish  of  a  heart 
whose  every  pulse  is  quickened  and  re-warmed,  so  hushed,  so  cold,  and  so 
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indifferent  here  ?  Will  my  cheek  blanch,  or  will  my  eyelid  quail,  before 
the  Uving  wrath  of  him  I  have  so  cruelly  bereaved  ?  Will  he  dare  ask 
me  for  his  murdered  wife  ?  will  he  dare  ask  me  for  his  murdered  son  ? 
Will  he  not  rather  join  the  sycophants  who  bow  the  abject  neck  beneath 
this  foot — who  with  each  other  vie  to  lie  away  the  little  native  virtue  I 
may  have — who,  with  a  fawning  and  detested  art,  protest  I  am  too  abso- 
lute, supreme,  to  giye  account  of  aught,  however  base,  to  mortal  man— 
yea,  scarcely  to  the  gods? 

"  Oh,  ye  corruptors,  ye  do  demonianize  the  nature  ye  do  think  to  deify, 
when  flattery,  not  truth,  makes  glib  the  tongue  ! 

"  How  soon  will  the  breath  of  adulation  extinguish  the  feeble  flame  of 

Eenitence,  already  on  the  wane  in  this  frail  heart !  How  soon  will  the 
and  of  temptation  lead  me  to  fresh  excesses !  how  soon  will  the  very 
reraembrance  of  this  regret  be  swept  from  my  contrite  soul  by  the  fiery 
blast  of  impetuous  passion !  and,  in  the  wild  exultation  of  new  and  intoxi- 
cating  excitement,  I  shall  forget  this  humility,  this  dejecüon,  this  inward 
searching  of  the  heart,  which  teil  how  tnean  a  thing  I  really  am. 

"  Then,  while  I  am  not  utterly  unworthy,  while  I  am  partially  purified 
by  this,  perhaps,  most  fleeting  return  to  virtue,  accept,  thou  most  inesti- 
mable  piece  of  departed  excellence,  the  tears  of  contrition  I  offer  to  your 
injured  memory ;  receive  this  one,  first,  only  kiss  I  ever  ventured  to  press 
upon  those  sweet  and  sacred  Ups.  And  thou,  my  Antistia — thou,  my 
equally-hallowed  wife,  be  not  thou  jealous  of  this  harmless  corpse ;  grudge 
not  the  homage  rendered  to  her  worth,  who  living  could  not  Iure  my 
love  from  you,  Antistia,  my  Antistia,  that  she  knew  füll  well,  and  to  my 
yery  face  rejoiced  at  it  She  thanked  you,  with  her  last  expiring  breath, 
for  sparing  her  the  horror  of  ray  love. 

"  '  Leave  me/  she  cried,  the  instant  she  was  mine,  '  leave  me  for  ever ; 
leave  me  tili  I  die ;  touch  me  not,  Pompey  ;  do  not  look  on  me,  if  you 
have  but  one  grain  of  pity  left ;  leave  me  alone  to  brood  over  a  fall  from 
happiness,  which  will  wring  tears  from  every  future  age ;  leave  me  to 
think  of  death,  to  welcome  it  as  the  sole  friend  who  can  assist  me  now !' 

"  I  swear  I  never  looked  upon  her  form  again  until  she  was  past  being 
offended  by  my  presence ;  nay,  when.  I  knew  that  she  was  dead,  indeed, 
I  stole,  with  muffled  step  and  beating  heart,  to  gaze  with  terror  on  sad 
remains! 

u  I  tremble  cowardly  before  her  shade,  who  cannot  härm  me.  I,  who 
have  stood  before  the  serried  hosts  of  savage  foes  unmoved  and  unalarmed. 
But  then,  I  feit  myself  the  hero  quite ;  and  now,  I  feel,  I  know  myself 
to  be  the  vilest  thing  in  Rome." 
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Wheic  I  was  a  good  little  boy ! — but  that's  an  indefinite  time — so, 
when  I  was  about  ten  years  of  age,  which  brings  my  period  to  within 
these  last  twenty  years»  I,  witb  the  et  ceteras,  i.e.,  rather  and  mother, 
sister  and  brothers,  came  to  dwell  in  one  of  a  row  of  semi-detached 
cottages,  in  tbe  suburbs  of  London,  not  three  miles  from  St.  Giles's 
Pound. 

A  score  years  ago,  and  fields  lay  'twixt  tbis  and  that ;  bat  M'  Adam 
and  flag-stones  replace  tbe  tnrf.  and  houses  stand  wbere  hedges  grew. 
A  score  years  to  come,  and — if  population  increases,  and  building  in  a 
like  ratio — what  is  now  a  yillage  will  go  to  form  one  of  tbe  many  heads 
which  constitute  that  hydra — London. 

The  Manor  of  Cantilows,  coeval  with  or  before  tbe  Conquest,  is  not  of 
any  note  in  history ;  although  the  village  boasts  of  one,  whose  ubiquity — 
if  greater  tban  aught  registered  in  the  "  Book  of  Sainte" — was  nerer 
qnestioned  of  any.  I  allude  to  the  Patron  of  Parishes — the  oldest  in- 
habttant. 

But  to  leave  antiquities  and  traditions  for  "  twenty  years  ago" — the 
house  I  have  mentioned  was  a  kind  of  soi-disant  cottage,  built  of  brick, 
the  lower  half  cased  in  stone— no — a  cement  imitation  of  stone,  a  bow- 
window,  slate  roof,  a  small  fore-court,  with  a  carriage-drive,  coach-house, 
and  stable ;  the  kind  of  residence  which  speculative  builders  delight  in 
calling  "  a  villa,"  and  is  further  designated  "  Rose  Cottage,"  "  (Gothic 
Lodge,"  "De  Montmorency  House/'  or  "Gents'  Hall,**  according  to 
the  peculiar  idiosyncrasy  of  lts  tenant. 

The  row  of  vifias  was  but  a  small  one,  I  confess— consisting  of  three 
double  or  six  Singles ;  and  as  they  were,  at  that  time,  generally  included 
under  the  title  of  "  So-and-so  Villas,,,  and  separately  distinguished  by 
tbe  number,  I  shall  leave  to  my  reader — if  ever  I  get  one— the  task  of 
guessing  that  which  we  inhabited ;  merely  premising  that  this  tale  does 
not  turn  upon  Number  One. 

Each  "  rilla"  had  the  usual  extent  of  garden  behind — rather  more 
than  enough  to  shake  a  carpet  in ;  but  I  remember  well  the  satisf&ction 
experienced  upon  discorering  u  our  villaw  to  ezceed  in  sise  of  the  garden 
those  of  the  other  fire :  whether  the  house,  in  conseqnence,  was  the  least 
convenient  of  the  six,  I  neither  know  now,  or  cared  then.  We,  that  is, 
the  juveniles,  were  satisfied;  and  a  proof  of  our  satisfactton — the  house 
being  of  little  account  to  us,  save  to  eat  and  sleep  in — our  garden  was 
the  lärmest,  and  we  made  our  most  of  it. 

There  came  a  moral  to  me  with  that  garden. 

Upon  arrival,  following  the  ezample,  or,  rather,  intuitively  acting  upon 
the  principle  of  nations,  my  two  eider  brothers  and  myself  took  posses- 
sion  of  the  flower-beds,  to  the  exclusion  of  the  younger  and  weaker  por- 
tion  of  tbe  family.  The  next  act  became  the  division  of  the  spoil;  and 
in  that  the  policy  of  the  eiders  came  to  light,  and  proved  me  indeed  tbe 
youngest  of  tbe  three. 

The  garden  was  in  figure  a  parallelogram — a  grass-plat  in  the  centre, 
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with  cresoenta*  circles,  &c.,  cut  therein  for  flower-beds,  bat  which  were 
all  lerelled  and  coYered  with  turf,  upon  our  Coming,  to  form  a  kind  of 
playground ;  around  ran  a  gravel-walk,  then  a  narrow  strip  of  garden- 
ground — the  debateable  land — the  whole  enclosed  by  a  wall  on  the  one 
aide  and  palings  on  the  other. 

The  eider  brothers,  to  my  surprise,  divided  between  thetn  the  ground 
on  the  wall  side,  leaving  to  me  the  whole  of  that  alongside  the  palings— 
an  extent  of  territory  almost  equal  to  both  of  theirs.  It  was  the  right 
side  looking  to  the  house,  but  the  wrong  side  lookiog  at  the  ffarden ;  for, 
alas !  the  min  nerer  shone  upon  my  lands,  where  all  grew  to  leaf  and  not 
to  flower,  nor  gooseberries  nor  currants  would  ripen  there — still,  that  did 
not  prevent  my  eating  them — and  snails  and  slugs,  if  they  occasionally 
made  an  inroad  into  my  brothers'  properties,  lived  upon  mine — yes,  and 
brought  up  families,  too. 

Was  I  contented  ?  No.  But  all  had  been  done  in  treaty,  and  I  was 
too  young  or  too  weak  to  break  the  alliance  and  redress  myself ;  and 
being  ashamed  to  complain — aware  of  the  little  commiseration  I  de- 
served — about  as  much  as  I  might  get — began  assiduously  to  cultivate 
one  tiny  portion  of  the  ground,  which  the  sun  sometimes  visited,  and  gave 
the  remainder,  the  ninety-and-nine  parte,  to  the  undisturbed  possession 
of  the  Termin. 

It  was  my  first  lesson  in  life — but  I  made  nothing  of  it. 

Now  for  the  house.  It  was  a  suburban  villa,  and  they  are  all  much 
alike — so  many  rooms,  the  proper  complement  of  fireplaces  and,  conse- 
quently,  chimneys,  closets,  and  cupboaras,  a  well-staircase,  and  a  hall — a 
very  small  one — with  a  way  therefrom  to  the  kitchen,  more  like  a  bent 
ladder  than  a  staircase,  which,  if  the  inhabitants  were  tired  of  life,  they 
had  only  to  attempt  in  the  dark  to  insure  the  breaking  of  their  necks  ; 
a  scullery  and  other  offices,  as  auctioneers  call  coal-cellars,  &c.,  a  glass 
door  to  the  front,  and  another  awkward  flight  of  steps  to  the  back  or 
serrants'  entrance.  Such  is  my  description  of  the  rilla,  which,  I  doubt 
not,  falls  far  short  of  the  agents  who  let  it. 

Within,  the  usual  quantity  and  description  of  furniture»  all  most 
unusually  impaired  and  distributed  :  parlour-chairs  in  the  Upper  rooms 
waiting  refitting  and  making  presentable  again  to  their  proper  spheres, 
while  bedroom  lounges  were  doing  duty  in  the  drawing-room,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

I  will  explain. 

If  but  seldom  happened — and  sometimes  it  arrived— a  rebellion  to  the 
hereditary  rulers  against  the  local  authorities,  yis.,  gorerness,  nurse, 
cook,  &c. — each  head  of  a  department — insurrections  were  uncommonly 
frequent,  whilst  party  factions  were  an  every-day  occurrence.  In  all  of 
which  cases,  thia  independent  and  somewhat  revolutionary  family  erinced 
an  aptitude  to  conrert  table«,  sofas,  chairs,  &c.,  into  barricades  only  to  be 
equalled  by  the  French  in  their  erections  of  omnibuses,  cabs,  and  paving- 
stones,  during  their  periodical  irruptions. 

And  so  it  came  that  the  furniture  of  our  house  sufifered. 

House  ! ! !  home ! ! !  There  is  a  wide  significancy  between  the  words. 
We  may  know  a  dosen,  a  hundred  houses  :  of  homes  but  two. 

Our  father's  home — the  home  that  was  our  childhood's ! 

The  home  we  make,  to  be  our  children's. 
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Home! 

Youth  'joys  the  present,  and  imiles  the  tear-drop  on  the  cheek :  so 
summer  moras  are sweeter  for  their  dews.  And  youth  is  like  the  sun  that 
dries  those  early  dews,  gilding  all  things  with  the  fire  that  lights  to 
beauty. 

Man  with  the  noon,  füll  of  a  purpose  whether  for  good  or  ill,  looks  to 
the  future  and  is  strong  in  seif. 

Age  comes  in  night,  and  o'er  the  fire  cons  the  spent  day,  and  lives 
again  the  past. 

There  is  hope  for  the  young,  action  with  the  man,  and  memory  to  the 
old  ;  but  in  recurring  to  my  boyhood's  home — 'tis  not  that  I  am  old, 
nor  live  I  in  the  past :  my  future  is  to  come.  Yet  seeing  nothing  before 
me  pleasant  or  doing,  I  cast  a  look  behind  to  scenes  and  memories,  how- 
ever  faded,  are  not  all  forgotten  :  then,  if  I  recal  days  of  promise  that 
have  never,  nor  will  ever,  come,  I  am  armed  too  strong  in  philosophy  or 
apathy,  or  something  of  some  lönd,  to  regret  one  hour. 

Now  to  re  turn  to  Number  Such,  So- and -so  Villas,  situated  on  a  junc- 
tion  to  one  of  the  great  posting-roads,  when  posting  was  at  a  premium, 
and  mail  and  stage  coacnes  ran  as  fast  as  four  horses  could  draw  them, 
and  much  faster  than  nervous  insides  cared  to  go ;  though  now  the  same 
individuals — so  many  as  are  living  and  travel — proceed,  by  a  different 
locomotion,  at  a  pace  twice  and  thrice  the  olden  speed,  and  are  not  at  all 
alarmed.     So  much  for  progression ! 

Of  course  there  wereschools  in  our  village — if  I  may  call  it  a  village — 
and  of  course  we  went  to  one.  The  schoolmaster  was  a  tall,  portly,  and 
good-looking  man,  more  of  the  gentleman  than  the  scholar,  yet  sufficient 
of  both  to  be  a  companion  to  either. 

And  on  this  point  I  mu9t  have  something  to  say. 

Good  simple  souls  send  their  children  to  school  to  learn  letters — never 
thinking  that,  without  the  old  dame's  item  for  like  tuition,  they  learn 
manners  also.     But  so  it  is. 

The  character  of  the  master  forms  the  -tone  and  bearing  of  the  pupil. 

Thus,  if  I  got  but  little  learning,  blame  the  books ;  if  somewhat  of 
the  gentleman,  to  my  schoolmaster  be  the  praise. 

Between  "  all  out"  and  "  all  in"  is  a  weary  time — I  don't  mean  to  the 
boys,  but  to  the  master.  I  have  heard  of  one  who  diverted  himself  in  those 
interims  by  making  the  boys  fight,  and  thrashing  the  losers.  Our  school- 
master pursued  a  more  innocent,  but  less  excitiog  plan  of  "  killing  the 
enemy,  by  Walking  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  school-room  while 
playing  the  flute. 

And  yet  I  never  believed  in  that  flute. 

I  could  not  believe,  any  more  than  I  could  play  that  flute. 

Our  village  was— or  I  thought  it  so,  the  same  to  me — particularly 
quiet ;  and  each  inhabitant  knowing  the  affairs  of  his  neighbour  as  much 
as  his  own — and  oftentimes  a  good  deal  more  than  either — the  news  of 
the  day  begau  to  get  flat,  stale,  and  unprofitable.  Miss  u  What's-in-a- 
Name  could  not  continually  be  going  away  for  a  change ;  neither  could 
Mr.  "  You-know-who"  be  suspected  withevery  woman.  The  baker  would 
not  always  beat  his  wife,  norkiss  the  butcher's,  and  teil  it  too.  Apropos 
of  butchers :  how  comes  it  that  the  butcher's  daughter — if  he  have  one — so 


THE  GHOST  OF  CANTILOWS.  413 

frequently  shall  be  the  belle  of  the  village?  (Butchero'  daughtera  are  ever 
comely.) 

I  have  heard  teil  it  is  owing  to  the  säet ;  and  no  doubt  'tis  so,  for  I 
beHeve  the  girdle  of  Venus  to  be  little  eise  than  "  good  feeding." 

Butto  the  wants  of  the  village.  There  was  nothing  doing,  and  it  almost 
seemed,  never  anything  to  be  done ;  and  we,  the  last  comers,  had  been  so 
thoroughly  sifted  and  ioquired  into,  that  there  was  not  a  cracked  window, 
a  broken  shin,  or  aught  eise,  in  or  about  the  house,  but  the  whole  neigh- 
boorhood  was  cognisant  of. 

At  last — what  a  weary  time! — there  came  a  news,  to  the  great  joy  and 
the  great  terror  of  the  women  ;  ay,  and  to  some  of  the  men. 

u  There  had  been  seen." 

"  Where  ?" 

«  Near  « So-and-So  Villas.' " 

"  When  ?" 

"  At  night" 

"  What  ?" 

«  A  ghost." 

The  publican's  son  of  the  View  Halloo  had  seen  it  break  cover  from  the 
"villas,"  but  ere  his  fear  could  u  give  tongue,"  it  had  "gone  away,"  and 
so  had  he— in  the  opposite  directum. 

It  was  a  capital  rellsh  to  the  breakfast-table  nezt  morning. 

Our  fat  cook  went  about  the  house  with  a  face  fiül  of  terror — but  you 
would  not  have  thought  it.  What  with  her  great  round  head,  round 
body,  round  arms,  and  round  legs — I  suppose  they  were  round,  or  they  gave 
the  lie  to  her  walk,  and  that  was  more  like  a  roll — her  little  round,  staring 
eyes,  round  hole  of  a  mouth,  and  ditto  ditto  nostrils,  she  looked  a  series  of 
circles,  or  all  over  O's — a  sufficiently  comical  figure  to  excite  the  risibility 
of  the  most  melancholy  of  ghosts,  had  he  chanced  to  meet  her ;  though 
many  a  mortal,  who  should  have  known  better,  was  ready  enough  to  weep 
over  and  pity  the  old  fool. 

The  housemaid  listened  and  laughed — it  was  an  idle  habit  she  had  of 
laughing  and  of  listening,  too — and  brought  intelligence  atevery  errand ; 
but  though  persisting  in  unbelief,  eared  little  to  answer  the  house-door 
after  darlL 

The  other  maid  knew  all  about  ghosts,  how  they  came,  and*  where 
they  went.  Her  mind  was  a  circulating  library  of  apparitions,  robberies, 
and  murders,  with  which  she  would  by  turns  dehght  and  terrify  the 
household.  She  was  a  sister  of  the  victim  at  the  —  ;  and  chilled  our 
young  bloods  with  a  recapitulation  of  the  murder,  and  I  can't  teil  what 
horrible  additions  and  addenda,  until  we  scarce  dared  quit  the  fireside 
for  our  beds.  Poor  thing !  I  forgive  her  the  alarm  she  occasioned  me, 
for  the  greater  fright  she  sustained  by  her  sister *s  death.  It  had  turned 
her  brain. 

The  governess  said  nothing. 

The  ghost,  and  nothing  but  the  ghost,  was  in  everybody's  mouth. 
People  forgot  to  look  after  other  people's  business ;  it  would  have  been 
nothing  uncommon  had  they  simply  neglected  their  own.  Folks  came 
and  went,  but  none  to  watch  them.  One  faraily  sent  away  its  piano,  and 
never  a  whisper. 

vou  xxi.  2  L 
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Things  were  getting  serious. 

Every  one  was  skulking  everywhere,  shunning  everything,  «ad 
fearing  everybody ;  and  did  two  meet  in  the  dark,  why,  each  looked 
at  the  other,  to  see  whioh  mighi  be  the  ghost»  and  who  should  ran 
first. 

There  is  a  tale  yet  extant,  of  two  of  the  choiee  bladei  of  the  place  aet- 
ting  out  one  evening  to  await  the  ooming  of  thiq  pale  spirit  of  the  night. 
Yet  scarcely  had  they  reaehed  their  difibrent  Udinff-placea»  at  aome  little 
distance  from  one  another,  but,  mistrusting  each  the  other's  eoorage,  and 
warned  by  their  own  fears,  aeparately  and  silently  they  deoamped,  and 
took  themselves  to  the  safety  and  shelter  of  their  homes— »a  fact  made 
patent  the  next  morning,  to  an  expectant  and  reproachfal  crowd,  throngh 
the  mutual  recriminations  of  these  day-light  heroes. 

What  was  the  ghost  ? 

There  is  a  saying,  that  "  no  two  see  with  the  same  eyes/'  and  true 
enough  in  this  instance ;  for  all  who  had  seen,  and  all  who  ha4  not  seen, 
the  ghost — and  the  latter  were  the  more  positive,  though  what  eyes 
they  saw  with  I  can't  think — gave  every  one  his,  her,  or  their  descnp- 
tions,  and  never  a  one  alike. 

One  might  have  done  anything  at  that  time — save  persouating  a 
ghost — with  impunity.  For  should  it  be  known,  never  heededi  talked 
o(  not  listened  to;  or  if  seen,  overlooked.  They  would  hear  bat  the 
ghost,  talk  but  the  ghost,  see  but  the  ghost,  have  nothing  bot  the 
ghost. 

If  some  had  gone  out — really  had — in  thoughts  of  seeing  the  spectre, 
not  one  had  ventured  with  an  idea  of  stopping  it ;  the  simple  inha* 
bitants  considering  all  matters  of  arrest,  as  well  as  other  matters  of  danger, 
eaelusively  belonging  to  the  polioe.  And  so  in  course  of  time  was  the 
attempt  made,  though  with  little  success ;  the  spirit  passing  from  their 
hands,  u  down  their  throats,"  an  old  gentleman  aatd,  whom  the  authoritäes 
styled  a  Radical,  after  dodging  it,  for  they  did  not  know  how  long,  in  a 
corner. 

Upon  examination  of  the  Force,  the  disorepancies  of  evidenoe  wen 
worse  than  ever ;  one  describing  the  ghost  "  soaly  as  a  fish"—**  very  like  a 
whale  \"  the  schoolmaster  said ;  another  declared  it  "  to  buzz  like  a  been — 
<*  what  a  hum  !w  from  a  young  sceptic  ;  a  third  thought  it  very  tall,  and 
he  was  over  six  foot ;  a  fourth  swore  it  of  an  emerald  green,  but  unable  to 
see  beyond  his  nose  at  noon,  his  evidenee  to  eolour  at  midnight  was 
written  down,  by  mistake,  an  invisible  green ;  the  fifth  saw  it,  ran  away, 
while  the  sixth  ran  after  it ;  the  seventh  said  he  ran  befbre,  but  the  eighth 
denied  that  anything  or  anybody  ran  at  all. 

Bad  as  this  was,  worse  followed;  for  scarce  the  dissonance  of  the  aubor- 
dinates  was  stilled,  but  diseord  broke  out  among  the  superiors.  One  gen- 
tleman— the  Radical — laughingly  declaring  that  Proteus  had  undoubtedly 
returned  to  earth ;  another,  and  he  was  somethinff  in  the  Chureh,  scout- 
ing  the  idea  as  heathenish,  and  then,  Christianlike,  giving  as  bis  belief, 
that  any  who  thought  other  than  himself  was  going  swift  and  eure  to 
perdition — a  gratuitous  piece  of  Information ;  a  third,  and  he  was  a 
peace-makiog  man — a  publioan — kindly  suggesting  that  the  sonialled 
ghost  must  need  be  a  new  species  of  chameleon,  which  would  account 
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for  the  Variation*  of  the  police,  and  the  joke  of  "  our  friend"  about 
Proteus.  Of  oourse,  the  Company  nded  with  Churoh  and  State;  it 
was  expeoted  of  them ;  yet  malring  common  cause  againat  an  enemy, 
did  not  in  any  way  interfere  with  individual  piques.  Rather,  in  toe 
baying  of  this  one  man  could  they  find  means  to  worry  their  rellowa  of 
the  pack;  and  so,  somehow  or  other,  the  meeting  broke  op  as  wise  as,  and 
wone  than,  it  met. 

The  ghoft  was  a  myth,  and  they  left  it  to  time,  or  left  it  aloue,  whieh 
it  the  same  thing  or  about  it 

Twenty  years  ago  !— it  seems  hat  a  day  gone  by.  Twenty  years  to 
come,  and  the  accumulated  time  will  appear  no  greater.  Then,  if  I 
live  so  long,  and  look  back  as  I  now  look  back,  how  many,  living,  near 
or  dear  to  rae — they  who  have  passed  the  ftrot  score  years — shall  be 
missing  then  ?  How  many  a  proiect,  with  its  projector,  cold  ?  How 
many — stay,  I  am  anticipating ;  these  twenty  years  have  yet  to  come. 

Yet  when  that  time  does  come,  may  every  one  have  done  his  duty. 

Bat — she  is  dead :  our  governess,  wfab  was  the  ghost. 

I  must  describe. 

She  was  a  tall,  bony,  masculine-featured,  and  somewhat  more  than 
middle-aged  woman,  of  an  ecoentric,  and,  I  may  say  without  fear  of 
contradiction,  of  an  erratic  disposition ;  her  custom  of  an  afternoon — 
rother  late  in  the  afternoon — being  to  perambulate  our  garden,  or,  as 
ghost-stories  have  it,  "  walk  o'  nights"  the  turnpike-road,  dressed  all  in 
— a  robe  de  nuit. 

Accident  discovered  her  to  us  in  one  of  those  sorties,  and  it  was  with 
some  alarm — coupled  with  the  knowledge  of  a  recent  purchase  of  fire- 
arms  by  an  irritable  and  late  sitter-up  in  the  neighbourhood — we  awaited 
her  return ;  an  alarm  she  neither  feit  nor  pretended  to,  upon  explanation, 
Indignation  smothering  all  other  feelings  at  "  the  idea  of  being  taken 
for  a  ghost." 

And,  indeed,  there  was  some  little  cause  of  objeetion  to  the  person- 
afities  bestowed  by  the  ghost-seers. 

"  Scaly  as  a  fish,19  she  might  have  been  an  old  meid — the  name  of  an 
odd  description  of  flat  fish ;  but  the  scales  were,  and  ever  had  been,  I  pre- 
sume,  upon  the  lookers'  eyes.  "  Buszing  like  a  bee,"  perhaps  I  thought 
her  waspish ;  but,  myself  a  drone,  my  peculiarity  might  have  gifted  her 
with  the  sting.  But  to  the  buzzing,  unless  near  enough,  and  that  I 
doubt  of  the  courage  of  the  narrators,  the  bee's  musio  would  go  un- 
heard,  save  to  one  possessed  of  ears  unusually  long ;  so  I  put  the  buzzing 
to  an  echo  of  the  hearers'  braying. 

Tall  she  undoubtedly  was,  but  green ;  she'd  have  looked  blue,  who- 
ever  said  it 

And  for  all  eise,  I  believe  as  much  as  I  know. 

The  good  lady  was  not  above  advice,  and  gave  up  pedestrianism  at 
midnight  Nor  was  it  long  befbre  she  left  us,  and  left  the  world  also; 
bot,  by  the  time  she  was  a  ghost,  all  her  interest  had  gone  by  in  the 
village,  and  I  have  not  heard  of  her  really  visiting  it  in  the  spirit. 

So  all  who  doubt  the  truth  of  this  story — and  I  know  füll  well  that 
many  of  my  contemporaries  of  the  village  will  so,  natural  causes  being  so 
spiritless  to  unnatural  effects,  and  few  eare  to  own  they  onee  shook  m 
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their  shoes  at  their  hat's  shadow, — but  to  all  such  unbelievers  I  here 
declare  the  ghost  of  the  village — tfae  governess  of  our  house. 

The  village,  I  find,  has  recovered  its  accustomed  quiet,  and  the 
villagers — both  village  and  villagers,  leas  of  either  now  tnan  then — re- 
turned  to  their  ordinary  occupations.  Yet,  spite  of  the  utmost  exertion 
and  greatest  attention,  the  inhabitants  have  failed  in  reaching  to  that 
perfection  of  espionage  for  which  they  were  once  notorious.  But  upon 
the  spot  where  the  constabulary  dodged  the  unfortunate  lady,  the 
parishioners  erected  a  memento — and  you  may  see  it  who'd  go  so  far  to 
find  so  little — upon  that  spot — a  Pump. 


FLORENCE     HAMILTON. 

By  Miss  Julia  Addison, 

authob  of  "  thb  cuhate  of  wildmebb." 

Chapter  XXXVI. 

Le  cruel  amour,  pour  tourmenter  les  mortelles,  feit  qu'on  n'aime  guere  la  ptr- 
sonne  dont  on  est  airne*.— Fbnblon. 

"  So  you  really  leave  Seagrove  Hall  to-morrow,  for  your  place  in 
Northumberland,  Lady  Seagrove  ?"  said  Pemberton,  when  ne  happened 
to  call  on  her  one  morning,  about  three  days  after  Admiral  Harding  had 
persuaded  her  to  go  to  the  North.  "  You  will  find  it  awfully  dull,  I 
think." 

"  We  must  submit  to  that,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  with  a  languid  amile, 
"  for  I  consider  change  of  air  absolutely  necessary  for  Florence's  health; 
and  Doctor  Blandford,  whom  I  consulted,  is  of  the  same  opinioo." 

u  I  amsorry  to  see  Miss  Hamilton  lookingso  unwell,"  said  Pemberton. 
"  I  met  her  as  I  was  Walking  up  the  ovenue,  and  was  really  qmte  con- 
cerned." 

"  She  certainly  is  not  looking  well/'  said  Lady  Seagrove,  "  but  1  feel 
persuaded  a  little  sea-air  will  soon  restore  her  again." 

"  I  hope  it  will,"  said  Pemberton.  "  But  do  you  not  think  that  some 
less  lonely  place  would  be  better?  Say  Brighton,  for  instance  ;  for  it 
seems  to  me  that,  besides  being  unweU,  she  is  by  no  raeans  in  good 
spirits." 

Lady  Seagrove  did  not  ezactly  know  how  to  answer  bim,  but  Miss 
Trimmer  quickly  stepped  in  to  her  assistance. 

"  Dear  me,  Mithter  Pemberton/'  she  said,  in  her  mögt  fiippant  manner, 
c*  what  ideath  you  mutht  have  of  managing  young  ladith !  If  they  are 
to  be  whirled  off  to  thome  gay  plathe,  and  plunged  into  a  vortecth  of 
dithipathon  the  moment  they  fanthy  they  are  a  little  dull,  how  can  they 
ever  be  fit  for  the  routine  of  domethtic  dutith  which  they  will  have  to 
pertonn  when  they  are  wivth  and  motherth?" 
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"  I  am  not  speaking  of  young  ladies  in  general,  Mjss  Trimmer,*'  said 
Pemberton ;  "  out  Miss  Hamilton 's  is  a  peculiar  case." 

"  Where  ith  the  peculiarity  ?"  asked  Miss  Trimmer,  very  sharply. 

"  I  mean,"  said  Pemberton,  *'  tfaat  she  is  not  like  many  young  ladies, 
who  are  füll  of  fancies  about  their  health  or  their  spirits." 

"  I  thould  hope  she  wath  not,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  with  great  era- 
phasis.     "  Tho  as  she  has  been  brought  up,  it  ith  impothible  she  thould 

(i  And  therefore,"  said  Pemberton,  "  what  applies  to  them  does  not  to 
her." 

"  We  shall  be  happy  to  see  you  at  Teesdale,  Mr.  Pemberton,"  said  Lady 
Seagrove,  who  thougnt  enoogh  had  been  said  on  this  subject,  "if  any* 
thing  should  bring  you  into  the  neighbourhood.  I  know  you  are  always 
flying  about  the  country.     You  have  so  many  friends  every where." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Pemberton.  u  I  expected,"  he  added,  "  to 
have  found  Silverdale  here.  I  passed  him  on  the  road,  or  rather  I  walked 
with  him  some  distance,  but  he  walked  so  excessively  slow,  and  seemed  so 
wonderfully  distrait  and  doleful,  that  I  pretended  I  was  in  a  hurry,  and 
wiahed  him  good  morning." 

Learing  this  trio  to  their  conversation,  we  must  turn  for  an  instant  to 
another,  compoeed  of  Florence,  her  sister,  and  Silverdale. 

"  At  last  I  have  found  you,  fairest  one,"  was  the  poet*s  first  address  to 
Florence.  "  For  days  and  days  I  have  hoped  to  meet  you.  I  have  stood 
for  hours  near  yon  park-gate,  whence  I  could  see  all  who  came  down  your 
favourite  walk,  a  long  way  off.  Do  not  look  surprised — I  wanted  to 
■peak  to  you— oh,  will  you,  will  you  listen  to  me?" 

"  Speak,  Mr.  Silverdale,"  said  Florence  ;  "you shall  have  my  whole 
attention.  I  shall  be  most  happy  if  I  can — I  mean,  if  there  is  any- 
thing " 

He  expressed  his  thanks  by  a  low  bow,  and  then,  interrupting  her,  said 
huxriedly, 

"  Did  you  but  feel  for  me  one  hundredth  part  of  the  affection  that  glows 
in  my  breast  fbryou,  I  should  have  nothing  left  to  desire  in  this  world. 
Florence,  dear  Florence,  I  love  you !     Oh,  speak,  end  my  suspenge, 

Or  bid  me  hope,  or  drive  me  to  despair  2 
It  is  true,  I  have  little  to  offer  you — so  rieh,  beautiful,  and  courted — but, 

I  give  thee  all,  I  can  no  more, 

Thougli  poor  the  offering  be, 
My  heart  and  lute  are  all  the  störe 

That  I  can  bring  to  thee. 

By  my  lute,"  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  "  Imean  the  poetical  talents  with  which 
Heaven  has  been  pleased  to  endow  me.  I  do  not  mean  to  overvalue  these ; 
I  have,  I  hope,  only  a  proper  and  becoming  degree  of  confidence  in  my- 
•elf;  and  does  not  the  sublime  Milton  say, 

Ofttimes  nothing  profits  more 
Tlian  self-esteem,  grounded  on  just  and  rigbt, 
Well  managed 

The  labours  of  my  mnse  have  not  certainly  been  very  lucrative  hitherto, 
but  I  have  most  sanguine  hopes  for  the  ruture.     Mr,  Bombastus  Verbose 
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has  at  lait  oonsentpd  to  engage  me  äs  a  paid  contributor  to  his  magaame ; 
that  is  to  say,  if  my  sonnets  take  in  the  course  of  a  few  months,  he  will 
pay  me  at  the  rate  of  a  guinea  a  doien.  This  seems  no  extraordinary  re- 
muneration,  bat»  as  he  juitly  said,  the  having  one's  name  appear  in  the 
Library  Lumber  Magazine  u  a  fortune  of  itself ;  and  when  I  am  onos 
celebrated  I  can  make  my  own  terms.  You  have  now  heard  me»  Florence, 
and  I  must  reeeive  my  sentence  from  your  Ups.  You  have  it  in  your 
power  to  make  me  inexpressibly  happy,  or  unutterably  miserable.  All, 
depends  on  your  auswar  to  the  questton — Can  you— will  you  love  me  ?" 

Florence  was  moved  by  the  trembling  earnestness  of  ms  manner,  and 
the  expression  of  alternate  hope  and  fear  that  beamed  in  his  dark,  deep- 
tot  iyts,  andspread  a  flush  orer  bis  sallow  cheek. 

"  Mr.  Silverdale,"  ehe  said,  in  a  kind  and  geatle  voice,  "  it  grieres  ine 
to  give  you  pain;  but*— but  flattering  as  is  your  preferenoe»  and  grateful 
as  I  am  for  it»  I— I " 

l(  Say  no  more,"  said  the  poet»  hurriedly,  with  an  expressioa  of  grief 
and  disappointment  in  his  feoe,  whieh  it  gare  Florence  real  eoncera 
to  witness — "  say  no  more — I  widerstand  you  but  too  well»  Henoeforth 
ferne,  glory,  existence  itself  is  indifferent  to  me  I  I  almost — almostfeared 
it  was  so.  Oh,  that  I  oould  tear  your  imagefrom  my  heart — but  no»  that 
were  to  tear  away  life  itself.     I  shall  carry  it  with  me  to  the  grave» 

The  grate !  dread  thing, 
Other  men  shudder  when  thou'rt  named," 

he  continued,  his  agitation  making  him  reckless  of  the  distortioh  of 
rhyme  and  raetre,  "  *  but  to  me  thou  hast  a  charm,  an  attractibn'-^'  Hers 
rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  Barth/  "  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  incoherently. 
11  Alas  I*  he  added,  starting,  as  if  some  palnful  reflection  stung  him  to  the 
quick,  "had  I  not'beeh  *  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown,'  yott  would 
not,  perhaps,  have  rejected  me !" 

Florence  soothed  him  by  replying,  that  the  want  of  fortune  could  not 
affect  her  feelings. 

11  Farne, M  she  added,  with  an  encouraging  smile,  "you  will  otte  day  ac- 
quire,  and  fortune  too  ;  so  do  not  speak  and  look  so  despairingly.  Ton 
will  form  some  other  attachment,  and        " 

"  Is  it — is  it,  theo,  really — hopeless  ?"  stammered  the  poet.  "  As  my 
want  of  ferne  and  fortune  is  not  the  reason  youjeject  me,  may  I  not  hope, 
by  unceasing  love,  unalterable  constancy,  to— -to  gain  your  heart  at  last  ?" 

"  No,  Mr.  Silverdale,'*  replied  Florence,  earnestly  and  kindly.  "  Do 
not  hope.  Try  to  forget  that  you  ever  eütertained  these  feelings.  You 
will  not,  perhaps,  find  it  so  difficult  as  you  imagine.  I  have  always 
thought  that  you— -that  Lady  Louisa  Tufton  was       ■  * 

u  No,  no  !H  exclalmed  Silverdale.  "  t  was  eprü  with  her.  as  I  hare 
been  with  some  fifty  other  women  in  the  course  of  my  life,  out  1  neyer 
loved  but  you.     Ob,  yes,  I  will  hope !     I  must — I  must 

Oh,  Hope!  the  sufferer*s  only  friend, 
The  kibdest  and  the  best, 
Welcome  the  hour,  my  weary  limbs 

Alas!  I  know  not  what  I  am  saying.  'Ohl  pity  the  sorrows  of  a* — 
distracted  bard.     Forgtve  him 
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Whose  ooly  crime  was  thal  he  loved  too  well. 

And  bid,  oh !  bid  him,  in  pity  and  mercy,  not  despair." 

"  Mr.  Silverdale/'  said  Florence,  pitying  his  extreme  distress,  "it 
would  be  cruel  to  delude  you  with  the  hope  that  I  can  one  day  return 
your  affection;  for,  indeed,  I  never  can.  My  heart,"  she  murmured, 
after  a  brief  silence,  while  a  deep  blush  overspread  her  cheek,  "  is  given 
to  another." 
The  unhappy  poet  staggered  backward  several  paces. 
"  Then,  inaeed,  ( Hope  8  last  ray  has  fled  for  ever/  *  he  said,  faintly. 
"  But  it  is  better  to  know  the  worst  at  once ;  and  most  truly  do  I  appre- 
ciate  the  motives,  kind  and  lovely  Florence,  which  have  induced  you  to 
raake  this  confession.  And  may  you— may  you  be  happy !  May  the 
highly-favoured  being  on  whom  you  have  deigned  to  smile  prove 
himself  not  unworthy  öf  so  great  a  blessing!  I  will  now  no  longer 
trouble  you  with  my  presence.  l  Farewell ;  but  whenever ' — that  is, 
sometimes,  when  *  you  welcome  the  hour ' — I  mean  when,  in  taking  your 
daily  walk,  you  pass  this  spot,  and  see  '  the  streamlet  and  the  willow  be- 
neath  whose  shade  we  met9M — (there  did  not  happen  to  be  either  a 
streamlet  or  a  willow  near,  but  that  was  of  little  consequence) — "  you 

will «  think  upon  him  who  once  welcomed  it  too,  and  forgot '     No," 

said  Mr.  Silverdale,  correcting  himself — "  l  would  have  forgotten  his  own 
griefs  to  be  happy  with  you.'     And 

When  I  repose  beneath  the  sod, 

Unheeded  in  the  clay, 
Do  not  refuse  to  mourn  and  weep 

For  Cynthius,  far  away. 

Yea,  weep,  änd  however  the  press  may  coddemn, 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  its  decree ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  slighted  by  them, 

My  muse  has  been  faithful  to  thee. 

Yes»  fairest,  to  this  poet-heart 

You  ever  have  been  dearer 
Than  budding  flowers  to  vernal  showers, 

Tban  moonlight  to  the  farmer. 
Ah,  Love !    What  is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 

That  makes  it  fatal  to  have  loved  thee,  Florence  ? 

Why,  ah !  why 

Can  I  not  die  ? 
Heap  on  me  soon,  O  grave !  thy  welcome  dust, 
And  storied  urns,  and  animated  bust, 
Before  insanity's  eflacing  fingen 
Have  swept  the  brain  wnere  reason  lingers! 

But  no,  oh !  no  ; 

I  live  to  show 
How  much  men  bear  and  die  not.    Mine  must  be 
A  living  death  of  agony !* 

Florence,  who  began  to  fear  that  the  jpoet  was  really  going  deranged* 
tried  several  times  to  stop  this  torrent  of  decomposed  verse,  but  without 


With  the  last  peroration,  however,  Mr.  Silverdale  seemed  to  have  ex- 
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hauste (1  his  eloquence  and  himself.  Seizing  her  hand,  he  pressed  it  to  his 
lips  and  to  his  heart,  then  turned  abruptly  away,  and»  Walking  off  with 
long  and  rapid  strides,  was  in  a  few  moments  out  of  sight. 

"My  dear  Wilhelmina,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  when  Pemberton  had 
taken  bis  departure,  "  I  cannot  but  think  that  there  is  some  truth  in 
wbat  Mr.  Pemberton  said  so  earnestly  about  Florenoe.  Displeased  as  I 
am  with  her,  and  ill  as  she  has  behaved,  we  must  not  adopt  too  severe 
measures.  I  almost  repent  that  I  gave  way  to  my  brother,  and  I  would 
draw  back  now,  only  that  I  do  not  see  any  other  mode  of  gaining  our 
end.M 

"  That  ith  the  thing,"  rejoined  Miss  Trimmer. 

"  The  only  plan  I  can  think  of/'  said  Lady  Seagrove,  "  for  making 
the  excursion  a  little  less  dulJ,  is  to  take  some  young  person  with  us  to  be 
a  companion  for  Florence.  I  do  not  mean  that  you  are  not  a  young 
person,  my  dear,  and  a  most  charming  companion,  but  there  are  some 
years'  dhTerence  between  you  and  Florence ;  and  you  are  so  superior,  you 
know,  in  sense  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  that  you  appear — in  mind,  I 
mean — at  least  ten  years  older  than  you  are.  Besides,  you  and  Florence 
never  seem  to  suit  each  other  exactly.  Now,  I  was  thinking  that  I 
would  invite  Miss  Gertrude  Mumford  to  be  of  the  party ;  she  is  a  girl 
that  one  is  sure  Robert  would  not  fall  in  love  with,  and  she  is  so  well 
trained  and  serious,  that  her  advice  and  good  example  might  do  much 
towards  bringing  Florence  into  a  right  frame  of  mind.  As  the  admiral 
is  in  London,  we  can  venture  to  defer  our  departure  two  or  three  days." 

Miss  Trimmer  not  disapproving  of  this  plan,  a  polite  note  was  de- 
spatched  to  Mrs.  Mumford,  who  allowed  her  daughter  to  accept  the  in- 
Titation. 

"  Pray,  Florence,  where  did  you  walk  to-day  ?"  demanded  Lady  Sea- 
grove, when  Florence,  a  short  time  afterwards,  made  her  appearance. 

"  Only  in  the  park,"  was  the  replv. 

"  And  why  have  you  not  got  a  colour,  child  ?"  said  her  guardian,  fret- 
fully.  u  You  used  to  come  in  from  your  walk  with  cheeks  as  bright  and 
glowing  as  rosebuds.     Do  you  feel  unwell?" 

"  No,  thank  you,  Lady  Seagrove,"  replied  Florence. 

"  That  is  so  provoking  of  you,  Florence ;  you  always  raake  me  that 
answer,  and  yet  you  persist  in  looking  pale." 

"  I  really  cannot  teil  how  it  is,"  said  the  poor  girl,  gently  ;  "  but 
Walking  tires  me  more  than  it  used,  and,  perhaps,  that  may  make  me 
look  pale." 

"  Florence,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  fixing  her  eyes  upon  her  adopted 
daughter  with  a  severe  look,  "  you  are  surely  not  fretting  about  Captain 
Wentworth  ?  You  know  my  opinion  of  him  and  his  fabricated  histories ; 
you  know  Admiral  Hardiag's;  also  Miss  Trimmer's,— do  you  not?"  she 
added,  sharply,  as  Florence  made  no  rejoinder. 

"  I  do,"  replied  the  young  girl ;  "  and  forgive  me  for  saying  that  my 
own  is  not,  in  this  instance,  influenced  by  either.  My  opinion  of  Captain 
Wentworth,  dear  Lady  Seagrove,  is  the  same  as  yours  was  before  Admiral 
Harding  came  here." 

"  Oh,  Florenth,  Florenth,  how  can  you  thpeak  in  thuch  an  exthethively 
improper  manner  to  poor,  dear»  kind,  good,  pathient,  gentle,  amiable  Lady 
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Theagrove?"  exclaimed  Miss  Trimmer,  raising  her  head  suddenly  from 
her  work.  "  I  declare,  if  you  are  going  on  tho,  I  will  not — I  really  will 
not  thit  by  and  hear  you.  To  thay,"  continued  the  favourite,  who  had 
for  some  time  discovered  that  she  could  not,  consistently  with  her  own 
interests,  refirain  any  longer  from  taking  an  active  part  in  the  hostilities 
against  Florence — "tothay,  in  that  reckleth,  dreadful  manner,  that  her 
opinion — I  do  not  thpeak  of  your  contempt  for  the  admiralth  and  mine— 
hath  no  influenth  with  you !  Why,  good  grathiouth,  it  ith  little  more  or 
leth  than  a  formal  throwing  off  of  all  moral  rethtraint!  And  what 
thould  we  be,"  she  continued,  casting  up  her  eyes  emphatically,  and  then 
looking  round,  as  if  to  intimate  that  she  challenged  the  whole  world  to 
disprove  the  truth  of  her  words  if  it  could — "  what  thould  we  be,  and 
what  would  thothiety  itthelf  be,  without  moral  rethtraint !" 

"I  have  long  given  up  ezpecting  anything  like  gratitude,  or  con- 
sideration  for  my  feelings  from  Florence,"  said  Lady  Seagrove.  "  She 
has  grown  utterly  selfish  of  late." 

"  Oh,  pray — pray  do  not  say  so  !n  cried  the  poor  girl,  with  a  look  of 
great  distress,  white  the  tears  stole  down  her  colourless  cheeks — "  in- 
deed,  indeed,  it  breaks  my  heart!" 

"  If  you  really  wished  me  not  to  say  so,  Florence,"  coldly  returned 
Lady  Seagrove,  who  happened  at  that  moment  to  be  thinlong  of  the 
speech  of  General  Hamilton  concerning  herseif,  which  had  beenlrepeated 
by  her  brother,  and  rising  to  quit  the  room  as  she  spoke — "  if  you  really 
wished  me  not  to  say  so,  you  would  act  differently." 


Chaptee  XXXVII. 

Sbe  speaks — trust  not  that  low,  soft,  eilver  round, 
For  the  heart  is  not  in  it,  and  the  tones 
That  woo  the  trustful  ear  are  simulated. 

J.  W.  Dalbt. 

Florence  had  dreaded  the  idea  of  Teesdale,  but  she  fbund  the  mise- 
ries  of  her  stay  there  exceed  her  worst  anticipations.  * 

The  party  comprised,  besides  the  family,  Admiral  Harding,  Sir  Robert 
Craven  and  his  aunt,  and  Gertrude  Mumford — and  it  seemed  to  our 
heroine  that  the  sole  end  and  aim  of  every  individual — with  one 
exception — was  to  bring  about  the  detested  marriage  between  herseif  and 
the  baronet. 

As  if  it  were  not  suffering  enough  to  be  forced  to  endure  the  daily  and 
hourly  presence  of  Sir  Robert,  to  be  compelled  to  hear  his  repeated 
protestations  of  love,  and  to  bear  the  irritability  and  ill-humour  conse- 
quent  on  her  frequent  refusals  of  his  offers,  she  had  incessantly  to  listen 
to  the  lectures  of  the  formal  and  sour-tempered  Miss  Craven;  the 
reproaches,  complainings,  and  entreaties  of  Lady  Seagrove,  who  gene- 
rally  concluded  with  a  burst  of  weeping ;  the  taunts  and  unkind  Speeches 
of  Miss  Trimmer,  who  never  lost  an  occasion,  small  or  great,  of  making 
the  poor  girl's  Situation  more  unhappy,  or  aggravating  the  ill-feeling  of 
the  others  against  her;  and,  lastly,  the  violent  language  and  stern 
meoaces  of  Admiral  Harding. 

This  was  worst  of  all ;  his  bars.h  words  and  severe  looks  terrified  and 


482  FLOEBKOB  HAMILTON. 

agitated  her  beyond  measure,  and  firequently,  after  one  of  the  interviewt 
In  whiöh  he  strove  to  firighten  her  into  compliance,  it  would  be  a  conn- 
derable  time  before  she  could  reeover  herseli. 

Her  only  consolations  under  these  painfol  trials  were  the  warm  afiec- 
tion  and  childish  sympathj  of  her  Bitter,  who  would  often  assure  her, 
with  tears  in  her  eye«,  that  though  Lady  SeagroTe  and  Miss  Trimmer 
were  always  telling  her  Florenee  was  naughty  and  did  not  deserve  to  be 
loved,  she  did  not  beliere  them,  and  would  always  love  her  the  aame  | 
and  the  kindness  of  Gertrude  Mumford,  who,  instead  of  joining  Florence's 
tormentors,  fortified  her  in  her  resolution  of  never  oonsentlng  to  a  mar- 
riage  with  Sir  Robert. 

Florenee  had  confided  to  Gertrude  her  engagement  to  Wentworth,  his 
history,  and  all  her  hopes  and  fears  respecting  bis  success.  Gertrude'« 
sweet,  cheerful  temper  and  hopeful  disposition  made  her  friendahip  a 
great  comfort  to  Florenee,  who  had  never  before  enjoyed  the  conatant 
companionship  of  one  of  her  own  age  and  sex ;  and  Gertrude,  who  had 
never  associated  with  any  girls  except  her  sisters,  and  two  or  three 
cousins,  who  greatly  resembled  them,  looked  up  to  Florenee  as  to  a  being 
of  a  superior  order. 

Lady  Seagrove,  who  had  expected  to  find  in  Gertrude  a  powerful  ally, 
was  soon  undeceived.  About  a  week  after  their  arrival  at  Teesdale,  she 
had  gTately  begged  the  young  girl  to  use  her  influence  with  her  friend, 
and  endeavour  to  persuade  Florenee  to  be  more  tractable  on  a  eertain 
point  concerning  which  she  had  shown  great  obstinaey.  Gertrude,  who 
stood  in  awe  of  her  hostess,  replied,  hesitatingly,  that  she  had  no  doubt 
Florenee  would  comply  with  any  reasonable  request  of  Lady  Seagrove's 
without  urging  on  her  (Gertrude's)  part.  Lady  Seagrove  answered 
that  this  would  be  Gertrude's  own  course,  and  that  of  every  well 
brought-up  young  lady,  except  Florenee,  who  possessed,  as  her  conduet 
showed,  an  inherent  and  extraordinary  stubbornness  of  character. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  Lady  Seagrove  again  spoke  to  Gertrude  on  the 
subjeet. 

"  Did  Florenee  seem  aflected  by  your  representations,  my  dear?"  she 
demanded. 

11  I — I  made  no  representations,  Lady  Seagrove,"  replied  Gertrude» 
blushing  and  hesitating.  "  She  told  me  she  did  not  love  Sir  Robert 
Craven,  and  therefore " 

"  Therefore  whaty  Miss  Mumford  ?M 

"Therefore,"  continued  Gertrude,  gathering  courage  as  she  pro* 
ceeded,  li  I  could  not  advise  her  to  marry  him,  feeling  convinced  that  she 
would  be  miserable  if  she  did." 

Lady  Seagrove  was  for  some  moments  speeehless  with  surprise  at 
hearing  these  words  from  the  lins  of  the  young  and  usually  timid  girl 
before  her,  whom  she  knew  to  have  been  brought  up  in  the  most  rigid 
principles  of  Bubmission  to  parental  authority.  Saymg,  coldly,  that  she 
was  astonished  that  such  should  be  the  sentiments  of  a  danghter  of  Mrs* 
Mumford's,  she  dismissed  the  subjeet ;  but  her  astonishment  was  doubled 
when,  about  a  week  afterwards,  Gertrude  appeared  before  her  with  tearful 
eyes,  and  begged  to  be  allowed  to  speak  to  her  for  a  few  minutes. 

u  To  be  sure,  Miss  Mumford,"  was  the  repljr.     "  Fray  be  seated." 

Chilled,  but  not  deterred  from  her  purpose,  by  the  cold  ceremonious- 
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ness  of  Lady  Seagrove'B  manner,  Gertrade  timidly  said,  that  she  was 
grieved  to  find  Florence  very  unhappy,  and  that  ehe  knew  this  was  owing 
to  her  being  urged  to  marry  a  man  ehe  did  not  Ioto. 

4<  Weil,  Mist  Mumford*  and  i*  this  all  you  wish  to  Bay  ?"  demanded 
Lady  Seagrove,  seareely  diaguising  her  displeasure. 

"  Yea — no— "  faltered  Gertrude — "  I  mean,  that  I  thought  if  you 
knew  how  unhappy  ehe  is»  and  the  cause  of  her  unhappiness,  you  would 
not  wish  her  to  aocept  Sir  Robert«" 

Lady  Seagrove  did  not  immediately  reply ;  and  in  the  interval,  Mist 
Trimmer  bent  forward  and  said,  in  a  sort  of  stage  whisper,  "  To  you 
alone,  Lady  Theagrove,  woiüd  I  thay  it ;  but  I  fear  Florenth  has  been 
egtherting  a  banetul  influenth  over  thith  dear,  innocent»  childth  mind, 
to  have  inthpired  her  with  thentimenth  tho  foreign  to  her  own  gentle 
nature." 

"  I  fear  so,"  replied  Lady  Seagrove.  "  Pray,  Miss  Mumford,  doet 
Florence  know  of  your  making  this  application  to  me  ?" 

"  Oh,  no>  indeed,"  replied  Gertrude,  eagerly.  "  ßhe  would.  I  am  aure, 
never  have  consented,  if  I  had  asked  her«     It  is  entirely  my  own  idea." 

Lady  Seagrove  would  never  have  thought  of  doubting  this  assertion, 
had  not  her  eyes,  on  quitting  the  opeo,  iugenuous  countenance  of  Ger« 
trade,  Seen  *  smile  of  ineredulity  on  the  face  of  Miss  Trimmer. 

"  I  am,"  ehe  said  to  herseif,  "  as  Wilhelmina  often  teils  me,  too 
good,  too  easily  imposed  on  by  the  artful  and  designing,  to  trust  my  own 
judgment  in  these  cases." 

When  Gertrude  met  Florence,  a  littlö  while  afterwards,  ehe  could  not 
repress  her  tears,  as  ehe  thought  how  hopeless  it  seemed  that  Lady  Sea- 
grove would  ever  give  up  her  point» 

"  What,  you  weeping»  dear  Gertrude !"  said  Florence,  affectionately. 
«  What  can  be  the  matter  ?" 

Gertrude  somewhat  reluctanüy  informed  her  of  the  step  she  had  taken, 
and  its  ill  success. 

"  It  was  very,  very  kind  of  you,  dear  Gertrude,"  said  Florence ; 
*  but  I  Could  have  told  you  beforehand  that—" 

"  It  would  only  make  mattem  worse,"  said  her  companion.  "  If  I  were 
sent  away  firom  you — which  I  might  be,  if  I  ofiended  Lady  Seagrove — 
matters  would  indeed  be  worse,  for  I  could  not  beer  to  think  you  had  no 
one  but  poor  little  Adela  to  comfort  you.9' 

44  Oh,  I  hope,  I  trust  that  will  not  happen!"  exclaimed  Florenee» 
"  What  should  I  do  without  you,  Gertrude  ?*' 

"  How  is  this  to  end?  I  often  wonder,*'  resumed  Gertrude.  "  Lady 
Seagrove  Beems  00  resolute,  and  Miss  Craven,  and  Sir  Robert  himself,  and 
that  dreadful  admiral,  who  acts  exaetly  as  if  he  were  the  master  of  the 
house." 

"  Heaven  only  knows,"  sighed  Florence,  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands. 

"  My  dear,  dear  Florence,  you  cannot  think  how  much  I  feel  for  you," 
said  the  kind-hearted  Gertrude»  embracing  her  kindly. 

The  friends  were  here  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  Miss  Trimmer, 
who  "  jutht  looked  in,"  as  she  expressed  it,  to  warn  the  two  girls  that  it 
was  time  to  dress  for  dinner.   Both  Florence  and  Gertrude  had  remarked, 
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although  neither  had  said  auything  on  the  subject,  that  lately  they  had 
scarcely  ever  been  together  five  minutes  before  their  tete-ä-tete  was 
broken  in  upon  by  this  lady,  od  some  pretext  or  other.  Sometimes 
it  would  be  to  summon  Florence  to  Lady  Seagrove,  who  wanted  to  speak 
to  her  about  some  trifle ;  or  to  beg  that  Miss  Mumford  would  come  and 
give  advice  about  some  shade  of  colour  in  the  dress  of  the  Arab  she  (Miss 
Trimmer)  was  working,  which  ad  vice,  Gertrude  remarked,  was  never 
taken ;  or  to  show  her  some  book  or  Ornament,  which  might  have  been 
quite  as  well  seen  at  another  time.  Not  unfrequently  it  was  merely  a  visit 
en  passant,  to  teil  them  something  they  had  heard  already,  or  to  reraind 
them  of  something  of  which  they  needed  no  reminding. 

On  the  present  occasion,  as  it  wanted  füll  an  hour  and  a  half  of 
dinner-time,  Florence  coldly  said  so ;  adding,  that  neither  she  nor  Ger- 
trude required,  as  Miss  Trimmer  was  aware,  more  than  twenty  minutes 
to  dreas. 

"  Of  courthe  you  don't,  my  dear;  I  know  that  very  well,"  replied  Miss 
Trimmer,  endeavouring  to  carry  off  a  slight  shade  of  embarrassment  under 
a  show  of  great  vivacity.  "  How  coukL  I  have  made  thith  mithtake? 
Ath  I  glanthed  at  the  olock  in  Lady  Theagrove's  drething-room,  I 
thought  it  wanted  egthactly  a  quarter  of  theven." 

"  You  must  have  thought  the  days  had  lengthened  wonderfully,  Miss 
Trimmer,"  said  Gertrude,  laughing,  "  which  is  not  usually  the  case  at 
this  time  of  year." 

•'  It  theemth  unaccountably  foolith  of  rae,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  with 
amiable  candour;  "  but  the  truth  ith,  I  have  been  for  the  greater  part  of 
thith  afternoon  tho  abthorbed  in  '  Corinne,'  that  I  took  no  heed  of  the 
night  of  time  and  thuch  common-plathe  matterth." 

Florence  made  no  reply,  although  she  could  not  help  thinking  that 
some  of  the  beauties  of  Madame  de  Stael's  chef-d&uvre  must  be  thrown 
away  upon  Miss  Trimmer,  as  she  had  once  found  her  looking  out  the 
word  arbre  in  the  French  dictionary. 

After  a  moment's  pause,  Miss  Trimmer  continued  : 

4<  I  altho  wanted  to  teil  you,  Florenth,  my  dear,  that  Thir  Robert  b 
wüling  to  acthept  me  to-day  as  your  thubthitute  to  play  hith  game  of 
cheth  with  him,  if  you  have  no  objec^on." 

The  expression  of  Florence's  fece  would  have  told  Miss  Trimmer  that 
she  had  no  objection,  if  the  favourite  had  not  been  previously  well 
aware  of  the  fact.  This  «une  of  chess  was  a  daily  punuhment  to  Flo- 
rence ;  for  as  it  somehow  happened  that  Sir  Robert  and  she  were  almost 
always  left  alone  together,  and  Florence's  plans  for  keeping  Gertrude 
with  her  invariably  defeated,  the  baronet  always  took  the  opportunity  of 
persecuting  her  with  his  hated  addresses. 

"  Thith*  ith  indeed  happineth!"  ezdaimed  Miss  Trimmer,  as  she  seated 
herseif  at  the  chessboard.  "  How  often  at  thith  hour  thould  I,  if  it  had 
been  in  my  nature  to  envy,  have  envied  Florenth  the  pleathure  she  was 
enjoying  of  playing  with  you !" 

"  Humph  1"  said  Sir  Robert,  "she  don't  seem  to  think  it  much  of  a 
pleasure,  for  yesterday  she  was  crying  the  whole  time.  And  what  for,  I 
should  wonder !" 

(i  Yeth,  what  for,  indeed  1"  echoed  Miss  Trimmer. 


FLORENCE  HAMILTON.  425 

"  I  really,"  said  Sir  Robert,  abstractedly,  afiter  they  had  played  about 
five  minutes,  "  begin  to  grow  somewhat  tired  of  this  game." 

"  Thith  game  of  cbeth,  Thir  Robert  ?"  said  Miss  Trimmer;  "  thall  we 
play  at  backgammon  inthead,  or  draughtht  ?" 

"  No,  no,  not  the  chess,"  replied  Craven — "  I  mean  the  matrimonial 
game.  Notwithstanding  Lady  Seagrove  keeps  repeating  every  day  that 
Florence  only  refuses,  to  make  me  value  her  more,  and  intends  accepting 
me  at  last,  I  declare,  if  she  don't  soon  come  to  the  point,  1*11 — 1*11  raarry 
some  one  eise,  and  put  an  end  to  it.     I  will,  by  Jove !" 

"  Will  you  ?"  amid  Miss  Trimmer,  faintly. 

"  Wouldn't  you  advise  me  to  do  so,  now?"  said  the  baronet,  looking 
at  her. 

"  Y-e-th,  I— think— I— thould,"  answered  the  lady. 

"  You  are  checkmated,"  said  Sir  Robert,  after  another  brief  in- 
terval. 

"I  theo  I  am,"  she  replied,  sighing. 

"  Well,  neyer  mind,  don't  take  it  so  mach  to  heart,"  he  rejoined ; 
"  well  have  another  game,  shall  we  ?" 

"Oh,  yeth  1"  she  returned,  eagerly.  "I  wath  not,9'  she  added, 
elowly,  "  taking  that  to  heart." 

"  What  are  you  taking  to  heart,  then  ?"  asked  the  baronet.  "  Any- 
thing  r 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  nothing!"  exclaimed  Miss  Trimmer ;  "  why  thonld  you 
think  I  wath  ?" 

"  Why,  did  you  not  imply  it  just  now  ?"  said  Craven.    u  Answer  me  !" 

u  Thir  Robert,  Thir  Robert,  I  can  thay  no  more,"  rejoined  Miss  Trim- 
mer, agitated.  "  It  ith  for  you,"  she  continued,  slowly,  glancing  at  the 
chessboard  and  then  at  bis  face — "  it  ith  for  you  to  make  the  firtht 
more!" 

"  111  give  it  you,"  said  Sir  Robert.  "  Ladies  ought  always  to  have 
the  first  move  at  chess." 

"  Oh,  no,  ladies  can  never  make  the  firtht  more  at  anythine,r>  said 
Miss  -Trimmer ;  "  if  they  could— — dear  me  how  very  faint  I  feel!" 

"  Let's  leave  off,  then,1'  said  Sir  Robert,     "  What's  the  matter  ?" 

"  I  am  overcome,"  murmured  his  companion.  "  The  pleasure  of 
playing  at  cheth  with  you  for  the  firtht  and  probably  the  latht  time— the 
dehght  of  enjoying  your  fathinating  conyerthation  undithturbed  by  the 
presenthe  of  others,  nas  been  too  much  for  nie." 

44  Upon  my  word,"  muttered  Sir  Robert,  "this  girl  has  something  vastly 
attractive  about  her;  TU  be  hanged  if  she  hasn't.  I  wish,"  he  con- 
tinued, turning  to  the  lady,  who  was  leaning  back  in  her  chair,  and 
gracefully  fanning  herseif  with  her  laced  pocket-handkerchief — "  I  wish 
to  Heaven  that  Florence  was  more  like  you." 

"  I  with  she  wath,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  lisping  and  faltering  very 
much,  "in  one  respect — 1  mean,  in  a  deep,  thinthere,  and  beartfelt  ap- 
prethiation  of  your  meriths." 

Further  conversation  was  put  a  stop  to  by  the  entrance  of  several 
more  of  the  party,  bat  Miss  Trimmer  was,  notwithstanding,  very  well 
with  the  results  of  her  first  game  of  chess« 
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LATE  CHAPLAIN  TO  THE  MALDEN's  BETREAT,  AKD  FERPETÜAL  CUBATE 

OF  DO-THE-YICAR  CUM  8QUASHBY. 

[The  fbllowing  pages  were  rorwarded  to  me  a  few  weeks  ago,  withts» 
accompanying  note : 

"  Sir, — Having  seen  your  name  appended  to  a  sketch'of  the  Maiden'» 
Retreat,  in  whksh  Mrs.  Martha  Gall  was  mentianed  somewhat  unfevour- 
ably,  1  think,  perhaps,  you  may  be  interested  in  the  enclosed  MS.,  whkh 
was  found  among  the  papers  of  that  lady  on  her  deceate  in  November  last 
It  will  throw  some  light  upon  the  past  history  of  that  unfbrtanate  lady, 
and  possibly  induoe  you  to  speak  lese  harshly  of  her  in  future. 

"  I  remain,  Sir,  your*,  fcc,  &a,  &p., 

"  Mabttn  as  X.  Gall. 

"  Scratchford,  Bucks." 

Mr.  Gall,  I  beHeye,  is  a  distant  rtlation  of  Mrs.  Martha' s,  and  reeidWy 
legatee  at  her  demise.  He  seems  to  be  labouring  linder  the  erroneous 
idea  that  I  entertain  feelings  of  personal  enmity  towards  his  late  con- 
nexion :  such  feelings  I  strenuously  disavow ;  and  to  show  the  perfeot 
eharity  I  bear  to  my  former  charge,  I  have  much  pleasure  in  giving  the 
same  publicity  to  her  account  of  herseif  as  was  giyen  to  min*.  Pernapi 
they  do  not  so  materially  differ  as  friend  Martinas  imagineth.  The  reader 
will  judge  for  himself.1 

I,  Mrs.  Martha  Gall,  to  reHeye  the  monotony  of  this  most  detestaUe 
Retreat,  do  enter  upon  an  outline  of  my  own  eareer,  whieh,  perhaps,  may 
one  day  fall  into  the  hands  of  some  who  bear  me  little  goodwill  in  thb 
sublunary  sphere.  If  they  shall  happen  to  know  my  utter  contempt  for 
their  persons,  they  will  consider  how  insignificant  any  remartcs  of  thein 
will  be,  and  how  ridiculoüsly  incapable  of  doing  me  any  mischief.  Bot 
I  am  not  going  to  611  myself  with  gloomy  thoughts  about  the  future; 
there  is  enough  to  make  a  body  gloomy  without  that.  There's  my  servant 
going  on  as  bad  as  bad  can  be  \  and,  though  she  declared  positiyely,  when 
I  took  her,  she  had  no  ^fbllowers/Ms  head  over  earsin  love  with  the  man 
who  yends  the  mufflns — as  Ul-looking  a  pieee  of  goods  as  youll  often  see, 
but  a  precious  deal  too  good  for  her.  And  then  there's  that  prig  of  a 
ohaplain  always  setting  eyerything  by  the  ears  with  hia  new-fangled  non- 
sense, and  always  calling  upon  Mrs.  Finohley — make  a  matoh  of  it,  may- 
be  ;  the  first  match,  111  be  bound,  that  was  ever  made  from  here.  Bot 
what  am  I  talking  about  ?  I  was  going  to  write  my  own  history,  and 
not  a  new  Version  of  Humboldt 's  Coemetics,  that  Mrs.  Bluebeard's  alwaya 
gabbering  about. 

Why  it  don't  seem  forty  years  ainoe  I  and  Tibby  (thatfa  my  brather 
Tiberius)  were  left  orphans,  with  a  thousand  pounds  a-piece,  and  all  the 
fine  notions  of  people  accustomed  to  live  well.  It'e  a  hard  thing,  too, 
when  one's  been  brought  up  in  comfort  and  affluence,  to  haye  to  ehange 
one's  style  on  such  short  notiee  ;  bnt  so  it  was,  and  Tibby  didn't  like  H 
no  more  than  I.  I  was  about  thirty  then,  and  he  was  much  younger,  and 
giddy  enough  besides. 

"  IUI  teil  you  what  it  is,  Patty,"  he  says  to  me,  as  we  were  talking  over 
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the  ways  aadmeans  of  livrog  to  the  best  advantage  on  what  wo  had  cot» 
"  it's  no  U8e  attempttng  to  make  both  ends  raeet  with  little  better  than 
seventy  pounds a  year,  and  Im  not  the  fellow  to  attempt  it.  I  mean  to 
many  an  heiress,  and  if  I  ean't  keep  up  the  old  style,  that 's  knocked  on 
the  head  at  once.  Maybe  you'Jl  be  thinking  of  picking  up  a  husband  too, 
Pat,  and  you  may  depend  upon  it  you'll  never  catch  one  without  money. 

u  Thank  you,  Tibby,"  quoth  I ;  w but  I  mean  to  marry  as  well  as  that 
bold  Miss  Chatterton,  with  her  great  goggle  eyes." 

w  Her  eyee  are  a  fortune  fer  all  that,"  replied  Tib ;  "  but  you  may  reit 
assured  you  won't  get  a  mate  on  the  half  of  eeventy  pounds  a  year. 
Now,  look  here,  Pat ;  I'm  for  playing  a  bold  game.  Eyerybody  imagines 
we've  got  something  handsome;  and,  if  you'll  follow  my  advice,  they 
shan't  be  undeoeived  tili  we  are  all  settled  snug  enough." 

« But  what  will  yeu  do,  Tib  ?"  I  asked. 

"  Do  1  Why,  what  young  Burley  of  the  Dragoons  did — live  on  the 
capital,  and  make  the  most  of  our  time.M 

"  And  what  shall  we  do  when  that's  gone  ?" 

"  Why,  1  shall  be  all  right  with  an  heiress,  and  you  with  an  heir,  by  that 
time.     Besides,  there's  Aunt  Gertrude  going  to  leave  us  something  tidy." 

And,  Sure  enough — fbol  that  I  was ! — Tibby's  oounsel  prevailed,  and 
we  sei  out  at  the  rate  of  seyen  bundred  a  year,  and  moved  in  the  first 
ehrelee,  as  we'd  been  used  to  do.  I'm  sure  that  Captain  Sponge  was  all 
but  proposing  to  me ;  and  it  was  rumoured  all  over  the  town  that  1  was 
going  to  be  married  to  young  Betson,  of  the  Grove.  But  I  don't  know 
now  it  was ;  the  years  passed  so  quiek  they  hadn't  time  to  make  an  oflfer, 
and  time  was  money  with  a  vengeance,  as  we  were  living.  Tibby  was 
just  on  the  point  of  uniting  his  fortune  to  that  of  Miss  Gold,  when,  a  little 
aooner  than  we  were  either  of  us  ready  for  it,  the  smash  came,  and  our 
prospects  were  ruined !  If  there  ever  was  a  little  bit  of  infatuation,  that 
•eherne  of  poor  Tibby's  was  one.  However,  to  do  him  justice,  like  the 
man  who  had  just  brought  bis  hone  to  lire  upon  one  straw  a  day,  when 
he  died,  nothing  could  have  been  brighter  than  our  look-out  when  the  last 
sand  ran  down.  Men  are  so  mercenary  now-a-days,  there's  no  getting 
'em  to  bite  without  gilding  your  fly;  but  IVe  no  doubt,  for  all  that, 
young  Betson  had  other  attractions  beaides  my  supposed  fortune.  It's 
nonsense  to  think  that,  because  I'm  a  little  gone  off  now,  I  wasn't  worth 
looking  at  then.  I  was,  though  /  say  it,  as  fine  a  young  woman  at  forty 
as  most  girls  are  at  twetity ;  aqd,  ä  fortiori,  I  must  have  been  very 
attraetive  at  tbirty.  Now,  I  couldrit  fancy  Mrs.  Pinchem  having  ever 
poesessed  an  atom  of  good  looks  sinoe  she  left  the  oradle ;  no,  nor  her 
friend  Mrs.  Dealer,  with  her  bottle-nose  and  moustaehe.  They  oall  that 
servant  of  mine  pretty ;  but  I'm  sure  taste  must  be  very  much  degene- 
rated  sinoe  /was  young,  for  she's  no  more  to  be  eompared  to  what  /was 
than  chicory  is  to  coffee,  or  an  eighteen-penny  pack  of  cards  to  "  De  la 
Rue's  Superior." 

Well,  I'm  going  off  the  rail  again  (it's  all  old  Pinehem's  fault),  when 
I  should  be  finishing  my  history  ;  for  Fm  going  to  Miss  Man*  Cat,  at 
nine,  to  play  a  rub  or  so,  and  the  time  goes  quick  over  old  recoilections, 
that  it  does.  IVe  rather  anticipated  our  domestic  catastrophe ;  for  every- 
thing  was  just  as  it  should  be,  though  the  coffers  were  getting  rather  too 
low  to  be  agreeable,  when,  sure  enough,  in  the  very  nick  of  time,  Aunt 
Gertrude  goes  off  the  stage,  and  we  were  dead  certain  of  Coming  in  fer 
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something  pretty.  And  we  let  it  be  known,  that's  more;  for  every 
scheine  was  suoceeding,  and  we  feit  rather  exhilarated,  as  we  well  might 
be,  at  the  glorious  issue  of  so  hazardous  a  risk.  Tibby  comes  home  with 
splendid  accounts  of  Aunt  Gertrude's  property,  better  than  even  we  ex* 
pected  ;  and  then  we  rejoiced  orer  tbe  gaping  months  of  tbe  Hunters  and 
the  Grabwells,  who  all  fancied  they  should  be  remembered  in  the  will,  for 
we  knew  Aunt  Gertrude's  intentions  well  enough,  and  that  they  stood 
mighty  little  Chance  of  Coming  in  for  any  portion  whatever  of  our  dear 
relation's  leavings.  Young  Betson  renewed  his  intentions  vigorously 
enough,  you  may  be  sure ;  1  suppose  be'd  determined  not  to  marry  under 
a  certain  sum,  and  Aunty's  bequest  just  made  up  the  sum  required;  for, 
of  course,  love  won't  boil  the  kettle,  and  a  young  man  aocustomed  to  live 
as  he  had  been,  wasn't  likely  to  fix  upon  the  most  charming  girl  in  the 
world  without  a  sufficiency.  Tibby,  too,  received  every  encouragement 
from  Miss  Gold,  who  condoled  with  him  on  his  aunt's  death  in  the  most 
considerate  way,  and  didn't  seem  at  all  anxious  to  hear  the  result.  She 
knew  well  enough  we  were  safe  for  the  thousands,  and  wasn't  going  to 
cut  her  own  throat  by  showtng  distrust  in  the  matter ;  because  Tibby 
might  take  it  into  Ms  head  to  show  the  cold  Shoulder,  if  it  came  to  that» 
I  don't  believe  girls  are  a  bit  less  mercenary  than  raen,  I  don't; 
and  I'm  certain  raen  arn't  near  as  jealous  of  one  another  as  our 
sex  generally  is.  How  jealous  of  me  those  piain  Miss  Hunters  used  to 
be ;  and  I  can't  wonder  at  it  either,  for  they  hadn't  much  to  recomraend 
them.  I  never  was  ungenerous  myself  towards  any  girl  whatever,  not 
even  when  those  detestable  misses  that  lived  close  to  the  Grove  tried  all 
they  could  to  supplant  me.  However,  that's  nothing  to  the  purpose  at 
present ;  every body  showed  extraordinary  respect  on  hearing  of  our 
additional  wealth,  and  one  or  two  families,  who  hadn't  thought  our  former 
style  sufficient  inducement  to  invite  them  to  our  doors,  now  favoured  us 
with  a  morning  call,  and  were  preciously  obsequious.  The  Cringers 
actually  put  on  mourning,  to  show  their  veneration  for  our  deceased 
relation,  and  seemed  to  feel  the  blow  a  long  way  more  severely  than  I 
and  Tibby  ourselves.  If  they  got  enough  out  of  our  pockets  to  pay  for 
the  black,  they  must  have  helped  themselves,  and  found  more  than  we 
did ;  for,  with  thousands  in  prospect»  we  were,  as  I  said  before,  rather  out 
of  ready  money. 

Well,  at  last  the  day  came  for  reading  aunty's  will,  and  we  were 
anxious  enough  to  hear  it ;  not  from  any  alarm  we  feit  as  to  the  purport, 
but  from  curiosity  as  to  the  actual  amount  It's  perfectly  heartrending 
to  think  of  the  infamous  trick  our  unworthy  aunt  played  us — a  trick  quite 
beneath  the  Gall  family,  I'm  sure.     The  will  ran  thus  : 

"  Whereas  my  nephew,  Tiberius  Gall,  and  my  niece,  Martha  Gall,  are 
already  comfortably  provided  for,  I  do  spare  them  the  temptation  of  a 
further  addition  to  their  handsome  income,  which  supplies  them  with  all 
they  can  require  or  desire.  I  do  therefore  leave  and  bequeath  the  sum 
of  six  thousand  pounds  to  Miss  Minna  Hunter,  and  six  thousand  pounds 
to  Miss  Anna  Grabwell.  The  residue  of  my  worldly  goods  I  do  divido 
between  that  most  excellent  and  well-conducted  Association  for  Promoting 
Hot  Baths  and  Washhouses  among  the  Hottentots,  and  the  humane 
Institution  entitled  i  The  Maiden's  Retreat.'  " 

PostScript. — In  that  Retreat  I  am  wasting  away  an  inglorious  old 
age. 
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A     BIOGRAPH  T. 

Chapter  XII. 

**  Tou  ought  to  be  made  aware,"  said  Angus,  as  we  returned  to  the 
dty,  "that  Evadne  has  been  in  commuoication  with  her  brother  since 
•he  has  been  with  you  in  Rome ;  I  saw  her  but  the  other  day  at  the 
haunt  of  Scoronconcolo.  I  went  there  to  talk  with  Thanatos  over  past 
times ;  to  try  if  bis  heart  could  be  softened  and  refonned.  As  I  waited, 
for  he  was  from  home,  Evadne  entered  from  an  inner  room,  and  seeing 
me,  ehanged  countenance, — her  looks  expressive  of  surprise  and  morti- 
fication.  I  asked  her  how  she  could  have  entered  such  a  den.  Con- 
scioua  of  her  innocence  of  purpose,  on  hearing  my  voice  she  feit  re- 
assured,  and  replied  with  the  utmost  candour.  She  said  that  her  brother 
had  made  hinweif  known  to  her  at  Aula,  and  that,  acting  under  his 
commands,  she  had  betrayed  the  confidence  of  her  friends.  She  pleaded 
duty  to  her  brother — a  principle  he  himself  had  insisted  on,  and  to  which 
she  had  given  too  ready  adoption.  I  urged  her  no  further ;  for,  long 
before  she  had  said  thus  much,  she  was  in  tears.  At  this  juncture, 
Scoronconcolo  entered ;  he  knew  me,  and  my  object  in  being  there.  He 
was  about  to  welcome  me,  when  we  observed  Thanatos  crossing  the  court. 
*  He  shall  xepent,'  exclaimed  Scoronconcolo. 

"  As  Thanatos  entered  the  door,  the  brigand,  observing  that  the  menial 
ehanged  his  expression  of  face  on  seeing  me  there,  Struck  him,  and  said, 
'Why  do  you  assume  the  squint?'  At  these  words  the  eyes  of  Tha- 
natos became  straight,  and  the  resemblance  between  him  and  Evadne 
oomplete. 

"  I  said  much  to  Scoronconcolo  in  favour  of  his  vassal,  whom  I  pitied 
deeply,  and  earnestly  besonght  the  latter  to  mend  his  ways.  Having 
taken  my  leave,  I  eacorted  Evadne  to  your  door." 

From  all  this  I  feared  that  Evadne's  lot  was  henceforth  to  be  coupled 
with  that  of  her  unhappv  brother ;  and  I  repented  myself  of  having 
reecued  the  demon  from  ms  grave,  who,  if  restored  to  lifo,  must  thus  in- 
volve  her  in  the  meshes  of  bis  own  bad  destiny.  I  lamented  the  tears 
which  she  shed  over  the  speech  of  his  delirious  tongue  ;  if  such  must 
flow,  it  might  have  been  in  sweetness  over  the  dead,  net  m  bitterness,  as 
now,  over  the  abandoned.  She  was  his  saint  rather  than  his  guardian 
angel ;  she  prayed  for  his  foundering  soul,  but  could  afford  him  no  pro- 
tection; for  human  love  made  her  weak.  Angels  on  guard  have  a 
special  strength  assigned  them;  she  was  only  on  watch.  When  she 
vainly  looked  afar  for  compassionate  eyes  on  which  to  impress  tokens  of 
her  woe — Hinging  her  bewildered  glances  into  the  air,  to  behold  no  camp 
at  hand — her  distress  rose  in  oue  fixed  glance  above,  as  on  a  heavenly 
desolation. 

It  was  to  no  purpose  that  we  urged  Evadne  to  go  back  to  Rome ; 
when  we  left,  her  brother  slept; — would  that  it  had  been  the  sleep  of 
death  again ! 

While  I  remained  in  the  old  city  I  had  many  conversations  with 
Angus,  who  became  daily  more  dear  to  me.     He  told  me,  among  other 
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things,  that  Don  Abarbanel  still  lived — that  the  somnambulißt  bad  by 
degrees  enlarged  the  sphere  of  hif  nudnight  wanderings,  being  abaent 
sometimes  for  weeks  from  his  monastic  home ;  instead  of  returning, 
roring  farther  erery  day  from  the  Chartreuse.  During  the  few  rears 
that  had  passed  since  the  trareller  was  latt  with  us,  he  had  risited  the 
north ;  he  had  also  taken  ship,  and,  as  he  related,  had  explored  the 
countries  beyond  the  Atlantie.  In  the  New  World  he  had  trarersed  the 
lands  and  waters  of  the  Ineas ;  had  seen  the  stony  mountains,  and  crossed 
mighty  rirers  in  the  Company  of  adventurous  bands.  And  now  he  was 
prepared  to  proceed  once  more  to  that  mysterions  north  which  he  so 
much  loved.  New  portions  of  Russia  were  at  this  time  the  objeots  ef 
his  thoqghts :  not  the  regton  of  the  roeks  and  lakes,  nor  the  dty  of  tbe 
csars,  nor  the  rapids,  nor  the  Falls  of  Poroges ;  theee  he  had  seen ;  nor 
the  Sea  of  Azov,  which  he  had  twice  crossed ;  bat  the  remoter  botm- 
daries,  and  less  accessible  portions  of  those  secret  lands,  now  attracted 
him.  To  trarerse  the  Ural  Mountains,  to  ezplore  the  water-sheds,  and 
the  boundless  silent  steppe«,  to  seek  the  basin  of  the  Volga  throngh  ene 
pf  its  affiuent  rirers,  to  penetrate  the  Uwalli,  those  interminable  forests  of 
fir  and  plne ;  and  at  length,  on  the  greatest  ef  rirers,  to  enter  the  Caspiaa 
Sea — such  was  his  new  outline  of  travel.  And  we  parted 3 — I  for  my 
study  at  Aula,  he  for  his  northern  world. 

We  reached  Siena,  and  while  there  I  imposed  upon  myself  the  duty 
of  risiting  the  old  mansion  where  I  beliered  Melissa  to  reside ;  bot  I 
found  that  she  was  in  Lombardy  with  her  mother.  The  eircurastance 
gare  me  satisfaction,  for  I  could  not  desire  to  meet  one  whose  early  life 
was  entwined  in  sorrow  round  mine.  I  had  sent  Ippolito  to  Sonnino, 
that  Evadne  might  hare  a  protector ;  but  a  letter  from  the  ehemist  had 
been  brought  to  me  containing  disastrous  news.  I  stood  at  tbe  window 
as  I  read,  when  Ippolito  and  Evadne  crossed  the  street,  and  we  sooa 
made  them  acquainted  with  our  presence  in  the  same  city.  Eradne  had 
a  forlorn  look,  her  deep  brown  hair  hanging  down  her  cheeks ;  she  ftU 
into  Adora's  arms,  and  sobbed  there.  Poor  ohtld !  •adversity  was  to  be 
her  fiite,  though  her  lot  had  been  propltious, — unexpectedly  entangled  in' 
a  stränge  current  of  erents.  8he  could  not  well  hare  known  waat,  bot 
hare  become  friendless ;  but  the  remembranee  of  her  twe  brothers,  of 
that  dark  history,  had  kept  her  eyes  sorrowful,  her  eheeks  pale,  and  had 
thus  boded  of  evil  to  come. 

The  chemist's  letter  announeed  the  restoration  of  Thanatoa,  but  not  to 
health,  for  he  had  become  a  mischierous  idiot,  more  debased  in  naturt 
than  befbre.  He  had  driven  his  sister  to  flight ;  she  had  met  Ippolito  en 
his  road  from  Rome.  How  tried  must  such  exalted  rirtue  hare  been  to 
hare  fled — fled  from  the  blasphemer;  fled  with  horror,  open-mouthed ; 
fled  alone  from  an  only  brother,  with  a  heart  cracked  in  childhood,  and 
now  breaking ! 

When  she  first  suspected  his  threatened  fate,  whither  did  she  fly? 
When  she  saw  him  with  the  quickness  of  instinct  suspended  at  the  tree- 
branch,  was  she  not  dumb  through  agonr ; — no  roioe  to  express  her  dis- 
may,  befbre  unutterable ;  and  when  he  Bnowed  signs  of  reriral,  no  roiee 
to  express  her  joy,  her  ecstasy  of  soul  ?  And  when  he  arose,  with  eunes 
issuing  from  his  mouth,  and  pursued  her  in  her  flight,  as  with  the  sting 
of  death,  dumb  was  her  horror ;  she  fled  in  mute  despair. 
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Wo  returned  to  Aula,  but  not  to  remain  there  long,  for  we  thought 
that  the  sea  air  would  aisist  in  restoring  poor  Evadne,  whose  voice  came 
not  back,  and  whose  health  had  suffered  through  so  many  trials.  By 
adverse  fate  we  went,  and  setüed  ourselves  at  a  small  port  called  Vada, 
at  the  roouth  of  the  Ceoina.  There,  in  a  pleasant  vilJa  near  the  remains 
af  the  anoient  town,  we  passed  our  time  agreeably  among  the  breezes  of 
the  Mediterranean.  The  plaoe  was  quiet,  and  not  frequented  by  strängen 
from  a  distance  j  there  was  muoh  to  amuse;— the  felucca  skimming  the 
smooth  waters,  and  inviting  excursions  to  Livorno  and  the  bay  of  Spezia 
beyond.  The  vieit  answered  its  immediate  end ;  none  were  so  happy  as 
Ippolito  and  Evadne ;  they  were  ever  side  by  side,  and  the  face  of  the 
latter  had  exchanged  oare  for  the  buoyant  smüe.  Their  attachment  was 
nothing  new,  and  so  devoted  was  it  on  her  part,  that  it  at  times  gare  an 
air  of  fatuity  to  her  looks. 

One  day,  while  we  were  at  livorno,  Evadne  reoovered  her  voice ;  the 
«hange  was  prodactive  of  melancholy  in  her,  which  was  confirmed  in 
some  measore  by  the  appearance  of  Scoronconcolo  during  that  afternoon 
upon  the  beach  of  Spezia,  into  the  bay  of  which  we  had  saüed,  with  a  view 
to  remain  there  several  days.  And  would  that,  among  other  events  of 
my  life  which  have  ended  mournfully,  I  had  never  visited  Vada,  or  made 
excursions  along  the  ahores !  One  evening,  not  long  after  Scoronconcolo's 
arrival  among  us,  for  he  lived  upon  the  beach,  and  accosted  us  as  often 
as  we  walked  there,— the  brigand  was  at  my  side,  while  Ippolito  and  the 
children  were  Walking  in  front,  and  Evadne  at  some  distance  in  advance, 
at  the  side  of  Adora.  Scoronconcolo  asked  for  money,  which  I  consented 
to  advance  him  for  the  last  time ;  and  I  was  in  the  act  of  conveying  it  to 
him,  when  a  scream  announoed  some  threatened  disaster.  In  a  moment 
Adora  was  alone :  we  saw  Evadne  rushing  towards  the  sea.  We  stopped 
to  gaze,  when  suddenly  a  man  appeared  in  sight  upon  the  beach  :  it  was 
Thanatos  in  pursuit  of  his  sister ; — he  flew  to  the  water's  edge,  but  she 
was  beyond  "his  reach ;  she  had  plunged  into  the  sea.  We  pressed  for- 
ward,  not  in  time,  however,  to  save  her,  for  she  sank  more  than  once ; — 
when  to  our  joy  a  boat,  which  lay  in  a  small  creek  and  was  well  manned, 
put  off  shore,  and  made  for  the  drowning  girl.  They  reached  her,  and 
raising  her  from  the  brine,  put  to  sea  in  the  directum  of  a  vessel  at  anchor 
about  a  mile  out. 

To  attempt  a  description  of  the  scene  that  ensned  is  needless  ;  conster- 
nation  seizea  on  all  of  us,  not  excepting  Scoronconcolo  himself,  who 
stood  pale  and  amazed  at  the  daring  act  of  the  pirates.  Every  circum- 
stance  connected  with  this  dreadful  abduction  was  observed  along  the 
bay,  and  every  felucca  instantly  gave  chase ;  but  in  sight  of  this  little 
fleet  the  outlaws  reached  their  own  vessel,  which  set  sail,  and  ere  sunset 
was  a  mere  speck  ;  while  the  boats,  failing  in  their  pursuit,  remained  at 
sea,  coverrag  the  regal  brillianey  of  the  waters,  half  purple,  half  golden, 
with  milk-white  sails. 

The  scene  was  witnessed  by  hundreds  who  nightry  firequented  the 
beach  to  watch  the  fishing.  We  hastened  to  the  town  and  gave  Infor- 
mation to  the  authorities  of  all  that  had  happened,  and  they  promised, 
with  the  utmost  promptitude  and  humanity,  to  communicate,  through 
the  government,  with  every  State  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  to  offer  im- 
mense rewards  for  the  recovery  of  the  lost  one. 
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Thus  far  have  I  written  her  lifo ;  and  my  mind  is  arrested  at  the  verge 
of  a  deep  sympsthy— on  approaching  which  nature  vaniahes,  and  the 
spirit  lives  alone  in  the  vacuity  silent  and  vast :  the  void  which  the  well- 
beloved  has  left  in  the  region  of  consciousness. 

To  some  beings  thuß  fetal  are  extrinsic  influences !  The  mind  itself 
would  have  insured  to  Evadne  an  immunity  from  moral  risk ;  it  would 
have  kept  her  in  rectitude,  and  have  borne  her  safely  through  the  paths 
of  common  duty.  But  the  associates  of  her  lot  placed  her  upon  the  edge 
of  a  whirlpool  eddying  with  savage  lifo,  which  caught  her  np ;  in  an 
instant  she  was  beyond  the  pale  of  civihsation,  at  nrst  the  associate  of 
thieves,  at  last  the  prey  of  the  lawless.  Had  she  sank,  dear  devoted 
soul,  into  the  waters,  and  perished  innocently,  time  would  have  sweetened 
her  memory ;  and  it  would  have  been  feit  gratefully  by  every  survivor  that 
her  spirit  was  at  rest.  But  doubt  still  hovers  over  her  track,  and  by 
turns  buries  and  exhumes  her ;  she  is  dead,  yet  she  lives  to  hope  ;  her 
epitaph  is  writ  in  notes  of  interrogation  ;  the  resurgam  has  not  been  said 
as  for  one  who  aleeps  in  a  Redeemer's  faith,  but  who  at  this  hourmay  be 
still  coffined  in  a  moral  grave. 


Chapteb  XIII. 

Gone  is  she  to  the  far-off  land — 

Not  where  the  dead  in  peace  resides— 
Not  where,  at  the  Right  Hand, 

The  drifted  soul  abides — 
But  on  Borne  uncleared  country  toss'd, 
Where  souls  of  virtue  are  as  lost; 
And  oeean  severs  all  held  dear — 
To  looging  eyes  a  prospect  ever  drear. 

Lost  i«  the  loved  one  in  her  prime, 
Snatch'd  from  the  arme  held  out  in  vaio, 

And  hastened  to  a  shadowy  clime, 
Whence  she  comes  not  again. 

Her  sali  is  raoving  on  the  wave, 

Iike  the  white  tablet  of  a  grave; 

Before  the  breeze  she  scuds  from  sight, 

And  passes  from  us  into  night. 

She  had  vanished — and  was  cherished  in  recollection  as  a  lovely  form 
of  air ;  and  when  time  had  worn  out  the  hope  which  we  had  contmually 
applied  to  the  embalming  of  her  memory,  she  still  haunted  us,  though  as 
a  snapeless  and  lonely  tmng  which  dwelt  in  our  souls  afar  off,  spealring 
to  us  there,  but  without  communion.  Not  theflower,  destroyed  to  be  re- 
turned  in  the  hands  of  spring ;  but  the  snow-flake,  melting  and  replaced, 
to  vanlsh  as  it  came !  As  time  gets  weary  of  its  burdens,  she  only  seems 
farther  away ;  as  storms  sweep  over  us  from  remotest  corners  of  winter, 
she  teils  us  in  their  messages  of  her  form  still  departing,  clad  as  when  she 
left,  but  her  garment  shivering  with  the  wind,  and  clinging  as  to  a  spirit, 
now  ascending,  now  hovering  about  the  pole.  A  moan  in  the  paudess 
forest  says  that  she  lingers  in  the  world  of  those  she  loved ;  but  the  anow 
that  then  falls  from  the  cold  outer  dorne,  teils  us,  in  gentle  measured  ägna, 
—like  the  light  rustling  of  a  bridal  robe, — that  she  is  above. 

Such  were  my  reflections  continually  about  poor  Evadne. 

"  I  cannot  be  surprised,"  said  Pulci,  u  to  hear  that  you  are  unrecon- 
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ciled  to  the  justice  of  Evadne' s  end.  Had  ehe,  however,  taken  counsel 
of  her  ripe  judgment,  it  would  not  have  so  happened ;  she  was  to  Harne  in 
resisting  convictions  which  bad  been  the  growth  of  her  life.  Who  knew 
better  what  was  rieht  than  she,  the  beioved  of  Ippolito,  the  shadow  of 
Adora  ?  Bat  she  obeyed  desire,  and  stifled  reason.  She  knew  how  aban- 
doned  her  brother  was,  but  would  not  give  him  up ;  thus  refusing  to  bear 
the  yearnings  of  her  own  natura  for  the  love  of  God!  She  could  never 
have  really  served  him,  yet  she  sacrifioed  all  to  the  idea  of  brotherhood ; 
hence  arose  the  untoward  destiny  which  she  was  plunged  into.  Cer- 
tainly,  no  such  extremity  of  evil  might  have  happened  in  like  circumstances, 
if  repeated  a  hundred  times ;  but  as  it  is  almost  always  in  our  power  to 
escape  the  contingent  evils  of  this  world  by  choosmp  the  good  part,  we 
must  not  blame  our  destiny  when  we  are  caught  in  the  snares  of  misfor- 
tune,  through  imprudenoe. 

"  Let  not  us,  in  a  word,  lay  our  few  failures  at  the  door  of  Providence, 
while  we  are  so  utile  ready  to  trace  to  the  same  source  our  hourly  enjoy- 
ments  and  successes." 

So  said  Pulci,  the  religious  man ;  but  I,  the  sinner,  knew  more  on  this 
sad  event  than  he.  When  I  left  Rome  to  save  Thanatos  from  death,  it 
was  to  perform  a  good  and  meritorious  action,  and  I  clung  to  the  hope 
that  by  such  I  might  avert  the  retribution  which  threatened  me.  In 
this,  however,  I  saw  my  mistake;  saw  that  his  return  among  the  living, 
obtained,  if  not  in  violation  of  natura,  at  least  through  the  utmost  coer- 
cion  of  her  laws,  and  that  without  one  heavenly  blessing,  was  to  be  at  the 
price  of  another's  life ;  for  equal  to  such  was  the  capture  of  Evadne.  I 
was  to  lose  the  innocent,  for  having  saved  the  guilty :  alas !  that  she 
should  have  been  the  victim  in  her  brother's  stead ! 

Yet,  finally,  the  sacrifice  of  Evadne  led  to  the  salvation  of  her  brother's 
soul ;  it  therefore  carried  with  it  preise :  and  the  loss  of  her  whom  I  so 
much  loved  and  mourned,  taught  me  to  love  Thanatos — to  love  him  who 
was  to  survive  in  her  stead — to  love  my  enemy  as  myself ! 


Chapteb  XIV. 

Hast  thou  seen  amid  sloping  verdure  the  acacia  in  füll  blossom,  the 
aloes»  the  myrtle,  and  the  vineyard  at  the  mountain's  base,  the  olive 
plantation,  and  the  cbestnut  grove  ?  Hast  thou  stood  by  the  marble  rock, 
by  the  cascade,  aod  the  grotto,  ma^nificent  and  awful,  and  viewed  the 
ocean  in  the  gap  between  green  hiUs  ?  Hast  thou  inhaled  the  breezey 
and  feit  that,  balniy  and  inspiring,  it  was  thy  native  air  ?  Then  we  are 
brothers,  and  I  may  continue  to  address  thee. 

I  lived  in  the  midst  of  all  these  beauties :  hadst  thou  so  done,  thou 
wouldst  not  have  been  uniformly  happy*  All  alike  forget  that  blessings 
have  a  source :  the  flood  borders  on  home ;  the  fountain  is  afar — difficult 
to  reach  are  its  bubbling  sands  and  unpretending  shallows.  Should  we 
not  raise  a  fönt,  and  be  daily  baptized  at  the  source  of  the  good  we 
enjoy  ? 

We  strive  and  fail,  we  pine  and  repine,  the  happy  prospect  is  reached 
and  becomes  the  cold  possession!  So  are  the  senses  benumbed,  wom 
put;  they  scarce  feel  Providence  itself. 
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The  old  min  loree  to  moralise ;  thoee  who  ihare  with  him  hii  love  of 
nature  will  pardon  bis  digrenions. 

I  continued  to  live  in  the  midst  of  beauties  such  as  I  hare  described  \ 
autumn  came  again — for  time  goet  faster  as  wo  get  older  $  lifo  is  like  a 
wheel,  which  at  first  turns  elowly,  then  with  more  and  more  speed,  and  at 
last,  after  afew  creeping  revolutions,  it  stops  euddenly.  Autumn  came— 
the  brown  and  yellow  season,  and  stränge  things  were  seen  in  Company 
with  its  crumpled  migrating  learee— things  that  had  the  mask  of  super- 
natural life.  The  people  in  the  castle  had  grown  timid ;  they  mored 
about  in  couples  towards  erentide,  afraid  to  go  ferth  alone.  Person! 
were  said  to  infest  the  place  at  night — persona  of  mysterious  bearing,  who 
made  no  way  for  those  they  met,  who  returned  not  their  looks,  who, 
when  spoken  to,  walked  on  and  gave  no  reply.  Of  theae  visitors  one 
was  a  female,  said  to  be  tall  and  of  austere  visage  ;  the  other  a  male,  of 
deathlike  aapect  and  withered  firame.  At  first,  I  little  beeded  the  warn- 
ings  I  received  of  their  Coming  and  going,  yet  I  became  uneasy  in  my 
turn. 

And  it  is  bad  enough  to  be  uneasy  j  it  is  as  if  some  inrisible  all  were 
pending,  and  soon  or  lata  raust  fall  to  overwhelm  one.  He  orer  whose 
pillow  the  assassin  Stands  by  night,  lies  uneasy  in  his  sleepi  he  sees 
nothing,  and  fears  not,  but  his  conscience  is  at  fault,  he  deserves  the  in* 
virible  blow.  What  had  I  done  that  the  visits  of  strangers  near  my  door 
should  keep  my  breast  in  disquiet  ?  Much,  indeed  ;  yet  had  I  no  fear 
of  man,  nor  of  the  enchanted  world ;  I  could  have  encountered  either  at 
that  time,  strong  in  body,  healthy  in  mind :  yet  to  reason  on  the  subjeet 
availed  me  nothing ;  no  explanation  oould  snift  off  the  welght  that  die* 
tressed  me. 

Adora  did  not  share  in  this  feeling,  nor  in  any  of  my  apprehensions : 
she  was  cheerful,  and  I  was  gloomy ;  she  was  kind,  I  was  morose ; 
she  was  meek,  I  was  impatient  j  she  was  considerate,  I  was  selfish  j  she 
was  confiding,  I  was  falsa.  My  aims  were  always  virtuous,  not  my 
deeds ;  I  could  not  mount  aloft.  Was  it  the  fate  of  Evadne  that  was 
beginning  to  affect  me  afresh  ?  No,  my  uneasiness  was  not  alüed  to 
sorrow.  Was  it  the  remembranoe  of  her  brother  ?  It  was  not;  Thana- 
tos  was  in  safe  keeping,  and  could  do  no  man  any  härm.  Was  it  the 
dread  of  Sooronconcolo,  whose  murder  of  the  Doge,  in  allianoe  with  the 
crafty  Lorenmno,  a  deed  foreseen  by  Angus  aione,  had  recently  stirred 
up  horror  in  erery  heart  ?  No ;  for  though  I  had  cast  him  off,  I 
feared  not  his  vengeance:  the  emotion  I  feit  waa  moral.  Wbj  it 
Giuditta — she  who  predicted  that  we  were  to  meet  again  on  the  ere  of 
some  marked  sorrow  ? 

I  went  not  forth  at  night ;  and  when  by  day  I  sought  the  hüls,  amidit 
which  I  might  soliloquise,  it  was  otot  the  open  heaä,  that  none  might 
unexpectedly  intrude  upon  me  as  I  went  along ;  and  when  I  rested,  it 
was  in  the  time-scooped  hollow  of  a  tree,  or  in  the  woods,  that  no  eye 
might  espy  me.  And  I  make  mention  of  this,  for  one  day  while  thus  coa- 
ceaJed  I  saw  an  interesting  youth,  whose  life  became  a  part  of  vuns, 
approach ;  his  step  was  weary,  his  hair  long  and  thin ;  he  talked  aloud ; 
as  he  drew  nearer,  I  peroeired,  by  the  inspired  look  of  his  pale  and  siokly 
face,  that  he  was  intent  on  listening  to  the  touching  sounds  of  his  own 
voice,  which  was  louder  than  is  wont,  as  of  one  deaf. 
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"  When  thought  is  once  set  free  of  the  mind,"  said  the  youth,  "it 
must  mount  the  leaden  type,  or  incur  the  chanoe  of  heing  lost  for  ever ; 
and  how  wonderfully  it  arranges  those  unmeaning  letten  in  its  path 
from  east  to  west  like  the  sun  !  Though  I  am  but  a  poor  printer,  I  can- 
not  bear  to  break  up  the  type  of  what  is  great  and  striking ;  I  therefore 
think  that  I  have  a  eoul  above  my  employment,  one  that  could  almott 
make  the  letters  take  the  form  of  what  I  feel  myself»  I  am  now  but  the 
alave  of  the  immortal ;  my  work  is  mean  and  mechanical;  it  must  perish. 
Peetry  and  müde  live ;  the  poet  meets  bis  thoughts  again  in  heaven,  the 
great  master  is  welcomed  to  bliss  under  showers  of  his  own  symphony ; 
thoughts  and  sounds  divine  are  their  portton  for  ever ;  but  the  printer's 
art  must  end ;  it  is  of  this  world  alone.  And  now  to  Volterra — I  who 
have  taken  part  in  printing  the  Count  of  Aula  s  works  in  every  republio, 
almost  in  every  town,  now  proceed  thither  to  the  same  task  under  the 
shadow  of  his  own  towen." 

Saying  this  he  sighed  deeply,  and  was  soon  out  of  hearing,  when  I 
summoned  him,  and  bade  him  return  with  me  to  the  Castle,  which  he 


I  sat  him  at  my  board,  and  when  he  had  ate  and  drank  freely,  I  oon- 
versed  with  him. 

"  Where  are  you  going  now,  and  on  what  errand?"  I  inquired* 

"  I  am  on  my  way  to  Volterra,  in  seareh  of  work,"  he  said« 

"  Where  is  your  home  ?"  • 

"  My  home  is  on  the  road ;  I  had  good  work  at  Rome,  but  the  bot 
rooms  of  the  city  were  too  much  for  me,  for  I  am  oonsumptive,"  said  the 
printer,  abruptly,  as  he  settled  his  large  eyes,  bristling  with  lashes,  upon 
mine. 

"  Then  you  gave  up  Rome  ?*' 

"  Before  I  had  worked  for  a  week  in  the  hot  and  crowded  rooms  there, 
I  ooughed  up  blood." 

"  If  you  are  thus  ill,  why  do  you  travel?" 

"The  eountry  suits  me;  and  in  the  smallertownsthey  keep  the  rooms 
purer,  and  give  us  fresher  air." 

"  If  you  are  so  ill,  would  it  not  be  wisest  to  stay  at  home?" 

"  I  am  obliged  to  work,  for  there  is  no  one  eise  to  support  the  family : 
my  sister  and  mother  depend  entirely  on  me  for  their  bread,  and  a  large 
snm  I  could  earn  every  week  if  it  were  not  for  my  cough }  it  is  that 
which  makes  us  poor.  He  then  added,  feelingly :  "  It  is  very  hard  that 
I  should  be  obliged- to  throw  up  so  many  good  situations :  I  have  had 
suoh  profitable  places  at  Rome«11 

**  ls  your  mother  old  ?" 

"  Not  very." 

"  Does  ehe  work  ?" 

«4  Yes  i  night  and  day." 

u  Does  your  sister  work?" 

"  No ;  she  is  ill  always. 

M  How  are  they  employed  V 

"  My  sister  lives  in  bed ;  my  mother  keeps  a  lodging-house  at  the 
Gasa  Grazani  \  but  her  earnings,  with  all  her  work,  are  only  enough  to 
pay  the  rent ;  and  sloce  I  have  been  onable  to  give  them  raoney,  they 
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ha ve  spent  what  they  earned ;  so  I  expect  every  day  to  hear  that  the  far- 
niture  is  seised  by  the  landlord,  and  that  they  are  made  beggara." 

"  Have  they  no  friend  ?n 

"  Yes,  they  have  nie ;  and  they  expect  every  day  that  I  ahall  send 
them  money — but  what  can  I  do  r  It  is  with  difficulty  that  I  can  get 
along ;  and  when  I  reach  my  work,  it  may  last  only  three  weeks ;  em- 
ployment  is  so  uncertain  in  the  towns." 

"  Have  you  no  relatives  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  a  brother ;  he  has  good  work.  He  roight  help  bis  poor 
mother  if  he  liked." 

"  Does  he  know  of  your  distress  ?" 

"  Yes,  for  he  shared  it  once.  He  was  an  apprentice  then,  and  lived 
at  home.  Oh,  he  was  so  promising — there  was  nothing  he  would  not 
promise ;  but  since  he  has  received  wages,  he  has  married,  and  taken  no 
more  notice  of  m !  Why  he  turned  out  so  I  cannot  say,  unless  it  was 
that  he  had  too  good  a  mother." 

The  poor  youth  was  deeply  affected  as  he  said  tbese  last  words. 

"  Go  home,  my  poor  fellow,"  said  I ;  "  go  home,  and  take  care  of 
your  health ;  you  are  not  in  a  State  to  serve  your  ramily  at  the  present 
tirae.,, 

"  I  know  it,"  said  the  poor  man,  crying ;  "  and  it  seems  very  hard. 
But  the  misery  I  saw  at  home  was  such,  that  I  could  bear  it  no  Jonger, 
and  I  resolved  to  go  away,  and  do  my  best  abroad.  If  I  die,  I  cannot 
help  it ;  while  I  can  work  fbr  them,  I  will." 

As  he  said  these  words,  Adora  entered,  not  knowing  he  was  present ; 
on  her  he  raised  hts  consumptive  eyes,  and  I  saw  her  shudder  as  she  re« 
tired. 

Having  written  a  letter,  I  said : 

"  When  you  reach  Volterra,  deliver  this  packet  to  Volta  the  physician," 
— for  I  had  established  the  restorer  of  Thanatos  in  that  city — "  he  wÜl 
attend  to  you,  and  relieve  all  your  wants.'9 

With  these  words,  and  a  present  for  bis  mother,  I  dismissed  the  printer. 
He  seemed  to  have  risen  in  judgment  against  me ;  his  look,  which  I  ahall 
never  be  able  to  describe,  had  Struck  horror  into  my  souL 

This  incident  roused  me,  and  more  than  any  event  that  had  of  late  oc- 
curred,  filled  nie  with  a  desire  to  do  good,  to  cancel  in  some  degree  the  moral 
blank  of  past  days  by  means  of  charity ;  but  I  feit,  as  I  proposed  to  follow 
this  dictate,  that  I  desired  to  avert  some  eyil  impending  over  myself ;  fbr 
I  wanted  the  true  philanthropy  which  makes  the  love  of  others  the  only 
object  of  ezUtence.  The  Observation  of  human  passion,  if  not  the  study, 
remained  dearest  to  me  of  all  pursuits  ;  nor  is  it  to  be  denied,  that  I  stdl 
looked  with  philosophical  eyes  on  events  regarded  as  purely  diatresaful  by 
others.  For  active  pursuits  of  this  nature  1  had  ceased  long  to  encourage 
the  passion;  indeed,  my  nerves  had  been  enfeebled,  and  my  conacience 
scared,  by  what  I  had  already  done  ;  the  time,  therefore,  in  due  coorse 
arrived  when  I  should  have  been  glad  to  retire  frem  a  life  of  excitement : 
but,  such  is  the  nature  of  events,  such  the  secret  will  of  the  Most  Just, 
the  circumstances  which  in  my  temerity  I  had  invoked,  were  to  react  upon 
me;  their  consequences  were  to  rebound  with  overwbelming  förce;  no 

ßnitence  was  yet  to  b^  deep  enovigh  to  avert  the  retrifeutive  justice  of  my 
is,  f  f 
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Chaptbr  XV. 

Wk  liad  sat  up  late  that  very  night  employed  in  talking  about  the 
printer,  and  in  marvelling  at  his  hapless  lot,  when  suddenly  a  domestio 
entered  the  room  and  said  that  the  Lady  Trivulzio  wat  seiied  with  death. 
We  hastened  to  her  Chamber,  and,  sad  to  witness,  found  her  already  dead« 
Not  willing,  however,  to  believe  that  the  awful  rieht  which  smote  our 
sorrowing  eres  was  real,  we  dismissed  a  ßervant  to  Yolterra  to  summon 
Volta  the  pbysician. 

The  man  of  knowledge  came,  hat  was  unable  to  administer ;  and  the 
day  of  the  funeral  came,  when  the  loved  remains  of  her  whose  end  had 
been  so  sudden  were  placed  within  the  vault  of  the  village  church  by  my 
mother's  aide.  On  the  morning  following,  as  I  stood  near  the  window, 
the  figure  of  one  now  more  distasteful  than  ever  to  me,  was  visible  on  the 
lawn:  it  was  Scoronconcolo,  who,  on  seeing  me,  approached  the  room 
where  I  was.  Adora  was  also  there,  but  her  presence  did  not  deter  the 
monster  from  addressing  me  at  the  open  casement.  £re  I  had  time  to 
bid  him  begone,  he  demanded  money  of  me  for  having,  as  he  said,  lured 
Thanatos  iuto  the  church  vault,  and  there  left  him  to  periah ;  aproceeding 
which  he  justified  as  necessary,  since  the  idiot  had  burst  from  bis  asylum 
with  threats  against  all  who  had  befriended  him  1 

While  I  wasted  the  moments  in  listening,  and  expressing  indignation 
at  tbe  wicked  deed,  Adora  rushcd  from  the  room,  and  crossed  the  park 
to  the  village  with  the  fleetness  of  charity.  I  followed  her  steps ;  she 
had  seized  the  keys  as  she  crossed  the  hall.  On  arriving  at  the  church, 
I  found  all  the  doors  thrown  open.  Adora  was  in  the  vault,  though  not 
distinguishable ;  silence  and  darkness,  fit  guardians  of  the  dead,  con- 
cealed  her  and  the  victira  she  was  in  quest  of ;  and  when  the  villagers 
brought  lights,  we  found  her,  faint  and  pale,  lying  on  the  cold  steps. 
Not  far  from  her  sat  Thanatos,  blinking  at  the  candles ;  his  raven  hair 
had  turned  to  white,  and  he  was,  apparently,  a  hopeless  idiot.  He  ob- 
served  no  one ;  his  composure  indicated  that  his  agony  was  past. 

We  carried  the  suffercrs  into  the  cottage  of  old  La  Carita.  Adora 
soon  revived,  but  it  was  only  to  shudder,  and  swoon  again.  Thanatos 
looked  about  suspiciously,  as  he  sat  with  his  hands  hanging  from  his 
knees  before  the  blazing  hearth;  but  he  answered  no  questions,  and 
heeded  no  one  who  spoke  to  him.  Poor  tenement  of  vice,  now  empty  I 
I  looked  at  his  bushy  hair,  turaed  grey  during  the  dark  hours  of  a  night» 
and  at  his  face,  thus  vacant,  and  feit  the  pangs  of  pity. 

Adora,  after  a  few  days  had  passed,  was  in  appearance  well  again ; 
but  she  had  been  horror-stricken ;  she  could  forget  no  part  of  what  she 
had  beheld.  Her  sleep  left  her ;  if,  when  worn  out  with  watching,  she 
lapsed  for  a  few  moments  into  rest,  it  was  to  awake  rushing  to  the  sepul- 
chre,  or  chill  and  faint  on  its  frigid  steps.  Thus  haunted  by  an  im- 
pression  which  lost  nothing  of  its  force,  she  at  length  purposely  kept  her 
eyes  unclosed,  and  during  the  hours  of  night  talked  to  me  with  unwonted 
freedom.  She  spoke  sometimes  of  herseif  and  of  me,  but  oftener  of  the 
children,  and  dwelt  with  emphasis  on  their  dispositions  and  faulte.  Above 
all,  she  enlarged  on  the  force  of  habit,  and  the  means  of  making  it  sub- 
servient  in  the  young  to  a  religious  end. 

t'  Religion  \a  not  a  native  of  th>*  world,"  she  wguld  say,  ^  but  fino^s  a 


436  VELTHINA8;  OB,  THE  ORDEAL  Ol1  BACBIFICB. 

home  readily  with  the  human  heart,  when  the  two  are  brought  up  to- 
gether ;  for  both  have  an  infancy.  If  they  meet  in  late  years  for  the  first 
time,  they  seldom  unite ;  they  have  not  learned,  by  daily  training,  to 
giye  way  to  each  other ;  the  aacendancy  of  the  better  naa  not  been 
gained;  they  want  the  early  fnendship,  the  remembrance  of  a  divine 
paafc.  Of  all  good  thinga,  a  holy  childhood  ia  the  most  rare,  the  moat 
delrghtful  to  reflect  on.  Do  not  y ou  feel  it  ?  It  is  trae,"  ahe  continued, 
with  the  aame  unbiaased  speech,  "  that  your  own  habits  were  not  w«U 
directed,  and  that  religion  was  put  before  you  in  a  priestly  maak ;  but 
you  know  how  sad  haa  been  your  fate,  poasessing  a  mina  ao  vaat,  so 
active,  and  left  uncautioned  how  best  to  control  the  vain  deaire,  or  to 
direct  the  vague  aspiration.  You  will  reach  the  most  perfect  holineas  ai 
last;  you  have  long  seen  it  before  you  as  your  goal;  would  you  not 
rather  have  regarded  it  as  inseparable  from  an  early  dawn  ?  You  feel 
it  profoundly;  would  that  I  could  have  lived  to  witness  its  completion  in 
your  breast — its  triumph  over  earthly  Scheines!" 

Theo,  aller  a  brief  interval,  sbe  would  reaume  a  poition  of  the  aame 
aubjeet. 

"  It  is  not  difficult  to  know  what  is  right,  or,  when  known,  to  expreas 
it,"  said  Adora;  "but  to  do  right,  reqfdres  the  habit;  that  alone  can 
make  wisdom  and  action  one ;  for  the  divine  and  human  will  struggle 
for  supremaey  in  us  all." 

After  thus  exciting  me  to  the  highest,  by  diaooune  so  new  and  beau- 
tifal,  Adora  would  drop  into  sleep  without  awaiting  my  reply,  leaving» 
me  to  meditate  in  darkness.  She  then  would  ßtart  up  as  if  alarmed,  and 
recovering  self-possessiony  would  again  pursne  her  subjeet  as  if  she  hau! 
not  ceaaed  speaking  on  it. 

11  An  instance,"  she'  said,  u  oecurs  to  me  of  the  happy  infiuenee  of 
habit.  When  I  give  anything  to  Oraao,  I  give  the  aame  to  his  aistwr 
Angelina ;  and  to  be  the  bearer  of  my  present  to  her,  is  among  his 
greatest  pleasures.  But,  one  day,  being  alone  with  him  in  the  garden,  I 
ffathered  a  small  düster  of  grapes  from  the  vine,  and  held  ittowards 
him  $  after  a  few  minutes,  seetng  how  pleased  he  had  been,  I  took  a 
aecond  düster  for  him  off  the  stem.  He  held  it  up  between  his  littJe 
£ngers,  his  eyes  gleaming  with  inimitable  lustre,  and  exclatmed, '  Thia 
is  for  Angelina !'  " 

Again  Adora  slept,  soon  to  awake  as  before  and  address  me  in  my  vigil; 
for  I  could  now  seldom  dose  my  eydtds.  • 

"  I  should  wish,"  said  she,  "  to  have  our  beloved  children  devoted  to 
the  service  of  the  Most  High.  To  conseerate  them  thus  may  be  a  taak 
of  much  difficulty,  and  by  mqst  it  would  be  deemed  an  uncalled-for  aacri« 
fice.  It  must  seem  hara  even  to  minds  only  in  a  slight  degree  worldly,  to 
dedicate  an  heir  of  princely  honours  and  domains  to  the  service  of  the 
Almighty,  which  the  meanest  can  perform  ;  yet  how  Httle  ia  the  world 
our  own,  and  how  fleeting  is  renown  !  Still  I  have  no  right  to  say  too 
much  on  this  subjeet ;  you  are  the  father,  and  will  jndge  aright"  With 
these  words  she  was  asfeep  again. 

Conversations  like  these,  running  at  intervals  through  the  stüloeas 
of  the  night,  renewed  the  depression  which  I  had  so  freshly  laboured 
under.  Autumn  was  still  present  in  its  magnifieent  decay — a  aeason 
unezhilirating  to  a  sombre  mind ;  the  printert  influence,  wiäi  the  aound 
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of  his  cough,  and  the  large  sickliness  of  bis  eye  was  upon  me  ;  so  like- 
wise  was  the  new  aspect  of  Thanatos  in  his  altered  phase  of  being.  Dim 
bat  portentous  warnings  to  beware  the  treachery  of  Scoronconcolo,  whom 
I  had  now  cast  off,  hovered  about  and  often  weighed  upon  my  spirits  ; 
above  all,  and  from  the  distance  of  tirae,  came  a  dread,  Bmiting,  as 
Adora's  words  had  smitten,  my  inmost  heart,  and  sinMng  me  into 
melancholy  out  of  whicb  I  could  make  no  effort  to  escape. 

Then,  what  astonished  and  dismayed  me,  was  to  find  tbat  Adora, 
wbo  had  watched  me  narrowly  when  I  had  been  in  these  states  of  mind 
before,  was  unconscious  of  my  perilous  condition  :  ehe  had  fbrmerly 
gone  with  me  to  the  coast  or  to  the  city,  and  had  called  in  aid  every 
means  at  her  dispoeal  to  cheer  me;  now  she  saw  not  my  woful  dis- 
temper,  as  if,  herseif  drawing  nigh  to  another  world,  she  could  take  no 
cognisance  of  this  or  its  affairs.  ' 

In  my  panic,  I  called  for  Volta  the  physician,  and  placed  Adora  under 
his  care.  He  thought  seriously  of  what  he  heard  and  saw  ;  there  was 
no  bodily  disease,  but  the  life  itself  had  received  a  shock  too  powerful  to 
be  rectraed~~unlefts  by  time. 


HURRY  SKURRY. 

A   TAUE  OF   MY   LODGING8. 
I. 


Yäs,  even  now,  after  the  lapse  of  many  years,  how  does  each  /feature 
of  my  bachelor's  apartments  at  Mrs.  M'Fleecim's  arise  to  my  recollec- 
tion. 

There,  in  the  first  place,  is  the  asthmatic  servant»girl,  whom  I  see  even 
now,  as  she  was  wont  to  present  herseif  at  the  summons  of  my  bell,  on 
a  Saturday  night— on  which  night,  at  twelve  o'clock  precisely,  after  the 
street-stairs  are  washed  down,  the  progressive  state  of  dirtying  which 
has  been  going  on  during  the  week,  reaches  a  climax  ;  for  to-morrow  is 
Sunday,  and  there  will  be  a  wash — if  it  is  her  "day  out,**  and  not  my 
landlad/s— a  thorough  and  complete  wash;  otherwise  partial,  but  still  a 
great  deal  better  than  none.  Then  there  was  my  landlady  hersel^  an  in* 
valuable  woman ;  if  she  had  a  weakness,  indeed,  it  was  one  in  which  poets 
and  statesmen  have  participated ;  so  let  it  pass.  Then  there  are  my 
lodgings  themselves,  haunted  by  a  smell  issuing  firom  the  lower  regions, 
as  of  the  perpetual  making  of  broth. 

Affain,  when,  as  the  poet  fineiy  expresses  it,  I  take  a  look  "  through 
the  dark  postern  of  time  long  elapsed,"  vision  is  lost  in  a  far-stretching 
vista  of  tough  beefsteaks  and  sinewy  chops — garnished  with  bits  of 
einder  from  the  kitohen  fire,  and  presented  on  a  plate  having  a  singularly 
aceurate  impression  of  a  human  thumb  on  each  aide  of  it,  done  in  black  ; 
eaeh  and  all  of  these  shadows  of  the  past  are  linked  to  memory  by  many 
a  fond  assooiation. 

Dwelhng  upon  them  now,  recals  to  me  one  evening  in  particular— why 
this  evening  should  start  out  in  so  bold  relief,  I  know  not ;   I  only  know 
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that  at  this  moment  it  does  so.  I  had  been  affioted  all  day  with  a  pain- 
ful,  though  otherwise  trifling,  malady — not  the  toothache,  though  a 
member  of  the  aame  unpleasant  family ;  my  landlady  had  just  been  ad- 
ministering  a  little  sweet  consolation,  by  telüng  nie,  as  I  sat  groaning 
and  shivering  over  the  fire,  "  never  to  mind,  as  wt  must  all  die  tome- 
time"  when  a  ring  was  heard  at  the  street-door,  and  my  friend  Pigtail 
was  announced. 

Great  is  the  sympathy,  truly,  which  men  under  fifty  bestow  npon  each 
other*s  aehes  ana  pains. 

"  Hallo,  old  chap !  what's  wrong  ?"  exclaimed  Pigtail. 

I  intimated,  in  aumb  show,  where  the  malady  lay ;  in  return  fer  which 
piece  of  information  I  received  a  punch  in  the  ribs,  which,  if  it  be 
true  as  the  homoaopathists  say,  that  similia  smütints  curantur,  ought  to 
have  effected  a  eure  upon  the  spot  Then  Mr.  Pigtail,  who  had  never 
been  ill  in  his  life,  and,  consequently,  had  no  belief  in  any  ailment  except 
"  aeediness/'  laughed  immoderately  at  my  exquisite  huraour  in  amying 
that  I  was  unwell. 

M  However,"  said  I,  "  as  I  am  in  a  first-rate  listening  humour  to-night, 
I  hope  you  have  not  forgotten  to  bring  your  manuscript  along  with  you, 
which  you  wanted  to  read  to  me  ?" 

"  What  was  that  again  ?"  said  Pigtail,  affecting  to  underralue  his  own 
Performance,  so  far  as  to  have  forgotten  its  existence. 

u  The  one  you  could  not  get  published,  you  know,"  said  1,  by  way  of 
refreshing  his  memory.  The  charitable  reader  will,  however,  bear  in  Yiew 
that  my  sides  were  still  aching. 

"  Oh,  that  old  thing !  Fm  not  sure  whether  it  is  in  my  great-ooat 
pocket,  or  not'* 

"  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  you  did  find  it  there,"  said  I,  "if  you 
look  carefully." 

The  manuscript  was  there,  and  having  exculpated  himaelf  from  the  sin 
of  authorship,  by  stating  that  the  following  true  tale  was  compiled  from 
the  original  documents  in  his  possession,  one  evening  when  he  did  not 
know  how  to  kill  time,  and  that  the  merest  aeeident  had  saved  it  from  die 
back  of  the  fire,  Mr.  Pigtail,  laying  aride  his  pipe,  read  as  followt : 

Mr.  Scrimpit,  the  lawyer,  sat  by  the  side  of  the  fire  in  what  he  caüed 
his  easy-chair.  Most  other  people,  to  be  sure,  would  have  been  of  opinion 
that  this  chair  was  Tery  far  from  easy,  inasmuch  as  its  seat  was  hard,  and 
its  back  perpendicular ;  however,  that  matters  not  to  the  story,  and  I 
merely  mention  it  in  order  to  show,  that  whatever  Mr.  Scrimpife  other 
foults  might  be,  he  had  not  that  of  pampering  himself,  and  of  indulging 
in  luxurious  ease. 

Mr.  Scrimpit,  then,  sat  in  his  chair — which  the  reader  may  consider  easy 
or  not,  aecording  to  the  data  he  has  to  go  by — a  single  tallow  candle  by 
his  side  rendered  darkness  visible  throughout  a  somewhat  spacioos 
business-room,  around  which  was  proudly  ranged  a  score  or  two  ot  green 
boxes,  bearing  upon  them  sometimes  the  initials  of  clients,  and  somethnes  j 

the  name  at  fuU  length,  aecording  as  the  said  client  happened  to  be  a 
baronet  or  a  greengrocer;  there,  in  that  corner,  and  towering  to  the  ceil- 
ing,  rose  a  large  mountain  of  ledgers,  bound  in  russia,  the  tout  emembU 
bearing  proud  record  of  the  extensive  legal  business  carried  on  by  Mr. 
ßcrimpit 
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Besides  the  before-mentioned  green  boxes,  however,  which  were  ranged 
in  Stands  round  the  room,  there  was  another  one,  crammed,  to  all  appear- 
ance,  as  fall  as  an  alderman  after  a  lord  mayor*s  banquet.  This  apoplec- 
ttc-looking  box  stood  on  the  table  beside  Mr.  Scrimpit,  and  on  it  was 
painted  in  large  letters,  "  Smithgrove,  No.  2  ;"  and  the  papers  in  this  box 
was  Mr.  Scrimpit  at  present  exaraining. 

The  contemplatioo  seemed  to  afford  him  infinite  satisfaction  ;  and  as 
he  drew  forth  one  bit  of  stamped  paper  after  another,  the  grin  on  his  face 
grew  broader  and  broader,  tili  at  last  he  could  no  longer  oontain  himself — 
not  that  he  laughed — by  no  means ;  but  he  chuckled,  and  rubbed  his  hands, 
and  snuffed  the  candle,  and  poked  the  fire  extravaganüy,  and  then  seemed 
unable  to  conünue  his  occupation  from  pure  delight 

"  Smithgrove/'  mattered  he  to  himself — "  Smithgrove  was  bought  by 
old  Smith  from  Sir  John  Spendfast  for  seventy  thousand  pounds,  and  it 
is  worth  eighty  now,  if  it  is  worth  a  penny ;  then  we  have  here  East 
India  Stock,  Bank  ditto,  Consols,  Three  per  Cents. — as  I'm  a  sinner,  the 
old  lady  must  be  worth  a  hundred  and  thirty  thousand,  at  the  smallest 
estimate."  Here  Mr.  Scrimpit  seemed  to  be  lost  in  astonished  delight,  as 
be  slowly  repeated  to  himself  the  words,  "  one  hundred  and  thirty  thou- 
sand pounds." 

Mr.  Scrimpit's  meditations  were  here  interrupted  by  the  clatter  of  a 
horse's  hoofs  upon  thepavement,  followed  by  a  sharp  pull  at  his  bell.  A 
panting  messenger  is  ushered  in,  at  whose  first  words  Mr.  Scrimpit  seizes 
his  hat,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  is  seated  inside  of  that  carriage 
which  is  waiting  for  him  at  the  door;  and  in  two  or  three  more  twinkles 
the  carriage  has  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  spacious  mansion,  around  which 
reigns  still  and  solemn  silence.  The  hall-door  starte  open,  as  if  by  magic, 
and  Mr.  Scrimpit  is  ushered  along  a  dimly-lighted  passage,  and  up  a  stair- 
case,  where  another  door  opens  mysteriously,  and  he  is  ushered  into  a 
Chamber,  which  was  lighted  by  neither  lamp  nor  candle  ;  darkness  being 
only  partially  dispelled  by  the  ruddy  glow  of  a  fire,  which  would  statt  fit- 
fully  mto  a  name,  making  the  shaaows  of  objecto  in  the  room  seem  like 
gigantic  phantoms  disporting  themselves  throogh  the  sick  Chamber.  A 
tea-kettle  was  singing  in  a  low  and  melancholy  tone  by  the  side  of  the 
fire,  while  tables,  covered  with  tumblers,  wine-glasses,  and  phials,  were 
scattered  promiscuously  about  the  room,  on  whose  tenant  it  seemed  that 
the  Angel  of  Death  had  already  set  his  mark. 

But  this  is  not  about  to  be  a  gloomy  tale,  good  reader,  and  I  am  not 
abont  to  harrow  thy  feelings,  as  I  could  so  easily  do,  with  a  description 
of  a  death-bed  ;  therefore,  here,  for  the  present,  I  leave  Mr.  Scrimpit, 
availing  myself  of  the  pause  to  put  thee  in  possession  of  the  followmg 
pieces  of  niatter-of-fact : 

The  late  John  Smith,  of  Smithgrove,  Esq.,  began  Hfe  in  the  capacity 
of  a  leather-currier.  He  early  showed  indications  of  being  one  of  that 
fortunate  class  of  men  destined,  in  course  of  time,  to  achieve  the  summit 
of  their  aspirations.  Tes,  happy  man!  all  bis  friends,  triumphing  in  the 
prospect  of  his  future  greatness,  confidently  predicted  that  John  Smith 
would  die  rieh— or,  to  ose  their  own  metaphorical  language,  after  he  had 
become  rieh,  old  John  would  eut  upfat. 

When  John  was  yet  a  little  boy,  spinning  his  top,  did  any  kind- 
hearted  relative  bestow  twopence  upon  him  on  a  market-day,  it  was  his 
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delight,  instead  of  throwing  away  the  ooin,  as  any  fooliah  boy  would  bare 
done,  upon  marbles  or  toffy—it  waa  hia  delight,  I  say,  to  drop  loa  two- 
penoe  into  a  tin  box,  witb  a  alit  at  the  top  of  it»  where,  by-and-by,  two* 
penoea  grew  into  bright  Shillings,  wbiob  John  used  to  take  out  of  hia  box 
and  show  to  hia  daaaled  schoolfellows,  who  straightway  paid  oourt  to  him; 
but  it  was  of  no  avail,  for  John  argued  to  himaelf,  that  gratitode  for 
favours  to  come  was  strenger  than  for  favours  bestowed,  so  he  put  back 
his  bright  Shillings  into  their  tin-box,  and  thought  with  rapture  how  mach 
there  would  be  there  in  six  months.  In  all  this,  John  gare  glorioua  pro- 
mise  of  future  greatness. 

By-and-by,  he  rose  from  an  apprentioe  in  the  leaiher-eurrying 
business  to  be  a  junior  partner ;  having  prevented  the  bankruptoy  of  the 
concern  by  meana  of  hia  savings,  whioh  ne  had  boldly  adfaneed  when  no 
other  loan  was  to  be  got ;  for  John  Smith  waa  a  geniua  in  his  wmy,  and, 
had  fortune  placed  him  in  the  camp  instead  of  at  the  ledger,  it  b  probable 
he  would  there  have  beeome  equaily  distinguished. 

In  return  for  his  timely  advance,  John,  then  a  young  man  of  about 
eight-and-twenty,  was  ratsed  from  a  elerk  to  junior  partner,  whioh  gave 
him  an  income  of  about  300/.  a  year ;  and  at  this  stage  of  matten  he 
married  ;  in  taking  which  important  step,  he  did  not  depart  from  the 
prudeooe  and  caution  which  had  hitherto  oharaeterised  him«  His  bride» 
if  neither  young  nor  pretty,  had  the  much  more  aubatantial  advantage  of 
a  good  baianoe  in  the  bank,  or,  as  John  expressed  it  (having  borrowed  the 
expreasion  from  a  nautioal  friend)»  she  would  be  able  (<to  pay  her  own 
mess."  But,  above  all  things,  and  what  John  had  fallen  in  tont  with  her 
for,  her  abhorrence  of  "  downright  wastery  "  almost  surpassed  hia  own. 
Onoe»  when  dining  with  her  father,  John  had  observed  that  ehe  ate  eheese 
without  the  previoua  extraraganoe  of  paring  it ;  and  from  that  moment 
the  tender  nassion  took  possession  of  his  beert 

The  swain  propoeed,  and  the  nymph  was  not  eoy.  They  were  married, 
and  a  great  affair  the  raarriage  was ;  there  was  no  wioe  at  it,  to  be  sure, 
except "  ginger,"  but  the  orowd  of  boys  that  cheered  John  and  his  blushing 
bride,  as  they  stepped  into  their  earnage,  waa  the  largeat  and  dirtiest  ever 
assembled  in  the  streets  of  B Then  these  two  sensible  loYera»  in- 
stead of  trifliog  away  the  fleeting  hours  of  lifo,  as  silly  loters  are  wont  to 
do  during  the  honey  moon,  bore  in  mind,  or,  at  käst»  aoted  upon  the'assnr- 
ance  of  the  Latin  poet  who  teils  us,  that  to  mingle  the  aweet  with  the 
nseful  is  to  carry  every  point ;  that  is  to  say,  they  fiirted  when  they  went 
together  to  the  market  of  a  morning,  or  languished  orer  their  hooaohold 
aocount». 

Time  pasaed  on,  and  John  prospered  in  the  world  more  and  more;  hemada 
good  use  of  his  wife's  capital,  and,  from  junior  partner,  he  had  at  leagth 
rose  to  be  senior,  and,  at  last,  sola  proprietor  of  the  concern.  He  bought 
a  large  property  in  his  natire  county— 8pendfast  Hall,  whioh  be  ptneham 
from  the  trustees  of  Sir  John  Spendfast,  Bart.,  for  the  «um  of  serenty  thoa- 
sand  pounds.  John  ohanged  the  name  to  Smithgrove ;  aad  he  then  bogen  to 
regard  himaelf  as  a  very  prodigiously  great  man  indeed.  Often,  when  a 
boy,  had  he  roamed  through  the  woods  that  surrounded  the  prood  maa- 
sion,  in  terror  of  gamekeepers  and  spring^gvns,  and  thought  to  hnssatf 
what  a  grand  thing  it  must  be  to  be  a  rieh  man,  and  to  have  a  fine  pro- 
perty, and  to  keep  everybody  eise  out  of  it ;  and  now  hia  day-dreams  ef 
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anfaitian  were  realised— he  was  a  rioh  man,  a  veiy  rieh  man,  and  he  had 
a  fine  property,  and  kept  everybody  eise  out  of  it. 

There  was  no  end  of  magnificence.  John  Smith  began  to  be  talked  of 
as  a  fit  man  to  represent  the  burgh :  the  burgh  did  not  want  a  fiash 
Speaker,  it  did  not  want  a  member  who  would  die  an  the  floor  of  the 
house,  or  who  would  even  think  it  requisite  to  make  periodic  mention  of 
bis  intentkras  in  that  way  ;  no,  what  the  burgh  wanted,  was  a  piain  work- 
ing  man  of  business,  that  would  look  after  the  interests  of  the  burgh ; 
and  where  could  a  better  man  be  found  than  in  piain  John  Smith,  the 
leather-currier — one  of  themselves,  as  the  shoemaker  remarked. 

Well,  the  day  of  the  eleetion  arrived ;  and  that  portion  of  humanity, 
whioh  had  onee  been  designated  by  the  name  of  Mr.  John  Smith,  was 
henceforth,  it  seemed9  tobe  known  to  the  world  as  John  Smith,  of  Smith- 
grove,  Bsquire,  M.P. 

But  a  change,  mighty  and  sudden,  was  on  the  wing ;  for  in  one  week 
from  the  date  of  his  eleetion,  John  Smith,  Esq.,  ALP.,  was  dead. 

At  a  great  banquet  given  to  his  constituents  after  the  eleetion,  he 
caught  a  oold,  whieh  brought  on  inflammation  of  the  wiudpipe ;  and  in 
sptte  of  doetors,  John  Smith  fulfiUed  the  prediction  of  his  friends,  by 
dying  a  rieh  man.  A  handsome  marble  slab,  in  the  chureh  of  B  ■» 
sali  eommemorates  his  many  public  and  private  virtuos. 

There  being  no  family,  Mrs.  Smith  was,  by  her  husband's  will,  left  his 
sole  heir,  and  with  absolute  disposal  of  the  property,  with  the  exception  of 
about  tweoty  thousand  pounds;  the  residue  amounting  to  nearly  a  hundred 
thousand. 

She  was  not,  as  has  been  stated,  a  handsome  woman,  and  she  waa  now 
tarned  sixty ;  but  notwithstanding  this  unpropitious  State  of  matters,  such 
was  the  stränge  fascinatian  about  this  lady,  that  offers  of  marriage  were 
by  no  means  wantiug,  and  within  a  twelvemonth  from  her  husband's 
death,  Mra.  Smith  had  refused  nofewer  than  fiveluekless  suiton— to  wit, 
two  eligible  middle-aged  attorneys,  and  three  perspiring  gentlemen  in 
white  chokers. 

The  three  latter  gentlemen  consoled  themselvea  with  saying  that  Mra. 
Smith  was  a  worldling,  who  oared  for  nothing  but  filthy  luere )  but  they 
were  under  a  mistake,  for  she  had  a  nephew  on  whom  she  doted.  Why  she 
doted  on  this  nephew,  was  difficult  to  say,  for  he  paid  her  no  more  atten- 
tion and  respect  than  if  she  had  not  had  five  thousand  a  year }  on  the 
oontrary,  Mr.  Hurry  Skurry  had  a  triok  of  putting  his  feet  and  head  upon 
damask  soia-covers,  that  would  have  been  trying  to  many  a  less  preoise 
woman  than  Mrs.  Smith.  But  he  had  an  eccentrioity  in  his  charaeter, 
compared  with  which  his  habit  of  soiling  so£a-covers  sank  into  insignifi- 
canoe ;  that  is,  he  never  was  known  to  keep  an  engagement  in  bis  life. 
It  was  in  vain  that  his  aunt  asked  him  to  dinner-parties  an  hour  before 
the  proper  time,  and  in  vain  that  guests  in  general  were  often  kept  wait- 
ing  tili  the  beef  was  done  to  a  stick ;  Mr.  Skurry  either  did  not  make  his 
appearance  tili  dessert  was  on  the  table,  or  eise  did  not  come  at  all, 
which  was  more  generally  the  case. 

Often  did  Mrs.  Smith  deeiare,  to  the  delight  of  her  other  relatives, 
that  she  never  would  ask  that  boy  back  to  her  house  again.  But  when 
he  came  tumbling  in  unexpectedly  about  midoight,  a  day  or  two  afterwards, 
he  was  always  again  reeeived  with  favour,  to  the  diagust  of  the  relatives,  who 


444  HÜBBT  6KURBY. 

thought  Mrs.  Smith's  attachment  to  her  nephew  Utile  short  of  a  mono* 
mania.  How  devoutly  did  they  wish  that  Mr.  Skurry  might  beeome 
even  more  irregulär  in  his  ways  than  he  now  was :  surely  the  old  lady 
would  not  stand  much  more  of  that  sort  of  nonsense.  Bat  there  never 
was  falser  reasoning  in  the  world  than  that  upon  which  this  conclu- 
sion  was  come  to;  for  to  those  who  are  surrounded  by  ease  and  luxury, 
any  person  or  thing  that  can  only  be  the  source  of  the  little  anxiety  or 
ezcitement  to  them,  however  they  may  publicly  growl  at  it,  depend  upon 
it  they  will  never  part  with  while  they  can  help. 

Notwithstanding  this,  however,  matten  did  at  last  seem  to  bare 
reached  a  climaz ;  and  the  matter  feil  out  in  this  wise: 

Mrs.  Smith,  among  other  Scheines  for  her  nephew*!  benefit»  had  devised 
that  of  getting  him  married  to  a  rieh  wife.  Who  the  fortunate  lady  was 
to  be  on  whom  ehe  was  to  bestow  her  nephew,  she  hesitated  for  some 
time,  but  at  last  she  fixed  upon  Miss  Laurie. 

Miss  Laurie  was,  as  the  sagacious  reader  will  have  conjeetured,  a 
daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Laurie.  As  regards  her  appearance,  she  was, 
on  the  whole,  pretty  (of  course),  having,  I  have  reason  to  believe,  blue 
eyes  and  an  aquilme  nose  (I  am  resolved  to  mention  her  nose,  though 
that  unfortunate  feature  is  generally  skipped  over) — I  say  again,  then, 
that  she  had  an  aquilme  nose,  and  a  small  mouth ;  her  hands,  I  am  also 
credibly  informed,  were  small  and  white,  and  that  she  did  not  wear 
her  gown  longer  than  fashion  absolutely  required.  In  addition  to  all 
these  advantages,  Miss  Laurie  was  possessed  of  a  good  temper,  a  fair 
share  of  understanding,  and  ten  thousand  pounds;  so  that,  I  think, 
whatever  the  reader  may  do,  that  Mr.  Hurry  Skurry  might  view  himself 
in  the  light  of  a  lucky  dog,  in  thus  having  an  opportunity  giveu  him  of 
winning  the  young  affections  of  Miss  Wühelmina  Laurie. 

"  Now,  Hurry,"  said  Mrs.  Smith  to  her  nephew,  one  morning  when 
she  had  sueeeeded  in  nabbmg  him — "  now,  Hurry,  you  promise  to  dine 
with  me  to-day,  at  five ;  and  there  is  to  be  no  one  to  meet  you  but  Willie 
Laurie«  IVe  asked  Willie  on  purpose;  and  if  you  don*t  come,  it's  as  sure 
as  death  I'll  never  speak  to  you  again." 

"  I  won't  fail  you,  ma'am.     But  what  sort  of  brich  is  Willie  ?" 

"  Brick !    What  d'ye  mean  by  that,  boy  ?" 

"  I  mean,  what  sort  of  cove  is  he  Ty 

"  Cove  ?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  what  sort  of  fellow  is  he  ?  Can  he  smoke,  and  that 
sort  of  thing  V 

"  FeUow ! — smoke !  Why,  you  goose,  it's  a  young  lady  you  are  to 
meet." 

"  The  d — 1  it  is!  What  a  rum  name  for  a  girl!  However,  I  won't 
fail  you,  ma'am." 

IL 

It  is  five  o'clock,  and  Mrs.  Smith  and  Miss  Wilhelmina  Laurie  are 
seated  in  the  drawing-room,  close  beside  the  fire,  for  it  is  deeperately 
cold  weather  in  the  month  of  March.  The  former  is  very  restless  and 
fidgety,  looking  every  roinute  alternately  at  her  watch  and  down  the 
avenue,  which  the  drawing-room  window  commands  a  prospect  of. 

<(  No  appearance  of  that  boy  yet,  Willie,"  she  said,  at  length. 
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u  I  think  we  had  better  not  wait  much  longer,"  replied  Miss  Laurie. 
Ten  minutes  then  elapsed  in  silence,  during  which  no  Mr.  Skurry 
made  bis  appearanoe ;  and  now  Mrs.  Smith  got  absolutely  blue  in  tbe 
face  with  rage.     She  rang  the  bell  furiously. 
11  Bring  dinner — impertinent  dog !" 
"  Ma'am  I"  said  John,  who  was  used  to  civility. 
"  It's  not  you,  John ;  it's  that  boy." 

At  this  stage  of  matters,  Mrs.  Smith  cast  one  last  hopeless  and  furious 
glanoe  out  at  the  window,  when  what  was  her  delight  to  perceive  a 
ugure,  in  a  shaggy  great-coat,  marvellously  like  her  nepbew,  walkine  at 
a  furious  pace  up  the  avenue.  In  an  instant  he  is  in  the  house,  malaog 
panting  apologies  for  his  misdemeanour. 

"  The  fact  is,  you  see,  ma'am,  I  was  shooting " 

"  Well,  never  mind,  Hurry,"  said  the  old  lady,  her  good-humour  more 
than  restored — u  never  mind,  you  young  dog ;  get  away  up-stairs,  and 
put  off  your  great  coat  You'll  find  Miss  Laurie  and  me  in  the  dining- 
room  wnen  you  come  down." 

Mrs.  Smith  and  Miss  Laurie  took  their  seats  at  the  table,  and  soup 
having  made  its  appearance,  Mrs.  Smith  said  grace,  in  order  that  they 
might  be  all  ready  to  begin,  whenever  Mr.  Skurry  should  make  his 
appearance. 

"  What  can  be  keeping  that  boy  now  ?"  said  Mrs.  Smith,  after  the 
lapse  of  about  five  minutes ;  "  the  soup  will  be  cold." 

A  pause  of  about  other  five  minutes ;  at  the  end  of  which  tirae  Mrs. 
Smith  can  stand  it  no  longer,  but  orders  the  servant  to  go  up-stairs,  and 
let  Mr.  Skurry  know  that  the  soup  is  getting  cold. 
Fresently,  down  rushes  the  servant,  with  a  face  of  awful  gloom. 
"  What's  the  matter  ?"  screams  the  old  lady ;  "  has  Mr.  Skurry  fainted  ? 
— quick— brandy — Mary — John — hartshorn — brandy!" 

"  No,  no,  ma'am,  that's  not  it " 

«  What  is  it,  then  ?— Can't  you  speak  ?' 

"  Oh,  ma'am !  oh,  ma'am !  I'm  afraid  poor  Mr.  Skurry— was  he 
in  his  mind,  do  you  think  ?" 

"  The  girl  has  gone  mad,"  said  Mrs.  Smith,  calmly,  and  feeling  much 
relieved.     "  John,  teil  Mr.  Skurry." 

Now,  John  was  a  matter-of-fact  Scptchman,  and  he  presently  made 
his  appearance,  and  stated  it  as  an  unquestionable  fact,  "  that  Maister 
Skurry  was  na  there." 
u  Not  there?"  shouted  Mrs.  Smith. 
"  Naw,  mem,  he's  made  away  wi'  his*sel'." 

"  Suicide  !"  shrieked  Mrs.  Smith,  growing  ghastly  pale,  and  rushing 
wildly  up-stairs  to  the  bedroom,  where  she  expected,  no  doubt,  to  see 
her  nephew  suspended  from  the  wall  of  the  room,  with  a  pocket-hand- 
kerchief  round  his  gullet. 

No  such  ghastly  object,  however,  met  her  view;  on  the  contrary,  the 
room  was  simply  empty.  "  Where  could  that  boy  have  gone  to  ?"  Mrs. 
Smith  had  a  cloudy  recollection  of  having  read,  in  her  youth,  of  a  lady, 
who,  in  a  sportive  humour,  buried  herseif  alive  in  an  oak  ehest — was  it 
possible  that  poor  Skurry  might  now  be  gasping  for  breath  in  an  apple- 
chest — might  even  now  be  choking  among  the  Ripstone  pippins  up  in 
the  garret. 

VOL.  xxi.  2  N 


446  HURET  SKURBY. 

Soon  the  whole  establisbment  at  Smithgrove  ü  turned  topsy-turvy. 
Urs.  Smith  hersel£  having  searcbed  all  the  apple-ohests,  was  now  scru- 
tinising  the  beer-barrels,  under  the  firm  conviction  that  »he  should  see  a 
pair  of  heels  sticking  out  of  some  one  or  other  of  them ;  wbile  John, 
again,  was  dragging  a  fishpond,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  broad,  by  means  of 
a  minnow-net  thrown  from  the  edge,  to  the  no  small  annoyance  of  the 
perch  and  the  pike. 

Evening  set  in  dark  and  guaty,  and  mystery  still  wrapped  the  fate  of 
the  unfortunate  Mr.  Skurry ;  and  a  mystery  it  might  have  remained  to 
this  day,  had  it  not  happened  that  the  gardener,  returning  from  his 
labours,  chanced  to  piek  up  on  the  door-step  a  small  sorap  of  paper, 
which,  on  inspection,  proved  to  be  folded  up,  and  addressed  in  pencU  to 
Mrs.  Smith ;  and  this  document,  having  been  duly  delivered  to  the  lady 
of  the  house,  ran  as  follows : 

"Dear  Aunt, — I  have  onfortunately  come  in  a  shooting-jackefc,  with  s 
hole  in  the  elbow. — I  have  gone  home  for  a  coat,  and  will  be  back  in  five 
minutes.  "  Your  affectionate  nephew, 

«  H.  Skürby." 

Well,  it  was  a  comfort  to  know  that  he  was  alive,  at  all  events  ;  but 
there  were  two  remarkable  points  connected  with  this  epistle:  in  the  first 
place,  what  could  have  made  him  select  the  door-steps  as  a  place  to  leave 
bis  letter?  and,  secondly,  that  Mr.  Skurry  never  oame  hack  at  all. 

As  to  the  former  point,  it  has  never  been  clearly  explained ;  but  his 
friends  have  supposed,  judging  from  his  usual  habits  of  mind,  that  Mr. 
Skurry,  after  writing  it,  had  considered  the  necessity  of  getting  it  de- 
livered as  a  point  of  minor  importanoe,  and  that  he  had  just  carried  it  out 
of  the  house  along  with  him,  and  that  it  had  accidentally  fallen  from  his 
hand  on  the  spot  where  it  was  found. 

The  cause  of  the  young  gentleman's  non-reappearance  was  oleared  up 
moro  conclusively,  it  turning  out  that  he  had  seriously  intended  to  come 
back,  but  on  the  road  he  had  met  a  friend  bound  for  Paris,  whohad  given 
so  glowing  a  description  of  the  gaieties  ofthat  city,  that  he  had  prevailed 
on  Mr.  Skurry  to  change  his  mind  on  the  spot,  and  set  out  with  him  for 
the  continent ;  there  was  a  trifling  objection  raised,  to  be  sure,  on  the 
ground  of  there  being  only  one  set  of  shirts  and  coats  between  them,  but 
this  was  easily  overruled. 

Mrs.  Smith  had  fairly  set  her  heart  upon  this  marriage,  and  she  never 
thoroughly  recovered  the  shock  which  her  feelings  sustained  in  being  thus 
disappointed.  She  vowed  that  she  never  would  speak  to  her  nephew 
again ;  she  had  often  made  this  vow  before,  and  as  often  broken  it ;  this 
time,  however,  she  did  keep  it,  and  she  never  did  speak  to  her  nephew 
again,  insomuch  as  she  took  ill  and  died  about  three  months  after  the 
event  above  narrated,  her  nephew  not  having  then  returned  from  the 
continent. 
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BT  O.  W.  THORNBÜRT,  AUTHOR  OF  "  BAXLAD8  OF  THB  NSW  WORLD." 

His  eye,  whfch  soarnfuUr  gtistars  lSk»  fin, 
Shows  bis  bot  cour&ge  and  nis  hieb  desto. 

Stukstkabb^  Vmm  and  Adonis. 

Thbrk's  the  saddling-bell  ringing,  'tis  a  death  peal  for  some; 
Bring  old  Galloper  out»  and  come,  Jockey  lad,  come. 
There's  devil  about  him,  there's  Are  in  his  eye; 
Where's  there's  blood  in  the  "  cretur  "  the  courage  runs  high. 

Draw  hia  clothes  gently  off;  'gad,  see  the  thing  shine— 
No  rose-leaf  is  »öfter,  no  satin  so  fine; 
See  the  veins,  how  they  hranch  on  the  dark  glossy  skin — 
Good  signs  of  the  pluck  and  the  mettle  within. 

And  thetrainer  and  backer  lock  on  him  the  while, 
As  vou  would  on  a  child,  with  a  pat  and  a  smile; 
And  the  horse  knows  to-day  he  mnst  prore  himself  best, 
As  well  as  I  know  the  sun  sets  in  the  west 

Bring  him  on  through  the  crowd,  while  the  wrappers  I  doffs 
Though  sleek  as  a  nag  when  its  clothing's  thrown  0% 
Ere  an  hour  has  gone  past,  in  a  ditch  I  may  lie, 
And  this  broken-backed  jade  by  hia  ridar  may  die« 

They  are  Clearing  the  course,  give  a  leg,  with  a  hoiind, 
Pull  that  girth  a  bit  tighter,  I  mustn't  to  ground. 
We  had  need  of  firm  seat  when  we  fly  through  the  air : 
'Gad  the  peepte  are  thronging  «round  like  a  fair. 

*'  More  power  to  yer  elbow."— M  Good  luck  t'ye,  Jack; 
Success  to  yer  name,  and  I  wish  you  well  back." 
The  bell  has  done  ringing,  for  a  breathing  111  start; 
There's  time  for  a  warming  befbre  the  boys  part. 

"  Hurrah  for  Stripe  Jackett"— "  My  whip  there,  my  spur; 
'Tis  as  sharp  as  the  spike  of  that  wild  prickled  bur." 
They're  Coming — good  fellows  as  ever  strode  horse; 
The  pale  autumn  sun  shineth  bright  on  the  course.  , 

"Hallo,  Jack,  boyl"— " Hey, Nat,  there."— Ah!  Scott,  man,  there's  fun 
In  hand  for  some  three  of  us  ere  we  have  done. 
We  start  all  together,  but  111  bet  thee  a  crown 
Ere  that  swinger  is  past  there'U  be  half  of  us  down. 

"  I  shall  win  in  a  canter, — Hl  bet  you  a  flve 
111  be  neck  with  the  bay,"  ay,  tush,  man  alive. 
A  drop  of  the  flask  ere  we  start,  is  the  thing 
To  keep  up  the  glow  od  the  top  of  the  skin. 

The  Starter,  lads,  comes  with  his  flag— have  a  care  ; 
How  deep  is  his  Yoice,  with  his,  "  All  ready,  there?" 
Light  hand  on  the  bridle,  bold  eye,  and  foot  steady, 
Loud  the  chorus  responsiTe, "  We're  ready— ay,  ready." 

There's  a  rasping  good  fence,  and  a  slapping  wide  brook, 
And  a  bullnnch,  a  leap  that,  I  swear  by  thebook, 
Will  take  all  the  blood.— There's  a  start— clear  the  way ! 
They're  off— God  be  with  theml- they're  off— they're  away. 

2n2 
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Bound,  swift  as  the  roe-deer,  my  brown  one,  my  pride! 
Put  your  feet  down  together,  make  sure  of  your  stride. 
Hl  stick  to  your  back  as  tbe  rattler  jrou  clear; — 
Hurrah!  here  it  comes,  and  not  one jockey  near. 

Well  donel  without  clipping,  no  wild  deercould  fly 
80  sure  or  so  swift,  nor  so  true,  nor  so  high. 
No  wild  deer,  though  winged  by  the  cry  of  the  hound, 
Such  a  rasper  as  that  conld  have  cleared  at  a  bound. 

There  are  hoofs  sounding  hollow  not  far  from  my  back; 
Blue  cap  and  the  chestnnt  are  now  fast  on  onr  track. 
He  is  up— there's  another,  and  one  farbehind, — 
To  catch  us,  he  need  borrow  speed  from  the  wind. 

There's  the  borst  that  leads  on  to  the  rail  and  the  brook; 
Drive  fast  without  thought,  without  word,  without  look. 
One  bound  and  we're  over,  and  I  hear  the  hurrah 
Grow  faint,  like  a  sound  that  comes  borne  from  afar. 

One's  down,  and  the  jock  a  good  Spinner  is  thrown: 

Tis  Nat,  and  the  fellow  is  not  left  alone; 

And  the  third  scrambles  through  on  the  bright  chestnnt  hone; 

But  the  fourth  has  turned  tail,  and  has  swerred  from  the  course. 

He  has  pass'd  me—confusion!— upon  him  I  gain, 
Drive  the  spur,  ply  the  whip  fast,  and  slacken  the  rein. 
Old  GaUopeVs  come  of  good  birth  and  Irin, 
But  the  foam  from  his  mouth  falls  like  snow  on  his  skin. 

We  Charge  three  at  the  fence,  Teltow  Jacket  is  huried 
Like  a  stone  from  a  sling,  from  his  saddle  he's  whirled. 
With  a  thigh-bone  all  splintered  he  crawls  from  the  track; 
We've  no  time  to  speak  comfort,  and  no  time  to  look  back. 

We  Charge  three  at  the  fence,  the  black  mare's  gone  lame, 
With  a  thundering  crash  on  the  hurdle  she  came; 
Poor  cripple!  scarce  fit  for  the  bone-knacker's  yard, 

She  limps  from  the  race-course— for  ever  she's  marred. 

* 

They  tail  0$  and  we  two  are  Sharp  at  it  again, 
And  he's  straining  each  sincw,  and  muscle,  and  rein. 
But  111  wait  on  him  now,  long  the  Hat,  up  the  hill; 
I  pass  him — the  beggar!  he  gains  on  me  still. 

I  can  hear  from  the  stand  the  glad  thousands  that  cheer; 
Once  over  that  fence,  and  the  winning-post's  near. 
"  Here  they  come lw  "  Here  they  are!"  and  away  they  are  gerne ; 
We  fly  over  the  fence,  past  the  thick  of  the  throng. 

Ply  the  whip,  drire  the  spur,  lean  forward,  my  lad, 
With  wild  staring  eye,  like  a  fellow's  that's  mad. 
Neck  and  neck— one  stride  further,  and,  hurrah!  it  is  done: 
"  He  will  win, "  he  is  winning— and  Old  Galloper'e  won. 

There  is  waying  of  hats,  and  a  roar  they  give  out, 
As  they  rise  to  a  man,  with  a  heart-thrilling  shout; 
I  patted  Old  Galloper  as  I  leapt  to  the  ground, 
I  feit  giddy  with  joy  at  the  echo  around. 

There  is  foam  on  his  skin,  on  my  spur  there  is  blood, 
But  his  wind  is  as  sure,  and  his  mettle  as  good, 
And  his  eye  is  as  bright,  and  his  courage  as  stout, 
As  when  wing'd  at  the  starting  by  one  bursting  shout. 
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AM  HI8TORI0AL  ROMANCB. 

Chapteb  XLV. 

The  aged  Terger  of  St.  GiWß  church,  in  the  little  town  of  Toner- 
monde,  was  about  to  ring  the  vesper  bell.  He  had  already  unclosed  the 
door  of  the  church,  and  was  peering  from  it  to  asoertain  if  any  neigh- 
bour  were  passing  by,  when  a young  man,  advancing  towards  it,  attracted 
bis  attention.  Thongh  dressed  in  the  quietest  manner,  the  stamp  of  the 
cavalier  was  visible  on  his  person ;  but  the  verger  became  convinced,  at 
the  very  first  glance,  that  he  was  a  Spaniard. 

Now,  for  tus  nation  the  oid  Fleming  entertained  not  one  partide  of 
sympathy.  He  used  to  say  that,  without  them,  there  would  nave  been 
no  Gueux  and  no  persecutions ;  that  the  presenee  of  strangers  in  states, 
as  well  as  in  families,  produced  confusion  and  misunderstanding ;  and 
that  nations,  as  well  as  individuals,  were  always  happiest  when  left  to 
themselves. 

This  was  all  the  honest  verger  knew  about  politics;  to  tmVprinciple 
he  dang  with  all  the  tenacity  of  his  advanced  age ;  and  this,  doubtless, 
was  the  reason  why,  on  perceiving  that  the  youth  in  qnestion  was  about 
to  enter  the  church,  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  hurried  away  as  fast  as 
bis  stiff  limbs  would  permit.  The  rapid  Step  of  youth,  however,  soon 
overtook  him. 

"  Teil  me,  my  good  man/'  said  the  young  stranger,  "  is  your  belfry 
very  high?    I  should  think  the  view  from  it  must  be  admirable/' 

The  old  man  replied  by  the  question, 

"  Youll  be  a  stranger  in  these  parts  ?" 

"  I  am — but  I  am  not  desirous  of  remaining  so ;  and  mean,  in  my 
journey  through  this  country,  to  visit  whatever  is  worthy  of  Observation. 
I  presume,  from  the  tower  of  your  church  one  might  obtain  a  glimpse 
of  the  many  towns  that  Surround  Tenermonde?" 

"  Oh,  if  that 's  all  you  want,"  said  the  verger,  gruffly,  "just  step  over  to 
the  cathedral ;  the  view  from  the  top  is  much  finer — indeed,  as  a  body 
may  say,  it's  quite  a  different  sort  of  thing." 

"  Which  means  to  say,  my  good  friend,  that  you  are  not  willing  to  do 
me  the  honours  of  St.  Giles.  Well,  I  don't  mind  on  whom  I  bestow  a 
gold  piece, — whether  it  be  the  verger  of  one  church  or  of  another,  it  is 
pretty  much  the  same  to  me.'9 

Now,  the  verger  of  St  Giles,  though  patriotic,  was  poor  and  greedy. 
It  was  by  no  means  the  same  to  him  where  a  gold  piece  feil ;  and  soften- 
ing  his  manner  a  little,  and  overcoming  in  some  degree  his  reluctance  to 
serve  a  Spaniard,  he  said,  in  as  gracious  a  tone  as  he  could  assume, 

"  If  you  please  to  mount  with  me,  you  will  be  able  to  judge  for  your- 
self ;  and  then,  by  going  to  Our  Lady 's,  you  may  compare,  and  see  which 
view  you  like  best/' 

Without  choosing  to  notice  the  altered  manner  of  his  churlish  guide, 
the  young  stranger  prepared  to  ascend  the  tedious  night  of  steps ;  and 
having  reached  the  parapet,  which  was  of  no  mean  altitude,  he  looked  in 
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all  directions  with  an  inquiring  glance.  But  although  on  a  clear  day 
the  spires  of  Ghent,  Antwerp,  Mecklin,  Brasseis,  and  Hülst,  were  dis- 
tincüy  visible,  now  that  the  haze  of  autumn  was  fast  spreading  over  the 
coantry,  there  was  nothing  in  the  expanse  around  to  attract  the  eye ; 
and  the  old  man  smiled  with  glee  at  his  having  secured  the  gold  piece 
so  cheaply,  as  he  saw  the  stranger  turn  to  all  points  of  the  compass,  in 
the  vain  hope,  as  he  thought,  of  catching  a  glimpse  of  what  he  well  knew 
to  be  invisible.  He  peered  into  the  youth's  face,  with  the  malidous  in- 
tent  to  trace  in  it  the  expression  of  disappointment  which  he  made  sure 
of  its  ezhibiting.  What,  then,  was  his  astonishment,  when  his  eye  cn- 
oountered  in  the  physiognomy  of  his  visitor  evident  marks  of  the  deepest 
interest,  m  he  gaaed  on  the  various  long  lines  of  roads  which  his  Situation 
commanded.  He  looked  in  vain  in  the  same  direction,  to  discover  any- 
thing  that  might  justify  the  stranger's  curiosity ;  and  was  revolving  in 
his  own  mind  the  best  way  of  extracting  frora  him  some  information  as 
to  the  objeet  of  his  attention,  when  tnat  person  suddenly  reüeved  his 
curiosity,  evidently  without  having  noticed,  or  even  suspected  it. 

u  You  have  many  travellers  on  the  road  to-day,"  said  he,  with  a  pecu- 
liar  sraile,  pointing  to  the  several  roads  in  turn ;  bat  what  had  attracted 
the  keen  glance  of  yonth,  escaped  completely  the  dim  sight  of  age. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  after  vainly  straining  his  eyeballs  to  obtain  a 
glimpse  of  the  objecto  to  which  his  coropanion  pointed  with  outstretched 
hand,  "  we  have  mostly  people  passing  to  and  fro ;  the  inns  are  always 
lull,  and  no  wonder — we  are  in  the  raidst  of  everything,  as  a  body  may 
say,  and  innkeeping  is  a  good  trade  down  here  :  I  had  a  chanee  in  my 
younger  days  of  bein?  an  innkeeper  tnyself.  But  what  is  your  worship 
straining  your  eyes  after  ?"  exclaimed  the  garrulous  old  man,  stopping 
suddenly,  on  perceiving  that  he  was  not  listened  to.  "  Surely  you  have 
not  come  all  tne  way  from  Spain  to  stand  bewitched  at  the  sight  of  a 
few  horsemen  on  the  road?" 

But  even  the  point  of  this  Observation  was  lost  on  the  abstracted 
stranger,  who  continued  intently  gasing  on  the  very  objects  of  which  tbe 
verger  spoke  so  lightly.  There  was,  indeed,  one  peculiarity  about  the 
travellers  that  would,  doubtless,  have  arrested  the  attention  of  his  aged 
oompanion,  had  he  been  able  to  disting^uish  them.  Not  only  on  each 
high-road  that  from  different  directions  conducted  to  Tenermonde,  bat 
even  on  all  the  by-paths  that  intersected  or  led  to  them,  were  scattered 
riders,  either  advancing  singly,  or  in  parties  of  two  or  three  at  the  ut- 
most,  mounted  on  horses  of  very  inferior  breed,  and  habited,  so  far  as 
the  eye  could  discern  at  that  distance,  in  vestments  of  that  neutral  kind, 
which  baffled  conjeoture  as  to  their  real  Station  in  life.  Still,  many  of 
them  had  a  military  seat ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  inferiority  of  the  brütet 
they  bestrode,  all  rode  with  a  grace  and  ease  that  seemed  to  indieate  men 
accustomed  to  better  steeds. 

As  the  eye  of  the  stranger  rapidly  moved  in  every  direction,  the  same 
peeuliar  smile  passed  over  his  lips.  Long  did  he  wateh  their  progress  to- 
wards  the  town,  and  anxiously  did  he  turn  from  group  to  group,  as  if  there 
were  oue  which  he  would  particnlatiy  tingle  out  from  the  rest.  In  vain 
did  the  old  verger  warn  him  that  it  was  time  to  ring  the  bells,  and  that  he 
really  coald  not  permit  him  to  tarry  any  longer.     Tne  young  man  was  deaf 
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to  all  his  observations ;  and  ai  the  horsemen  rapidly  neared  the  town,  he 
flew  from  point  to  point  with  the  eagerness  of  a  child. 

At  last  ne  loyfully  exclaimed,  as  if  in  answer  to  his  own  thoughts, 
"  Yes,  that's  he — I  am  not  mistaken— and,  as  I  thought,  by  the  only 
read  along  which  he  might  not  be  ezpected  to  pass*  There,  my  good 
man  f9  and  hastily  flinging  the  promised  piece  of  gold  to  the  verger,  he 
flew  by  him  with  the  rapicüty  of  lightning,  and  as  qoickly  descended  the 
stairs. 

"  That  man  is  either  mad  or  bent  on  mischief,"  muttered  the  old  man, 
gazing  afiter  him  ;  "  however,  this  is  true  gold." 

In  the  mean  time  the  stranger  had  reached  the  street,  and  now  walked 
so  swiftly  onward  that  it  would  have  been  difficult  for  more  active  limbs 
than  those  of  his  late  companion  to  keep  up  with  him.  On  nearing  the 
gate,  he  stopped,  and  watched  the  advance  of  one  of  the  travellers  who 
was  now  entering  the  town. 

This  person  was  entirely  dressed  after  the  Oerman  fashion.  Instead 
of  the  velvet  bonnet  then  generally  worn,  a  large  slouched  beaver,  from 
which  drooped  a  few  dark-coloured  feathers,  fiutened  under  the  chin  with 
a  broad  band,  almost  obseured  the  features,  and  together  with  a  large 
riding-cloak,  completely  enveloping  the  form,  and  rendering  its  outline 
indistinguishable,  clearly  intimated  the  wearerfs  desire  to  coneeal  his 
person  from  Observation.  A  single  attendant  followed,  as  carefully 
muffled  as  his  master. 

Not  fSar  from  the  gate  stood  an  inn  of  mean  appearance,  which,  unlike 
most  of  those  in  the  place,  did  not  seem  mach  frequented,  nor  in 
any  way  calculated  for  the  reception  of  persona  of  the  better  class  ; 
still  several  of  the  travellers  we  have  mentioned  had  dropped  in,  one  after 
another,  at  this  unpromising  place  of  entertainment,  and  the  horseman 
in  the  German  costume  was  about  to  do  the  same,  when  the  young 
stranger  suddenly  accosted  him. 

"  May  I  entreat  one  word  with  yoor  highness?"  said  he,  respectfully 
uncovering  his  head. 

The  person  thus  addressed  started,  and  even  the  broad-brimmed  beaver 
ooold  not  coneeal  the  expression  of  deep  vexation  and  surprise  that  for  a 
moment  stole  over  the  caim  features  beneath.  Before  answering,  he  cast 
a  scrutinising  glance  at  the  Speaker. 

"  You  here  ?"  he  said,  all  trace  of  astonishment  giving  way  to  a  look 
of  haughty  expression ;  "and  yet  I  do  not  remember  havmg  commanded 
the  presence  of  Master  Lopez  Chievosa  at  this  place." 

"  Certainly  not,  my  lord,1'  replied  the  young  man,  whose  lip  ourled 
with  a  sarcasm  he  dared  not  utter. 

The  Prinoe  of  Orange  observed  it,  however,  and  reddened  to  the  brow. 

"  What,  then,  prompted  you  to  come  at  all  ?"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  no 
mild  inquiry .  "  8ay,  sirrah !  You  will  find  that  trifling  does  not  answer 
with  me." 

"  My  devotton  to  the  interests  of  vour  highness  alone  impelled  me ;  in- 
deed,  had  it  been  otherwise,  I  shoula  have  been  far  from  here  this  day.  I 
have  important  documents,  which  I  thought  would  be  the  more  valuable 
to  your  highness  if  speedily  delivered." 

(( And  what  may  wiese  important  papers  be  ?"  inquired  tbe  prince,  with 
a  brow  still  clouded,  and  a  lip  still  compressed.     "  They  raust  needs  be  of 
weight,  to  Warrant  your  following  me  unbidden." 
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"  They  are  the  letters  of  the  Spaniah  ambassador  attlie  court  of  France 
to  the  regent,  of  which  I  have  rifled  his  messenger." 

"  Say  you  so  ?"  said  the  prince.  "  Step  into  the  inn  with  me— -the 
open  street  is  not  the  place  for  such  Communications." 

The  prince  dismounted,  and  threw  his  rein  to  his  attendant  The 
cautious  innkeeper  welcomed  his  new  guests  with  no  extraordinary  civili- 
ties  ;  but,  perfectly  aware  of  the  part  he  had  to  perform,  without  giving 
them  the  trouble  of  uttering  the  request,  condueted  them  at  once 
into  a  small  dismantled  Chamber,  which  had  no  communication  with  any 
other. 

"  Well,"  said  the  prince,  when  he  had  allowed  the  footstepa  of  the 
landlord  to  die  away  along  the  passage,  "  deliver  me  these  papers ;  and 

if  they  be,  as  you  say,  really  authentic " 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  that,  my  lord,"  replied  Chievosa.  "  Thev 
were  meant  to  meet  no  other  eye  but  the  regent' s ;"  and  thrasting  his 
hand  into  his  vest,  he  drew  thence  a  packet,  which  he  presented  with  great 
formality  to  his  august  patron. 

The  seals  were  yet  unbroken ;  but  the  prince  hesitated  not  one  moment 
He  had  no  more  scruples  about  surprising  the  regent's  secrets  than  she 
would  have  feit  with  regaril  to  his ;  but  it  was  in  vain  that  Chievosa  en- 
deavoured  to  ascertain  frorn  the  countenance  of  the  reader  what  effect  the 
contents  of  the  letters  produced  upon  him. 

"  These  documents  are  of  sußicient  interest,"  said  he  at  last,  "  to  raake 
me  overlook  the  peculiar  unfitness  of  the  time  and  place  you  have  chosen 
for  their  delivery.  I  cannot,  however,  pause  now  to  express  my  saiisfac- 
tion  at  your  having  so  adroitly  possessed  yourself  of  them,  nor  to  inquire 
how  you  came  to  trace  my  route  hither,  where,  being  on  personal  and 
private  business,  I  could  have  wished  to  remain  unobserved." 

11  My  having  seen  your  highness  can  be  no  matter  of  regnet,  when  you 
remember  ray  discretion  and  fidelity." 

"  I  am  willing  to  hope  the  best  of  both,"  said  the  prince,  "  and  should 
my  expeetations  be  fulfilled,  you  shall  have  no  cause  to  repent  having 
served  me.  I  am  already  deep  in  your  debt  1  shall  be  at  Breda  in  a  few 
days,  or,  if  not,  at  Antwerp.  It  does  not  seem  difficult  for  you  at  any 
time  to  discover  my  whereabouts" — these  words  were  aecompanied  with 
a  shrewd  smile — "and  I  doubt  not  you  will  be  able  to  trace  me. 
Wherever  I  am,  endeavour  to  get  speech  of  me  or  of  my  secretory,  and 
you  will  find  I  shall  not  have  forgotten  this  evening's  Service/' 

Chievosa  bowed  low  at  these  words,  for  he  feit  as  assured  of  a  princely 
remuneration  as,  perhaps  even  more  so  than,  if  King  Philip  had  piedged 
his  crown,  or  the  Duchess  of  Parma  her  rosary. 

Aware  that  any  poetical  effusions  of  gratitude  and  loyalty  would  be  at 
this  time  quite  out  of  season,  and  observing  already  a  cloud  of  impatience 
gatheriog  on  the  prince's  brow,  which  the  suocession  of  horses'  hoofs  clat- 
tering  in  the  courtyard  might  explain,  he  was  about  to  make  his  retreat, 
when  the  prince  demanded  where  he  purposed  to  put  up  that  night 

"  I  do  not  stay  in  this  place,  your  highness,"  answered  Chievosa,  with 
an  air  of  great  openness.  "  Having  performed  the  business  that  brought 
me  here,  I  shall  set  off  for  Antwerp  with  all  speed ;  for  I  never  williogly 
tarry  long  away  from  one  who  dwells  there." 

41  IIa!'  said  the  prince,  "I  remember.  If  you  are  in  need  of  my 
assistance,  do  not  forget  that  I  have  promised  it 
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"  There  is  bat  little  danger  of  my  forgetting  that,  my  lord,"  said 
Chievosa,  whose  departure  was  no  longer  hindered. 

He  issued  from  the  inn  in  a  manner  that  did  his  presence  of  mind  mnch 
credit.  The  prince,  who  slowly  followed,  beckoned  the  person  who  had 
attended  him  on  horseback,  and  whispered  something  in  his  ear.  This 
man  immediately  advanced  to  Lopez,  and  oflfered  to  conduct  him  down  to 
the  inn-gate,  fearing,  as  he  assured  him,  lest  he  should  lose  his  way,  if  he 
did  not  happen  to  be  well  acquainted  with  the  place.  Chievosa  took  the 
hint  with  perfect  courtesy,  gravely  tendered  his  thanks  for  the  proffered 
Service,  and,  thus  escorted,  proceeded  along  the  passages.  Here  and 
there  his  eye  might  have  lighted  on  several  sober-looking  gentlemen, 
carefully  muffled  like  his  guide,  loitering  about  certain  doors  and  places 
with  a  very  remarkable  solicitude ;  but  Chievosa,  neither  looking  to  the 
right  nor  left,  passed  them  with  what  seemed  a  perfect  unconsciousness  of 
their  presence.  The  complacency  of  his  guide  went  as  far  as  to  see  him 
safe  without  the  gate,  where  he  stood  a  few  minutes,  to  assure  himself 
that  his  charge  was  in  no  danger  of  veering  to  the  right  or  left,  and  then 
returned,  not  forgetting  to  point  him  out,  significantly,  to  the  host  and 
his  family. 

"  We  are  all  here ;  therefore,  let  the  gates  be  closed,  and  permit  no  one 
to  enter." 

These  were  his  peremptory  injunctions  before  reascending  the  stairs. 

In  the  mean  time  Chievosa,  with  great  apparent  unconcern,  pursued 
his  way,  carefully  abstaining  from  looking  back,  until  a  very  pretty 
Tenermonde  damsel  happenea  to  pass  him,  and  afforded  a  plausible  ex« 
cuse  for  turning  his  head.  The  glance  was  but  momentary ;  it  lighted 
not  on  the  maiden,  however,  but  on  the  watchful  countenance  of  the 
Prince  of  Orange,  who  appeared  to  be  observing  his  movements  from  a 
caseroent.  Satisfied  about  the  course  he  had  now  to  pursue,  Chievosa 
took  advantage  of  the  first  turning  to  escape  Observation. 

In  the  mean  time  every  precaution  was  taken  within  the  hostelry  to 
secure  it  from  intrusion.  Many  of  the  travellers  anxiously  superintended 
the  fastening  of  the  doors ;  the  shutters  of  the  lower  Windows  were  care- 
fully barred;  the  dilapidated  stables  were  regularly  garrisoned  by  a 
small  division  of  domestics ;  and  whilst  some  posted  themselves  in  the 
courtyard,  a  couple  occupied  the  gateway,  and  others  were  stationed  on 
the  stairs,  or  stood  as  sentinels  in  particular  passages.  The  host  had 
received  Orders  on  no  account  whatever  to  open  his  doors  again  that 
night ;  and  whilst  the  secretaries,  confidential  gentlemen,  and  domestics, 
were  thus  disposed  of  as  vedettes,  their  lords  assembled  in  a  large  cheer- 
less  room  at  the  back  of  the  house,  which  the  landlord  had  prepared  for 
the  occasion,  to  the  best  of  his  power,  by  dint  of  a  few  broken  benches 
and  chairs,  carefully  ranged  round  a  piain  deal  table.  The  Chamber 
possessed  no  other  decoration  or  furniture  whatever,  except  a  common 
wooden  screen,  placed  against  the  huge  chimney-piece,  with  a  view  to 
concealing  its  blackened  nakedness.  This  had  been  more  than  once  re- 
moved,  and  the  recess  examined,  as  likely  to.  afford  a  commodious  lurking- 
hole  to  eavesdroppers ;  but  being  each  time  found  empty,  the  screen  was 
carelessly  flung  back  into  its  original  position.  There  was  no  other  pos- 
sible  hiding-place  about  the  apartment;  it  was,  therefore,  with  perfect 
confidence  that  the  assembled  gentlemen  took  their  seats  round  the  table, 
and  entered  on  the  business  of  the  moment. 
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All  there  present  were  of  the  highest  order  of  nobility ;  maay  e?en 
Knights  of  we  Golden  Fleece.  Among  the  fonner,  wer«  conspicuous 
Jean  Sauvage  Lord  of  Escaubeque,  ton  of  the  Ute  Grand  Chanoelier  of 
Brabant,  Fiennes  Baron  d'Etquadra,  and  Bernard  de  Merode ;  of  the 
latter,  the  Prince  of  Orange,  the  Counts  Louis  of  Nassau,  Egmont, 
Hörn,  and  Hoogstraaten. 

The  countenances  of  each  and  all  were  grare;  that  of  Egmont  even 
to  sadness.  With  the  exception  of  Hoogstraaten,  all  had  been  present 
at  the  memorable  banquet  at  the  hotel  of  Cuylemburg ;  and,  oertainly, 
the  contrast  between  that  meeting  and  the  present  one,  must  hare 
occurred  to  every  mind.  It  was  not,  however,  aÜuded  to,  and  the  Princ* 
of  Orange  proceeded  to  open  the  meeting. 

"  It  has  at  length,  messires,"  seid  he,  "  become  necessary  fbr  the  nobles 
of  this  land  to  decide  between  their  adherence  to  the  King  of  Spain  and 
their  attachment  to  the  interests  of  their  oountry ;  since  the  love  of  both 
is  incompatible,  and  the  interest  of  the  monarch  and  that  of  his  subjects, 
which  ought  to  be  as  one,  are,  under  this  reign,  so  completely  at  variance. 
It  has  now,  also,  become  a  matter  of  prudence,  even  of  self-preserration, 
to  consider  well  the  steps  that  are  nezt  to  be  taken.  The  Confederates 
threw  themselves  between  the  regent  and  the  outburst  of  populär  fury,  at 
a  time  when,  excited  as  the  people  were  by  the  daily  enforcing  of  the 
edicts,  the  peace  of  these  provinces  hung  by  a  thread.  The  regent  was 
then  without  money,  without  troops,  withont  any  power  whatever  to 
oppose  the  mass  thus  recklessly  irritated;  yet,  as  the  people  desired 
nothing  beyond  the  security  of  their  lives  and  properties,  so  they  were 
easily  piunned  by  the  prospect  of  obtaining  both  through  the  mediation  of 
the  Confederates.  The  regent  acted  as  might  have  been  expected.  Sbe 
temporised,  and  lnlled  to  sleep  suspicion  by  nur  promises.  The  people,  re- 
membering  how  much  they  had  been  indebted  to  the  late  Queen  Mary,  were 
disposed  to  hope  everything  from  their  present  regent  I  foresaw  better 
the  result.  Mark  the  issue !  In  the  face  of  these  promises,  people  either 
disappear  mysteriously,  or  openly  suffer  for  their  faith.  After  having 
assured  the  Confederates,  and  through  them  the  united  states,  that  sbe 
would  further  to  the  nttermost  their  demands  with  the  king,  Madame  de 
Parma  writes,  imploring  htm  to  grant  her,  not  the  means  of  appeasing, 
but  those  of  resisting  the  storm  that  is  gathering.  Messires,  I  advance 
nothing  that  I  cannot  prove.  Here  are  the  letters  of  Margaret  of  Parma 
— not  copies,  but  Originals — which  will  fully  develop  the  doublings  and 
shiftings  of  her  policy.  Two  noble  lords — noble  in  every  sense  of  the 
word — went  to  Spain  at  the  regent*s  desire ;  nay,  at  her  express  command. 
Here  are  their  letters " 

The  prince  put  another  heap  of  papers  nezt  to  those  of  the  princessj 
but  no  band  was  stretched  forward  to  grasp  them.  So  eagerly  were  all 
eyes  bent  on  him,  so  breathlessly  did  all  present  listen  to  ms  words,  that 
not  eren  a  glance  was  thrown  at  them. 

"  False  hopes,  false  promises,  were  also  held  out  to  them  ;  but  when,  at 
last,  wearied  with  the  rruitlessness  of  their  efforts,  they  thought  of  re- 
turning  home,  they  found  themselTes  most  unwarrantably  detained. 
Messires,  they  will  never  return  !" 

A  geoeral  movement  was  here  made,  and  the  Count  de  Hörn,  brother 
of  the  Baron  de  Montigny,  involuntarily  feit  for  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 
The  prince  evidently  expected  an  Interruption,  but  none  was  made.     As 
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Ms  calm,  clear  voice  rang  through  the  silence  of  the  apartment  with  an 
awful  distinctness,  to  most  there  present  it  seemed  as  though,  whilst 
speaking  the  dictates  of  his  own  keen  foresight,  he  were  actually  reacting 
the  book  of  fate. 

"  In  the  mean  time,"  he  continued,  "  the  people,  irritated  by  a  govern- 
ment  too  weak  to  reeist,  too  strong  to  yield,  commit  excesses  which  will 
afFord  their  enemies  a  pretext  for  unextinguishable  wrath — a  wrath  which 
will  involve  as  well  the  passive  spectators  as  the  guilty  actors  of  these 
outrages.  I  know  that  fear  alone  has  paralysed  the  Protestant» ;  that 
many  of  theOueux — auch  as  your  secretary-cotisin  of  Egmont — and  all  of 
ob  goveraors  of  provinces  have  done  our  best  to  punish  the  disturbers  of 
peace ;  but  vain  were  the  hopes  of  those  who  acted  thufl,  with  a  view  to 
conciliate  Philip.  Nothing  will,  nothing  can,  conciliate  him  but  the 
attainment  of  his  own  dark  porposes — and  these  he  will  achieve  by  any 
means,  fair  or  foul.  Nor  abuse  yourselves  in  the  character  of  his  sister. 
Shenow  willingly  ministers  to  his  falsehoods,  as  she  probably  will,  shortly, 
to  his  severities.  Judge  for  yourselves.  Among  her  letters,  here  lies 
one — her  last — in  which,  talking  of  the  assurance  she  has  so  lately  given 
to  the  Confederates — given  under  her  own  hand  and  seal — whereby  she 
promises  them,  in  the  name  of  the  king  and  her  own,  impunity  for  the  past, 
security  for  the  future,  she  begs  the  king  to  disregard  all  such  compact, 
and  entreats  him  to  come  at  the  head  of  a  Spanish  force  to  punish  and 
destroy.  You  are  surprised,  messires,  that  one  born  among  you  could 
meditate  so  cruel  a  blow  to  her  native  land ;  but  fanaticism  smothers  all 
other  feelings  in  the  bosom  in  which  it  has  once  taken  root.  Remember, 
that  but  a  few  days  since,  she  herseif  declared,  publicly,  that  these  pro- 
mises were  extracted  from  her  by  menaces ;  you  should  not  be  astonished 
if  she  pronounce  them  null  and  void  when  she  feels  raore  secure.  After 
having  authorised  the  governors  of  the  different  provinces  to  calm  the 
tumults  everywhere  rising  at  the  Protestant  preaching  in  the  open  fields, 
by  concessions  alone  calculated  to  save  the  country  at  that  critical 
moment,  now,  having  reaped  the  benefit  of  these  concessions,  she  says 
we  misunderstood  her — that  she  never  did,  never  could  have  sanctioned 
such  things — that  we  overstepped,  in  a  most  glaring  manner,  the  real 
directions  we  had  received ;  and,  after  having  induced  us  publicly  to  ratify 
what  she  privately  permitted,  she  now  renders  us  odious  to  the  people,  by 
snddenly  withdrawing  all  the  grants  we  then  made,  and  suspicious  to  the 
king,  by  averring  that  they  solely  originated  with  ourselves.  And  is  not 
this  tantamount  to  an  accusation  of  high  treason  ?  But  she  now  feels 
herself  strong.  Mercenary  troops,  under  the  command  of  the  Duke  Eric 
of  Brunswick,  are  on  the  frontiers ;  and  the  King  of  Spain  will  shortly  be 
here,  with  a  formidable  army  of  Spanish  soldiers !" 

The  prince  paused. 

"But,"  said  Egmont,  uthe  king  need  not  necessarily  come  with 
hoetile  intentions." 

"  Nor  has  he  yet,"  said  De  Hörn,  "  dared  aught  against  my  brother.w 

"Not  yet,w  said  the  prince;  "but  I  have  indisputable  proofe  that 
härm  is  meant  both  to  him  and  to  us ;  and  tbat  the  regent  is  not  more 
treacherous  than  the  king.  Here  are  letters,  with  many  a  warning,  but 
lately  received  from  Spain,  written  by  those  who  should  know  the  king's 
mind  well.  The  secrets  of  his  Council — nay,  those  of  his  doset — are  open 
to  me  as  though  I  were  at  his  right  hand.     True,  this  knowledge  costs 
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me  dear ;  but  I  think  the  treasure  worth  the  purchase.     That  the  king 
will  treat  the  Confederates  with  the  utmost  rigour,  cannot  be  doubted." 

"  But  the  letters  he  has  addressed  to  so  man;  of  them,"  urged 
Egniont. 

"  I,  too,  have  received  letters,"  said  the  prince,  "  written  in  Philip'« 
own  band,  in  which  you  will  perceive,  if  you  trouble  yourselves  so  far  as 
to  throw  a  glance  upon  them,  he  begs  me  to  discard  from  my  mind  all 
su8picioo  of  his  intentions  towards  me— that  they  are  those  of  a  grateful 
monarch  towards  a  tried  and  valued  subject,  of  whose  fidelity  he  is  well 
assured,  and  whose  Services  he  considers  important.  Philip  writes,  in 
his  own  band,  that  he  loves  me  well — that  he  will  prove  it  to  me— and 
yet,  messires,  I  would  not  trust  my  life  to  htm  for  one  hour.  Be  not 
more  blind  to  your  peril  than  I  am  to  mine.  All  here  present — all  oor 
friends  and  relations — the  whole  of  the  Netherlands — are  lost,  if  Philip 
be  permitted  to  enter." 

"  And  who  shall  stay  the  king  ?"  exclaimed  Egniont,  starting  up  in 
indignant  surprise. 

"  The  Flemings,  to  a  man,"  said  the  prince,  calmly,  "  if  you  will 
stand  by  me." 

Egmont  turned  pale,  and  his  lip  quivered. 

"xes!"  exclaimed  the  whole  party,  as  if  with  one  voice.  "If  the 
wisest  and  the  bravest  stand  side  by  side,  tbere  will  not  be  a  dissenting 
voice  in  the  land.  There  is  not  one  so  high,  nor  one  so  low,  but  he  will 
shed  his  last  drop  of  blood  with  both !" 

'*  A  hundred  thousand  swords/'  said  Louis  of  Nassau,  "  wait  but  the 
niagio  word  to  leap  from  their  scabbards.  Say  but  the  word,  Count  of 
Egmont — say  but  the  word,  and  Ring  Philip  *s  sway  is  at  an  end  for 
ever  in  these  fertile  countries  which  he  desolates.'* 

"  Speak  the  word,  Count  of  Egmont,"  said  Jean  Sauvage,  rising, 
"  and  restore  to  an  oppressed  people  their  trampled-down  libertäes." 

<c  Egmont,"  added  the  prince,  "  the  fate  of  your  country  at  this 
raoment  may  be  decided  by  one  bold  word.  It  is  now  time  to  dare :  to 
hesitate  were  madness.'1 

Thus  pressed,  Egmont  stood  for  a  moment  irresolute.  His  vanity — 
and  this  was  his  weak  point — was  flattered  by  the  weight  attached  to 
his  decision.  He  also  loved  his  country  well ;  and  many  of  the  Confede- 
rates were  either  connected  with  him  by  alliance,  or,  like  Casembrot, 
by  the  still  closer  tiea  of  affection  ;  but  his  loyalty  and  chivalric  feelings 
soon  got  the  better  of  other  passin?  emotions. 

44 1  cannot  take,"  he  said,  "  the  same  view  of  the  charactef  of  our 
royal  master.  I  would  rather  believe  your  in  formers  in  Spain  guilty 
of  misleading  you,  than  doubt  the  king.  I  admit  the  regent  has  played 
us  false  throughout — that  the  whole  of  her  policy  has  consisted  in 
attempts  to  gain  time,  in  order  to  disunite  those  who  would  oppose  her 
wishes ;  but  I  do  not  think  it  fair  to  confound  the  intentions  of  her 
brother  with  her  manoBuvres." 

"  Did  Philip  keep  hü  promises  to  yourself  ?"  said  Louis  of  Nassau, 
iropetuously.  "You  brought  us  back  as  many  fallacious  hopes  from 
Spain  as  ever  the  princess  held  out ;  which  of  them  has  been  fulnlled?" 

"  I  grant,"  replied  Egmont,  "the  king  is  not  all  we  could  wish  him; 
but  I  deny  that  this  gives  us  a  right  to  throw  off  our  allegiance." 

u  Our  own  6afety  does,  though,"  observed  Jean  Sauvage. 
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"  This,  too,  I  deny,"  said  Egmont  "  I  also  refiite  the  charge  of  our 
safety  being  compromised." 

"In  the  face  of  these  letters?"  exclaimed  the  Prince  of  Orange. 
"  Here  is  the  last,  written  by  Madame  of  Parma  herseif,  in  which  she  de- 
nounces  the  Counts  of  Egmont,  Hörn,  and  Hoogstraaten,  and  myself,  as 
the  chief  instigators  of  all  the  disorders  in  the  Netherlands.  Pray  cast 
your  eyes  on  these  letters,  addressed  to  her  by  Francis  Allana,  the 
Spanisn  ambassador  in  France ;  and  if  these  fail  to  convince  you,  cousin 
of  Egmont,  then,  indeed,  are  you  fated.  Here  Stands  written  the  whole 
of  the  plan  which  is  to  be  pursued  with  regard  to  ourselves ;"  and  slowly 
unfolding  the  paper,  the  prince  read  aloud : 

"  ' If  your  nighness  but  patiently  control  your  indignation  against  the 
Prince  of  Orange  and  the  Counts  of  Egmont  and  Hörn,  whora  F,  as 
well  as  your  highness,  consider  the  authors  of  all  the  mischief,  and 
whom  I  have  represented  in  this  light  to  his  majestv,  and  permit  no 
trace  of  it  to  become  perceptible  to  them,  so  shall  they  assuredly  be 
lulled  into  a  security  that  will  enable  the  king  to  take  a  signal  vengeance 
upon  them ;  which,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  is  at  this  moment  the 
dearest  wish  of  his  heart  Nor  will  your  nighness  have  long  need  of 
patience  in  this  respect ;  his  majesty  will  soon  make  of  them  an  example 
and  a  terror,  for  the  benefit  of  all  rebels  throughout  Christendom.' 

"  What  say  you  to  this,  cousin  ?" 

Egmont  looked  perplexed  and  moody ;  but  simply  remarked : 

"  This  letter  may  be  forged." 

"  Although  I  have  not  yet  been  honoured  with  any  private  missive 
from  the  ambassador,"  replied  the  prince,  with  a  smile,  "  yet  so  many 
have  passed  through  my  hands  that  I  cannot  have  a  doubt  as  to  its 
authenticity." 

"  But  were  it  even  Allana's,"  said  Hoogstraaten,  "  what  reason  have 
we  to  believe  him  so  sure  of  the  king's  real  iutentions  as  he  fencies 
himself?" 

"  What  reason !"  ezclaimed  Louis  of  Nassau,  impetuously.  "  Why,  I 
should  rather  be  tempted  to  ask  this  assembly  of  Gueux  what  reason  the 
king  should  have  for  sparing  them.  And  the  Count  of  Egmont  has 
been  too  often  to  France,  and  seen  there  too  much  of  the  Protestant 
princes,  for  his  own  safety." 

"  I,"  said  Egmont,  the  colour  mounting  to  his  very  teraples — "  I  never 
was  in  France  but  at  the  king's  bidding,  and  at  his  own  behests.  I 
wedded  for  him  his  French  bride,  as  I  did  his  English  one,  and  received 
the  courtesies  there  offered  me  as  his  represeniative  should,  with  recipro- 
cal  kindness." 

"  Was  it  at  the  king's  bidding  that  you  paid  such  assiduous  court  to 
Don  Carlos,  his  feared  and  suspected  successor  ?** 

"  Surely,"  said  the  count,  "  to  gain  the  son's  favour  cannot  be  sup- 
posed  to  entail  the  loss  of  the  father's." 

"  Then  know  you  but  little  of  the  court  of  Spain,  if  you  have  not  seen 
your  way  through  its  intrigues  clearer  than  that,"  exclaimed  Bernard  de 
Merode. 

u  Nay,  the  king  gave  me  such  tokens  of  kindness,  at  parting,  as.  I  cannot 
question,9'  said  Egmont.  "  Besides,  messires,"  continued  he,  with  anima- 
tion,  "  if  the  king  could  make  it  matter  of  reproof  that  I  saw  and  admired 
the  Colignis  and  Cond6s  of  France,  or  that  I  sought  to  make  interest 
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with  his  only  son,  that  he  might  in  our  difficultieB  prore  a  tnediafrnir  be- 
tween  these  provinces  and  his  royal  father,  then  were  Philip  most  unjust 
He  might  as  well  make  me  a  merit  of  my  embassy  to  Arragon,  when  I 
brought  over  to  the  Duchess  of  Parma  so  right  pious  and  godly  a 
daughter-in-law  as  Maria  of  Arragon.  If  the  heresy  of  a  Conde  could 
ding  to  me,"  he  added,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  surely  to  approaeh  suchholi- 
neas  might  suffioe  to  disinfect  one." 

"  You  should  remember,  that  where  excuses  are  needed  they  are  easily 
föuud,"  said  William  of  Orange  ;  "your  confidenoe  in  yourself,  Egmont, 
will  be  the  min  of  all." 

"  There  is  but  one  means  left  to  save  our  religion,  our  country,  and 
ourselves,"  said  Louis  of  Nassau,  with  his  usual  vehemence — "  war!  My 
brother  is  right;  Philip  and  his  army  must  not  be  permitted  to  enter  the 
Low  Countries." 

"  We  might  apply  to  the  emperor,"  said  Hoogstraaten, (( and  by  offer* 
ing  him  the  sway  of  the  provinees,  assure  them  a  powerful  protector." 
*  •  u  He  would  refuse  the  charge,"  replied  the  prince.    w  What  we  do,  must 
be  done  unassisted.     We  must  stand  and  fall  alone.     Were  we  all  of  one 
nriod,  we  are  more  than  equal  to  the  struggle." 

"And  I,"  said  Egmont,  suddenly  rising,  and  ipeaking  with  more 
warmth  and  energy  than  he  had  hitherto  done,  "aeny  that  the  king 
entertains  such  treacherous  designs  as  those  which  these  letters  impute  to 
him.  Opposition  may  inoense  him ;  but  I  am  conrinced,  that  if  he  finds 
everything  restored  to  order  by  our  care,  he  will,  both  from  the  kindness 
of  his  own  nature  and  from  policy,  be  even  lenient  rather  than  just.  As 
for  me,  I  trust  him  implicitly.  Let  him  corae ;  I  ahall  reoeire  him  on  beut 
knee,  with  a  heart  fuÜ  of  ndelity,  and  hope  all  thinge  of  him,  not  only 
for  myself,  but,  if  all  his  subject*  meet  him  with  an  humble  spirit  and  a 
trusting  heart,  for  my  country  also." 

"  Alaa !"  said  the  prince,  "  all  that  Philip  will  bestow  in  return  will  he 
the  tender  mercies  of  his  Spanish  soldiery,  his  inquisitors  and  tribunals  of 
eonscience." 

Opinions  were  now  various,  and  disoussed  with  extreme  warmth.  For 
the  most  part,  the  assembly  would  have  gladly  embraced  war,  if  Egmont 
had  but  sided  with  them ;  tor  his  narae,  all  powerful  with  the  lower  orden, 
was  also  the  idol  of  the  army.  With  him  they  feit  sure  of  sneeess; 
without  him,  as  certain  of  failure.  The  religious  sentiments  of  William 
of  Nastau  were  more  than  suspected,  and  this,  they  knew,  would  chill  the 
Catholics  towards  a  cause  espoused  by  him  and  his  strictly  Protestant 
brothers ;  but  Egmont  was  a  Catholic,  and  his  adherenee  to  the  Prince  of 
Orange  would  conciliate  the  partisans  of  that  religion,  and  unite  all  par- 
ties  under  the  banner  of  pamotism.  Egmont,  however,  was  not  to  be 
shaken. 

"  No,"  said  he ;  "  my  sword,  which  has  been  suceessfully  drawn  for  the 
king,  shall  uever  be  turned  against  him.  Nor  flatter  yoursehes  Tiotorj 
would  in  that  case  abide  by  it.  Not  all  my  devotien  to  my  sorcreigD, 
not  all  the  bribes  that  were  held  out  to  me,  could  eyer  make  me  wield  tt 
against  my  countrymen ;  nor  can  all  your  persuasions,  nor  the  fear  of  per- 
sonal danger  or  disgrace— did  I  believe  any  such  could  threaten  me— make 
me  a  traitor.  I  would  rather  perish  in  my  loyalty.  I  do  not  grudge  the 
king  my  blood,  though  I  am  sure  he  would  neyer  take  it.  Messires,  let 
all  who  trust  me,  trust  the  king." 
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The  fiat  had  gone  fbrth,  and  William  of  Nassau  saw  that  furthev  endea* 
vours  would  be  fruitless. 

w  In  trusting  to  the  great  Services  you  have  rendered  to  shield  your 
lifo,"  he  obserred,  "  you  sign  your  own  death- Warrant." 

"  The  king  dare  not  if  he  would/'  said  De  Hörn.  "  The  whole  country 
would  rise  to  a  man." 

"  What  king,"  exclaimed  Jean  Sauvage,  "  would  couple  his  name  in 
history  with  a  deed  so  atrocious  ?  What !  murder  the  hero  who  has  shed 
lustre  on  his  reign  ?" 

"  Nothing  will  check  Philip,"  replied  Orange.  "  His  own  obstinate 
will  is  his  only  law.  Even  the  ministen  of  his  Council — Spaniards,  and 
many  of  them  priests,  as  they  are — have  advised  leniency ;  out  Philip  has 
sworo,  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  that  he  will  rather  lose  tue  provinces  than 
reign  over  heretics.  These  few  words  contain  the  key  to  all  his  resolu« 
tions ;  and  if  we  do  not  resist,  then  our  only  safety  lies  in  flight.  As  fbr 
me,  I  shall  but  linger  sufficient  time  to  arrange  the  preliminaries  to  my 
final  departure.  Order  must  be  maintained  in  Antwerp ;  for  it  is  above 
all  thing8  important  to  avoid  even  the  appearance  of  hostile  demonstra* 
tions,  since  you,  fair  cousin,  have  made  any  effectual  movement  impos- 
sible.  I  must  be  content  to  watch  the  course  of  events  here,  as  long  as  my 
safety  will  permit;  from  afar,  the  moment  danger  draws  nigh  in  the 
ahape  of  a  Spanish  army." 

"  It  is  easy  for  you  to  act  as  you  please,"  said  the  Count  of  Egmont 
"  You  have  another  home,  another  sovereign,  another  religion,  and 
another  country  to  fly  to." 

"  Why  not  accompany  me  ?"  said  the  prince — "  and  one  day,  mayhap, 
return  with  me  ?" 

A  shade  of  pride  passed  over  Egmont1  s  usually  bland  and  aflable  coun- 
tenance.  "I  have  not  wherewith,"  he  observed,  "to  establish  and 
maintain  so  numerous  a  family  as  mine  in  another  land,  in  such  a 
manner  as  beseems  the  house  whence  they  are  sprang.  Besides,  I 
repeat,  I  would  throw  myself  on  the  king' s  justice,  and  wül  not  for  a  mo- 
ment doubt  it." 

"  Then  will  you  be,"  said  the  prince,  rising  to  signify  that  the  Confer- 
ence was  ended,  "  the  bridge  on  which  the  Spaniards  will  pass  into  this 
country;  nor  will  they  neglect  to  destroy  the  bridge  when  no  longer 
needed." 

"  Happen  to  me  what  may,"  exclaimed  Egmont,  "  I  will  never  betray 
my  king,  my  country,  nor  my  friends." 

u  And  I,"  cried  De  Hörn,  "  will  abide  by  you,  Egmont,  be  your  final 
decision  what  it  may.     What  befals  you,  shall  befal  me  also." 

"  And  I,"  repeated  several  others,  u  will  take  the  first  opportunity  of 
settling  my  own  affairs,  and  follow  the  Prince  of  Orange." 

William  of  Nassau  turned  towards  them,  and  acknowledged  with  a 
graceful  inclinadon  of  the  head  this  sympathy  of  opinion. 

"All,"  said  he,  "who  will  follow  me  to  Dillenburg,  shall  there  be  as 
welcome  as  ever  were  guests  at  Breda." 

i(  Let  those  fly  with  my  prüden t  brother  who  please,"  said  Louis  of 
Nassau;  "  I  hope  to  find  some  who  will  remain  and  fight  with  me." 

These  bold  words  found  some  echo  in  the  assembly,  although  the  firm 
Opposition  of  Egmont,  and  the  defection  of  the  counts  of  Hörn  and 
Hoogstraaten  consequent  upon  it,  had  daraped  their  ardour.      Uncer- 
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tainty  and  distrusts  at  on  the  brows  of  all ;  the  bond  of  union  between 
the  Confederates  was  shivered  in  that  raeeting  like  broken  glass. 

Six  long  hours  had  elapsed  sinoe  firat  they  entered  that  Chamber,  and 
the  veil  of  night  was  settlin?  over  the  quiet  town  of  Tenermoode  when 
the  nobles  remounted  their  horses.  The  inn-gate  being  cautiously  un- 
barred,  they  rode  forth  with  heavy  hearts  and  moody  brows.  Not  a 
light  glimmered  from  the  Windows  as  they  paased — not  an  eye  was  npon 
them;  and  they  deemed  that  this  secret  and  fruitless  Conference,  at  least, 
could  not  be  brought  against  them.  Scarcely,  however,  had  the  clatter 
of  their  horsea'  hoofe  died  away  in  the  distunce,  when  the  wooden  screen 
was  flung  away  with  violence,  and  two  men  started  forward  from  a  cavity 
in  the  chimney. 

One  of  these  apparitions  was  Chievosa ;  the  other  a  pale,  meagre, 
respectable-looking  person,  whom  one  would  rather  have  expected  to 
meet  at  a  conventicle,  than  to  have  seen  dropping  down  through  chimney  - 
Stacks  like  a  thief. 

u  Who  and  what  are  you  ?"  demanded  Chievosa,  with  a  fieroeness  that 
seemed  completely  to  overpower  the  other. 

"  I — I  am  here  for  the  Protestants,"  he  replied  ;  "  and  you — you  are, 
perhaps,  for  the  Lord  of  Brederode — I  was  mformed  such  a  one  was  to 
be  here  to-nighk" 

Chievosa's  anger  was  dissolved  at  these  words.  "  No;  I  am  here  on 
my  own  grounds;  nor  have  I  time  to  seek  for  this  third,  and  I  doubt  not 
worthy  associate.  Though  he  be  not  within  eyesight,  I'll  be  sworn  he  is 
within  earshot ;  so  a  good  night  to  him  and  to  yourself,  sir,  for  now  I 
must  be  off." 

So  saying,  Chievosa  again  betook  himself  to  the  chimney,  up  which  he 
ascended  with  an  agility  that  left  bis  competitor  behind  in  astonishment 
As  the  inn  had  but  one  story,  the  roof  and  the  ladder  placed  against  it 
wer©  soon  gained ;  and  Chievosa,  having  hastily  and  munificently  recom- 
pensed  the  kindness  of  the  neighbouring  bricklayer  for  the  asgistaooe 
which  his  vard  and  his  goodwiU  had  afforded  him,  hurried  to  his  own 
hostelry,  wnere,  mounting  his  fleet  Arabian,  he  too  was  soon  galloping 
across  the  piain  between  Tenermonde  and  Brüssels ;  nor  did  he  draw  in 
his  rein  until  he  stopped  before  the  Palais  de  la  Cour. 

His  companion,  tnough  more  slowly,  imitated  his  example ;  pondering 
all  the  while,  as  he  jogged  towards  Antwerp,  on  the  adroitness  with 
which  his  mysterious  acquaintance  of  the  night  had  turned  to  his  own 

?rofit  the  compact  previously  made  between  himself  and  the  friendly 
Protestant  mason,  and  had  thus  entered  in  his  stead  into  the  chimney — 
on  his  surprise  when  he  found  the  berth  alreadv  occupied,  which  he  never 
would  have  ventured  upon  had  he  not  deemed  it  tenantless — on  the  cir- 
cumstance  of  a  dagger's  point  having  been  somewhat  familiarly  approii- 
mated  to  his  ear  upon  his  alighting  at  the  bottom  of  his  precarious  descent, 
accompanied  by  the  awful  whisper,  "  Silence,  or  you  die  I" 

Then  he  bethought  him  of  the  breatbless  stillness  with  which,  hour 
after  hour,  they  had  stood  side  by  side,  listening  to  every  word  that  had 
fidlen  from  the  unsuspicious  nobles,  and  of  their  singular  raode  of  parting; 
and,  like  Chievosa,  his  mind  was  much  occupied  with  the  conjecture 
where  Brederode's  man  could  possibly  have  concealed  himself ;  for  he 
knew  from  experience  that  the  master  of  the  inn  was  not  to  be  bribed, 
eyen  by  the  most  liberal  offen,  to  betray  those  who  had  so  richly  bought 
his  silence.     Thus  was  Tenermonde  left  to  its  repose. 
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DOWNHAM  MAXOB  HOUSB. 

On  a  lovely  morning,  about  the  middle  of  July,  in  the  aame  year  aa 
the  etenta  previoualy  narrated,  Nicholas  Aasheton,  alwaya  astir  with  the 
lark,  iaaued  from  hia  own  dweUing,  and  aauntered  across  the  amooth  lawn 
in  front  of  it.  The  green  eminence  on  which  he  stood  was  aheltered  on 
the  rieht  by  a  grove  of  aycamorea,  fbrming  the  boundary  of  the  parkt 
and  sloped  down  into  a  Valley  threaded  by  a  amall  clear  stream,  whoae 
murmuring,  as  it  danoed  over  ita  pebbly  bed,  distinctly  reached  hiß  ear  in 
the  stülnees  of  early  day.  On  tne  left,  partly  in  the  valley,  and  partly 
on  the  aide  of  the  acclivity  on  which  the  hall  was  aituated,  nestled  the 
littie  village  whose  inhabitants  owned  Nicholas  aa  lord ;  and  to  judge 
firom  their  habitationa,  they  had  reaaon  to  rejoice  in  their  maater ;  rar 
certainly  there  waa  a  oheerful  air  about  Downham  which  the  neighbour- 
ing  hamleta,  especially  those  in  Pendle  Forest»  aadly  wanted. 

On  the  left  of  the  manaion,  and  only  aeparated  firom  it  by  the  garden 
walls,  stood  the  chorch,  a  venerable  atructure,  dating  back  to  a  period 
more  remote  even  than  Whalley  Abbey.  From  the  churchyard  a  view, 
almost  ahnilar  to  that  enjoyed  by  the  aauire,  waa  obtained,  thongh  par- 
tially  interrapted  by  the  thick  rounded  ioliage  of  a  large  tree  growing 
beneath  it ;  and  many  a  traveller  who  came  that  way  lingered  within  the 
hallowed  precincta  to  contemplate  the  proepect»  At  the  foot  of  the  hill 
waa  a  small  atone  hridge  croaaing  the  stream. 

Across  the  read,  and  scarce  thiity  paeea  from  the  church-ffate,  stood  a 
littie  ale-house,  whoae  comfbrtable  fireaide  nook  and  good  Hquors  were 
not  diadained  by  the  aqmre.  In  fact,  to  hia  shame  be  it  apoken,  he  was 
qirite  as  often  to  be  fotmd  there  of  an  evening  as  at  the  halL  This  had 
more  paräcularly  been  the  case  ainoe  the  houae  waa  tenanted  by  Richard 
Baldwyn,  who,  narbig  giren  up  the  mill  at  Rough  Lee,  and  taken  to 
wife  Boss  Whitaker,  of  Goldshaw  Booth,  had  remored  with  her  to 
Downham,  where  he  now  flooriahed  ander  the  special  protection  of  the 
aqmre»  Besä  had  lest  none  of  her  old  habita  of  command,  and  it  muat 
be  confbesod  that  poor  Richard  played  a  rery  aeoondary  part  in  the 
eatabüshment    Nioholaa,  aa  may  be  auppoeed»  waa  permitted  conaiderahle 
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licenee  by  her,  bat  eren  he  had  limits,  which  ehe  took  good  care  he 
should  not  exoeed. 

The  Downham  domains  were  well  culthrated ;  the  line  of  deinarcation 
between  them  and  the  heathy  wastes  adjoining  being  clearly  traeed 
out,  and  you  had  only  to  follow  the  course  of  the  brook  to  aee  at  a 
glance  where  the  purliena  of  the  forest  ended,  and  where  Nicholai 
Assheton's  property  oommeneed:  Ae  an» being  a  dreary  moor, witb here 
and  there  a  tnicket  upon  it,  but  more  freqnently  a  dangerous  morass, 
covered  with  sulphur-coloared  moss;  and  the  other  consisting  of  green 
meadows,  bordered,  in  most  instances,  by  magnificent  timber.  The 
contrast,  howaYer,  was  not  without  ite  cWm;  and  while  the  sterile 
wastes  set  off  the  fair  and  fertile  fields  around  them,  and  enhanced  their 
beaaty,  they  offered  a  wide,  uninterrapted  expanse,  orer  which  the  eye 
eould  ränge  at  will 

On  the  fürther  side  of  the  valley,  and  immadiatriy  opposite  the  lawn 
whereon  Nicholas  stood,  the  ground  gradually  arose,  untü  it  reached  the 
foot  of  Pendle  Hill,  which  here  saswaang  its  most  majestic  aspect,  con- 
stituted  the  grand  and  pecoliar  feature  of  the  acene.  Nowhere  oould  the 
lordly  eminence  be  seen  to  the  same  advantage  as  from  thia  point,  and 
Nieheia*  oontempkted  it  with  seelings  of  rapture,  wthieh  w  .twaKarity 
moldiiwmmL  The  mm  ehoae hrightly «apoa  ita aamiod  niiiaail  sarl 
inro  ite  seamr  aidas,x**aalingaU  ita  rim  «ad  ridgss;  adangdepthof 
tint  to  ita  daafcy  soü,  leid  bave  in  plaesa  by  the  wintsr  torranto;  ItmYwg 
aew  beauty  to  ita  yuiple  heath,  and  nsalnwg  üb  fjaey  sod  glowvae  wün 
fita.  ßo  esdulasatjn*  was  .the  tainpost  tfcat  Nkhelas  tslt  mt£  «amnted 
to-esojBitJbe YaUey  and  aoale  the  hiü beim  hraaläar  hk fest;  hat  eshsr 
fcriangs  eheeked  tum,  and  he  tnrned  towaads  the  rigat.  Hera,feoypad* 
peddoek  and  eone  oatbnildings,  lay  the  park,  small  in  extent,  bat  fcesa- 
tjfiaUy  direarified,  well  atoeked  with  deer,  aad  baastiag  aaA  aefcie 
ithnhor  In  the  midst  was  an  exoniste  kaalL  which.  bseäAse  coaunaabjaBr 
a  fine  eiew  of  Pendle  Hill,  Downhaa,  aad  all  the  adjaoeat  epaatoy, 
brought  withia  ka  seope,  on  the  one  band,  theamnisat  eaetle<of  Cttthsfo 
aad  the  heights  overlooking  Whalley,  and»  oa  theather,  the  torely  and 
axtearive  yaJe  thmogh  which  the  Babble  wandeeadL  This,  aleo,  was  a 
saeourito  point  of  view  with  the  sqvbe,  and  he  had  eoxae  ideaef  wallring 
towatds  it,  whenhe  waaaneated  ov  a  peraon  who  eame  faem  Aha  htm*, 
aad  who  ahoated  to  bin,  aoaasely  out  aiithely,  tostsx. 

Tnenewaoaerwas  aoaanof  nuddleaga>  with  a  ahm  ahnest  aaiaway 


aa  a  ginsy'e,  a  .hooked  nose,  bkckbeetlnig  browa,apdeyaaeoaBW^i^ 
set  in  bis  head,  that  they  aommuniaaton  a  siniaür  4npuaai<*i  to  hu 


eonatenanee.  He  pesassssd  a  borly  frame,  aqaaia,  and  aansarhait  heavy, 
thaugh  not  so  sanea  so  aa  to  hnpede  las  aotmty.  In  fieportfnfnt  aad 
atatere,  tisoaah  not  in  Isatnie,  he  zasambled  theeqaita  hnaself^  aad  the 
likeness  waa  aeigfateaed  by  hiß  hahilinents  being  pait  of  Mwholas'f  ald 
wardrobe,  the  daaUet  and  hose,  and  aaan  the  gseea  hat  aad  boote,  Mag 
these  in  which  Bieholaa  snade  his  fiast  appeannce  in  thia  faistory.  The 
feaamaga  who  Aaacoadesosadad  to  be  ted  aad  cJasJad  at  thaaqasWf 
aapaase,  andwhoüüed  a  aitasüea  aomatbiag  batwaen  gyest  aad  nwasil, 
wühoat  recamagthe  naasae  attentaenad  the  oaearAewageeaf  «tibe 
other,  batiwho  aaade  hwalf  so  asafol  to  Mcholas  Ibat  be  «wld  aet 
widi  htm    neüthar,  aathsfsy  waald  be  )hsaa  beaa  ahatea  af> 
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ereu  $f  Ü  had  been  desired— was  named  Lawrence  Fogg,  an  antke 
Ytraager  to  the  oountry,  whean  Minhalaij  had  picked  up  at  Cokaa,  «ad 
wbom  he  had  inrified  to  Dowaham  for  a/few  wecks*  hoating,  and  had 
neyer  been  able  to  get  ad  of  him  emoe. 

Lawrence  Fogg  ükad  bis  quaster*  smsneosery,  and  deterauned  to  re- 
mam  in  them;  and  as  a  means  to  so  desftrable  an  end,  he  atudied  all  the 
equirefa  weak  pekuts  aad  pecaliariäes,  aod  these  not  being  vary  difiodt 
to  be  mideratuod,  he  soon  saasteved  them,  and  mastaied  the  aauiae  into 
the  bargain,  bat  withoat  allowing  his  succese  to  haeozae  manifest.  Ni- 
eholas  was  deügfated  to  find  oae  with  taste«  so  rorwitial  to  ms  own,  who 
Jwas  so  wiÄng  to  tarnt  or  fish  with  him.--who  codd  train  a  hawk  as  well 
wj  Phä  Royie,  the  f aieonor  diet  a  %htmg-cook  as  well  as  Tom 
Shaw,  the  cock-master — enter  a  hound  better  than  Charlie  Crouch,  the 
old  htmtsntan—  shoot  with  the  leng4>ow  fiurther  than  any  one  ezcept 
fcimself,  aad  was  wittiagto  toat  off»  pot  with  bim,  ar  mng  a  merxy  stare 
whenerer  he  feit  mcBned.  Sota  a  comnsirion  was  invahtable,  and 
Ifieholas  congratalatcd  hiaisetf  upan  the  djsoorery,  «specially  whan  he 
{band  Lawrenee  Fogg  not  anwiHiag  to  undertake  easno  delicate  aonmis- 
flraas  for  him,  whien  he  oaald  not  well  eaeeute  bimself,  and  whieh  he 
was  unwilling  should  reach  Mist«as  Ästheten9!  ean.  These  wäre 
maaaged  with  eejael  advottaass  aad  «aution.  Ahoat  the  sasae  tiroe,  toq, 
Iftchoias,  inding  motiey  searce,  and  aat  liking  to  borrow  it  in  penoo, 
delegated  Fogg,  and  sent  him  round  to  his  fneads  to  ask  fora  loaa ;  bot, 
in  th»  instance,  the  mission  was  attandad  with  vory  iadüfaant  suecess, 
farinH  xme  of  them  woald  lend  him  so  anal  a  som  as  thirty  pounds,  all 
a*erringthey*tood  in  need  af  itquiteas  maeh  aa  hisAsalf.  Though  seme- 
what  ineonvenieneed  by  their  refesei,  Nichohsbore  the  disappointment  with 
ins  costomary  equanimity,  and  made  merry  with  his  friend  as  if  nothing 

had  happeued.  Fegg  snowed  an  equal  accomaaodating  spirit  in  all  reh- 
gious  ohservancet,  aad,  thongh  mach  against  his  incunation,  attended 

moming  discourees  and  leetures  with  his  patron,  aad  even  made  an 
asUmipt  at  psalmnanging ;  bat  on  one  oecasion  nrissing  the  tune  and 
Coming  in  with  a  bacchanalian  chorus,  he  was  aeverary  rebuked  by  the 

arinfisiei,  and  enjoined  to  kaep  säance  in  fature.  Such  waa  the  firiendly 
relarion  subsisting  between  the  partias  whan  thay  met  tagether  on  the 

lawn  on  the  morning  in  qaestkm. 

*'  Well,  Fogg,w  cried  Niehoks,  aftar  asahaaging  salotations  with  his 

friend,  "what«ar  yoatohantmgihe  otter  in  the  Rjbble  a^erbreakfost? 

,fHs  a  rase  day  fer  the  sport,  and  the  hounds  an  in  azesilent  order. 

There  is  an  old  dam  and  aar  litter  whom  we  saust  kill,  for  ehe  haa  been 

pkying  the  Tery  de?ü  with  the  fish  for  a  apaaa  of  moee  than  two  milee, 

and  if  we  let  her  off  for  aaother  weck,  we  sfaall  have  neither  salmon, 

trottt,  nor  umher,  as  all  will  haue  aessed  down  the  maws  of  her  Toraetoos 

hrood.M 

"Andthat  wodd  be  a  pity,  in  good  sooth,  sqaixe,^  vepfied  Fogg; 

"for  there  are  nofish  like  those  of  the  Ribble.     Nothing  I  should  prafer 

to'the  sport  you  promise  ;  bot  I  theught  you  had  other  business  for  me 

vjMday  ?    Aztother  attompt  to  borrow  moaey— eh  ?" 

«Mj,  «rommy  coasin,  Diek  Awhetao,"  aajdnad  Nichoks  ;  "he  wül 

knd  me  the  thirty  pounds,  I  am  mateanra.    Bot  you  had  better  defer 

the  Tisit  tili  to-morrow,  when  his  fother,  Sir  Richard,  will  be  at  WhaMey, 
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and  when  you  can  have  him  to  yourself,  Dick  will  not  ßay  you  nay, 
depend  on't ;  he  is  too  good  a  fellow forthat.  A murrain  on  those  cloie- 
fisted  curmudgeons,  Roger  Nowell,  Nieholas  Townley,  and  Tom  WU- 
taker.  They  ought  to  be  deligfated  to  oblige  me." 
"  But  they  declare  they  h&ve  no  money,"  said  Fogg. 
"  No  money  ! — pshaw!"  exclaimed  Nieholas ;  "an  idle  excuse.  They 
have  eheste  fall.  Would  I  had  all  Roger  NoweU's  gold,  I  shoald  not 
require  another  supply  for  years.  Bat»  'sdeath,  I  will  not  trouble  myself 
for  a  paltry  thirty  pounds. 

"  If  I  might  venture  to  suggest,  squire,  while  von  are  about  it,  I 
would  ask  for  a  hundred  pounds,  or  even  two  or  three  hundred,"  said 
Fogg.  •'  Your  friends  will  think  all  the  better  of  you,  and  feel  more 
satisned  you  intend  to  repay  them." 

«  Do  you  think  so  ?'  cried  Nieholas.  "  Then,  by  Plutue,  it  shaü  be 
three  hundred  pounds — three  hundred  at  interest  Dick  will  have  to 
borrow  the  amount  to  lend  it  to  me ;  but»  no  matter,  he  will  easily 
obtain  it.  Harkye,  Fogg,  while  you  are  at  Middleton,  endeavoor  to 
ascertain  whether  any  thing  has  been  arranged  about  the  marriage  of  a 
certain  yoang  lady  to  a  certain  young  gentleman.  I  am  curious  to  know 
the  precise  State  of  afiairs  in  that  quarter." 

"  I  will  arrive  at  the  truth,  if  poesible,  squire,"  replied  Fogg ;  "  bat  I 
should  scarcely  think  Sir  Richard  would  assent  to  bis  son's  union  with 
the  daughter  of  a  notorious  witch." 

44  Sir  Richard'8  son  is  scarcely  likely  to  ask  Sir  Richard's  con- 
sent," said  Nieholas  ;  "  and  as  to  Mistress  Nutter,  though  heavy  charges 
have  been  brought  against  her,  nothing  has  been  proved,  for  you  knov 
ehe  escaped,  or,  rather,  was  rescued  on  her  way  to  Lancaster  Castle. 

"  I  am  fully  au  are  of  it,  squire,"  replied  Fogg,  "  and  I  more  tban 
suspect  a  worthy  friend  of  mine  had  a  hand  in  her  deliverance,  andcould 
teil  where  to  find  her  if  needful.  But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there. 
The  lady  is  quite  innocent,  I  dare  say.  Indeed,  I  am  quite  sure  of  it, 
since  you  espouse  her  cause  so  warmly.  But  the  world  is  malicious,  and 
stränge  things  are  reported  of  her." 

"  Heed  not  the  world,  Fogg,"  rejoined  Nieholas.  "  The  world  soeaks 
well  of  no  man,  be  his  deserts  what  they  may.  The  world  says  that  I 
waste  my  estate  in  wine,  women,  and  horsefiesh — that  I  spend  time  in 
pleasure8  which  might  be  profitably  employed — that  I  neglect  my  wife, 
forget  my  religious  observances,  am  on  norseback  when  I  shoald  be 
afoot,  at  the  alehouse  when  I  should  be  at  home,  at  a  marriage  when  I 
should  be  at  a  funeral,  shootmg  when  I  should  be  keeping  my  boote— 
in  6hort,  it  has  not  a  good  word  to  say  for  me.  And  as  for  thee,  Fogg, 
it  says  thou  art  an  idle,  good-for-nothing  fellow  ;  or  if  thou  art  good  for 
aught,  it  is  only  for  something  that  leada  to  eviL  It  says  thou  drinkest 
prodigiously,  liest  confbundecüy,  and  swearest  moet  profanely  ;  that  dum 


-  say,    

man  on  the  highway.  That  is  what  the  world  says  of  thee.  Bat 
hang  it!  never  look  chapfallen,  man.  Let us  go  to  the  stables,  and  then 
we  will  in  to  break&st;  after  which  we  will  proeeed  to  the  Ribble,  and 
spear  the  old  otter." 
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A  fine  old  manorial  residence  was  Downham,  and  beautifiilly  situated, 
as  has  been  shown,  on  a  woody  eminence  to  the  north  of  Pendle  Hill.  It 
was  of  great  antiquity,  and  first  came  into  the  possession  of  the  Assheton 
family  in  1558.  Considerable  additions  had  been  made  to  it  by  its  present 
cwner,  Nicholas,  and  the  ouslay  necessarily  required,  oombined  with  his 
laviah  expeaditure,  had  contributed  to  embamss  him.  The  stables  weie 
large,  and  fall  of  horses ;  the  kenneis  on  the  same  scale,  and  equally  well 
rappüed  with  hounds ;  and  there  was  a  princely  retinue  of  servants  in  the 
yard— grooms,  keepers,  falconers,  huntsmen,  and  their  assistants — to  say 
nothing  of  their  fellows  within  doors.  In  short,  if  it  had  been  your  for- 
tone  to  accompany  the  squire  and  his  friend  round  the  premises;  if 

Khad  walked  through  the  Stahles  and  oounted  the  horses;  if  you 
viewed  the  kenneis  and  examined  the  various  honnds — the  great 
Lancashire  dogs,  tall,  shaggy,  and  heavy,  a  race  now  extinct ;  the  "Wbr- 
cestershire  hounds,  then  also  in  xnuoh  repute;  the  greyhounds,  the 
harriers,  the  beagles,  the  lurchers,  and,  lastly,  the  Terminers,  or,  as  we 
shonld  call  them,  the  terriers, — if  you  had  seen  all  theae,  you  would  not 
have  wondered  that  money  was  scarce  with  him.  Still  further  would  your 
surptise  at  auch  a  consequence  have  diminished  if  you  had  gone  on  to  the 
ialconry,  and  seen  on  the  perches  the  goshawk  and  her  tercel,  the 
sparrow-hawk  and  her  musket,  under  the  care  of  the  ostringer ;  and  fur- 
ther on  the  faloon*gentIe,  the  gerfidcon,  the  lanner,  the  merlin,  and  the 
hobby,  all  of  which  were  attended  to  by  the  head  falooner.  It  would 
hare  done  you  good  to  hear  Nicholas  inquiring  from  his  men  if  they  had 
"aet  out  weir  birds  that  morning,  and  weathered  them ;"  if  they  had 
mummy-powder  in  readiness,  then  esteemed  a  sovereign  remedy ;  if  the 
lures,  hoods,  jesses,  buets,  and  all  other  needful  furniture,  were  in  good 
order ;  and  if  the  meat  were  sweet  and  wholesome.  You  might  next  hare 
followed  him  to  the  pens,  where  the  fighting-cocks  were  kept,  and  where 
you  would  have  found  another  source  of  expense  in  the  cock-master,  Tom 
Shaw— a  knave  who  not  only  got  high  wages  from  his  master,  bat 
understood  so  well  the  dieting  of  his  birds  that  he  could  make  them  win 
or  lose  a  battle  as  he  thought  proper.  Here,  again,  Nicholas  had  much 
to  say,  and  was  in  raptuies  with  one  oock,  which  he  told  Fogg  he  would 
back  to  any  amount,  utterly  unconscious  of  a  significant  look  that  passed 
between  ms  friend  and  the  cock-master. 

u  Look  at  him/'  cried  the  squire ;  "  how  proud  and  erect  he  Stands. 
His  head  is  as  small  as  that  of  a  sparrow-hawk,  his  eye  large  and  quick, 
his  body  thick,  his  leg  strong  in  the  beam,  and  his  spurs  long,  rough, 
and  sharp.  That  is  the  bird  for  me.  I  will  take  him  over  to  the  Cock- 
pit at  Prescot  next  week,  and  match  him  against  any  bird  Sir  John 
Talbot,  or  my  cousin  Braddyll,  can  bring." 

"And  yo'n  win,  squoire,"  replied  the  cock-master;  "ey  ha'  been 
feedin'  him  these  fiye  weeks,  so  hell  be  i'  rare  condition  then,  and  winna 
failyo.  Yo  may  lay  what  yo  loike  upon  him,"  he  added,  with  aaly  wink 
as  Fogg. 

"  You  may  win  the  thirty  pounds  you  want,"  obserred  the  latter,  in  a 
low  tone  to  the  squire. 

"  Or,  mayhap,  lose  it,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  I  shaü  not  risk  so  much, 
unless  I  get  the  three  hundred  from  Dick  Assheton.  I  have  been  un- 
lucky  of  late.     You  beat  me  constantly  attabbs  now,  Fogg,  and  when  I 

▼OL.  zxi.  2  p 
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ftrst  knew  you  this  was  not  wont  to  be  the  case.  Nay,  neirer  maka  any 
excuses,  man  ;  you  cannot  help  it.  Let  us  in  to  breakfast.'' 
.  With  this,  he  proceeded  towards  the  house,  followed  by  Fogg  and  * 
couple  of  large  Lancashire  hounds,  and  entering  at  the  back  of  the  pre* 
mißes,  made  hü  way  through  the  scullery  into  the  kitchen.  Here  there 
were  plentiful  evidences  of  the  hospitality,  not  to  say  profusion,  reigning 
throughout  the  mansion.  An  open  door  showed  a  larder  stocked  with 
all  kinds  of  provisions,  and  before  the  fire  joints  of  meat  and  poultry  were 
roasting.  Pies  were  baking  in  the  oven  ;  and  over  the  flames,  m  the 
chimney,  was  suspended  a  black  pot  large  enough  for  a  witch's  caldron. 
The  cook  was  busied  in  preparing  for  the  gridiron  some  freshiy-canght 
trout,  intended  for  the  squire's  own  breakfast ;  and  a  kitchen-maid  was 
toasting  oat  cakes,  of  which  there  was  a  large  snpply  in  the  bread-flake 
depending  from  the  ceiling. 

Casting  a  look  around,  and  exchanging  a  few  words  with  the  cook, 
Nicholas  moved  on,  still  followed  by  Fogg  and  the  hounds,  and  tracking 
a  long  stone  passage,  entered  the  great  hall.  Here  the  same  disorder 
and  irregularity  prevailed  as  in  his  own  character  and  conduct  All  was 
litter  and  confusion.  Around  the  walle  were  hung  breastplates  and  buff 
coats,  morions,  shields,  and  two-handed  swords;  but  tbey  were  half 
hidden  by  fishing-nets,  fowling-nets,  dogs'  collars,  saddles  and  bridles, 
housings,  cross-bows,  long  bows,  quivers,  baldricks,  horns,  spearsy  guns, 
and  every  other  implement  then  used  in  the  sports  of  the  river  or  the 
field.  The  floor  was  in  an  equal  State  of  disorder.  The  rushes  were 
filled  with  half-gnawed  bones,  brought  thither  by  the  hounds  ;  and  in  one 
corner,  on  a  mat,  was  a  favourite  Spaniel  and  her  whelps.  The  squin^ 
however,  was,  happily,  insensible  to  the  condition  of  the  Chamber,  and 
looked  around  it  with  an  air  of  satisfaction,  as  if  he  thought  it  the  per- 
fection  of  comfort. 

A  table  was  spread  for  breakfast,  near  a  window  looking  out  upon  the 
lawn,  and  two  covers  only  were  laid,  for  Mistress  Nicholas  Assheton  did 
not  make  her  appearance  at  this  early  hour.  And  now  was  exhibited  one 
of  those  stränge  contradictions  of  which  the  squire's  character  was  com- 
posed.  Kneeling  down  by  the  side  of  the  table,  and  without  noticing  the 
mocking  expression  of  Fogg's  countenance  as  he  followed  his  example, 
Nicholas  prayed  loudly  and  fervently  for  upwards  of  ten  minutes,  after 
which  he  arose  and  gare  a  shout,  which  proved  that  his  lungs  were  unim- 
paired,  and  not  only  roused  the  whole  house,  but  set  all  the  dogs 
barking. 

Presently,  a  couple  of  serving-men  answered  this  lusty  summons,  and 
the  table  was  coyered  with  good  and  substantial  dishes,  which  he  and  his 
companion  attacked  with  a  vigour  such  as  only  the  most  valiant  trencher- 
man  can  display.  Already  has  it  been  remarked  that  a  breakfast  at  the 
period  in  question  resembled  a  modern  dinner ;  and  better  proof  could  not 
have  been  afforded  of  the  correctness  of  the  description  than  the  meal 
under  discussion,  which  comprised  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl,  boiled,  broiled,  and 
roast,  together  with  strong  ale  and  sack.  After  an  hour  thus  agreeably 
employed,  and  while  they  were  still  seated,  though  breakfast  had  pretty 
nearly  come  to  an  end,  a  serring-man  entered,  announcing  Maater 
Richard  Sherborne,  of  Dunnow.  The  squire  instantly  sprang  to  his  feeft» 
and  hastened  to  welcome  his  brother-in-law. 
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a  Ah!  good  day  to  you,  Dick,"  he  cried,  shaking  him  heartUy  by  the 
band ;  "what  happy  chance  brings  you  here  so  early  ?  But  first  sit 
down  and  eat—eat,  and  talk  afterwards.  Here,  Roger,  Harry,  bring 
another  platter  and  napkin,  and  let  us  have  more  broiled  trout,  and  a  cold 
eapon— a  pasty,  or  whatever  you  can  find  in  the  larder.  Try  some  of  this 
gammon,  meanwhile,  Dick.  It  will  help  down  a  can  of  ale.  And  now 
what  bring8  theo  hither,  lad  ?  Pressing  business,  no  doubt  Thou  mayst 
speak  betöre  Fogg.  I  have  no  eecrete  from  him.  He  is  ray  second 
seif." 

u  I  have  no  secrets  to  divulge,  Nicholas,"  replied  Sherborne,  "  and  I 
will  teil  you  at  once  what  I  am  come  about.  Have  you  heard  that  the 
king  is  about  to  visit  Hoghton  Tower  in  August?" 

"  No  ;  this  is  news  to  me,"  replied  Nicholas  ;  "  does  your  business  re- 
late  to  his  visit  ?" 

"  It  does,"  replied  Sherborne.  "  Last  night  a  messenger  came  to  me 
from  Sir  Richard  Hoghton,  entreating  me  to  move  you  to  do  him  the 

favour  and  courtesy  to  attend  him  at  the  king's  Coming,  and  wear  his 

1* t» 
ivery. 

"I  wear  his  livery!"  exclaimed  Nicholas,  indignantly.  "'Sdeath! 
what  do  you  take  me  for,  cousin  Dick  ?" 

"For  a  right  good  fellow,  who  I  am  eure  will  comply  with  his  friend's 
request,  especially  when  he  finds  there  is  no  sort  of  degradation  in  it,"  rö- 
,püed  Sheroorne.  "  Why,  I  shall  wear  Sir  Richard^  cloth,  and  so  will 
sereral  others  of  our  friends.  There  will  be  rare  doings  at  Hoghton — 
masquings,  mummings,  and  all  sorts  of  revels,  besides  hunting,  shooting, 
raoing,  wrestling,  and  the  devil  knows  what  You  may  feast  and  carouse 
to  your  heart's  content.  The  Dukes  of  Buckingham  and  Richmond  will 
be  there,  and  the  Earls  of  Nottingham  and  Pembroke  and  Sir  Gilbert 
Hoghton,  the  king's  great  favourite,  who  married  the  Duchess  of  Buck- 
insham's  sister.  Besides  these,  you  will  have  all  the  beauty  of  Lanca* 
shire.     I  would  not  miss  the  sight  for  thirty  pounds.'f 

"  Thirty  pounds!' '  echoed  Nicholas,  as  if  Struck  with  a  sudden  thought. 
uDo  you  tnink  Sir  Thomas  Hoghton  would  lend  me  that  sum  if  I  con- 
sent to  wear  his  cloth,  and  attend  him  ?" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  replied  Sherborne ;  "  and  if  he  won't,  I  will.!' 

"  Then  I  will  put  my  pride  in  my  pocket,  and  go,"  said  Nicholas. 
"  And  now,  Dick,  despatch  your  breakfast  as  quickly  as  you  can,  and  then 
I  will  take  you  to  the  Ribble,  and  show  you  some  sport  with  an  otter." 

Sherborne  was  not  long  in  concluding  his  repast,  and  having  received 
an  otter  spear  firom  the  squire,  who  had  already  provided  himself  and 
Fogg  with  like  weapons,  all  three  adjourned  to  the  kenneis,  where  they 
found  the  oldhuntsman,  Charlie  Crouch,  awaiting  them,  attended  by  four 
stout  varlets,  anned  with  forked  staves,  meant  for  the  double  purpose  of 
faeating  the  river's  banks  and  striking  the  poor  beast  they  were  about  to 
hunt,  and  each  man  having  acouple  of  hounds,  well  entereafor  the  chase, 
in.leaah.  Old  Crouch  was  a  thin,  grey-bearded  fellow,  but  possessed  of 
a  tough  muscular  frame,  which  served  him.  quite  as  well  in  the  long  run 
as  the  younger  and  apparently  more  vigorous  limbs  of  hb  assistants.  His 
cheek  was  hale,  and  his  eye  still  bright  and  quick,  and  a  certain  fierceness 
was  imparted  to-  his  countenance  by  a  large  aquiline  nose.  He  was  at- 
tiredin  a  greasy  leathern  jerkin,  tight  hoseof  the  same  material,  and  had 
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a  bügle  suspended  frorn  bis  neck,  and  a  sharp  huntii>g*kni£e  throst  mto 
lue  girdle.  In  his  band  he  bore  a  spear  like  bis  master,  and  was  foUowad 
by  a  grey  old  Inraher,  who,  tbougb  wanting  an  ear  and  an  eye,  and  dja» 
figured  by  sundry  sears  on  throat  and  back,  was-  hardyr  uaturing,  and 
sagaeious.  Tbis  ancient  dog  was  called  Grip,  from  his  tenacity  in  hoiäV 
ing  anything  he  set  bis  teeth  lipon,  and  he  and  Crimen  were  inseparahie. 
Great  was  the  clamour  ooeasioned  by  tbe  squire's  appesranoe  in  tfae 

Jrard.  The  coupled  hounds  gave  tongue-  at  onoe,  and'  sang  out  most  me> 
odiously,  and  all  the  otber  dogs  within  the  kenneis,  or  roaming  at  will 
about  tbe  yard,  joined  the  concert.  After  mach  swearing,  eraeking  of 
whips,  and  yelping  consequent  upon  the  Cracking,  silenoe  was  in  some 
degree  restored,  and  a  consultation  was  then  held  between  Nicbolaa  and 
Crouoh  as  to  where  their  steps  should  firnt  be  beut.  The  old  huntsman 
was  for  drawing  the  river  near  a  place  called  Bean  Hui  Wood,  as  die 
trees  thereabouts  growiog  dose  to  tbe  water's-edge,  it  was  pretty  oertain 
the  otter  would  have  her  couoh  amidthe  roots  of  some  of  them.  TU* 
was  objeeted  to  by  one  of  the  varlets,  who  deelared  thai  the  beast  lodged 
in  a  hollow  tree,  standing  on  a  bank  nearly  a  mile  higher  up  the  stramm, 
and  dose  by  thepoint  of  junotion  between  SwansideBeck  andthvBibble. 
He  was  certain  of  the  fact,  he  avouched,  beeaase  he  had  noticed  her  mach* 
on  the  meist  grass  near  the  tree. 

"  Hoo  goes  theere  to  fish,  mon  ?"  cried  Crouch,  "  for  it  is  the  natur  o* 
the  wary  varmint  to  feed  at  a  distance  fro'  her  lodgin',  boh  ey'm  suse  we 
shan  leet  on  her  among  the  roots  of  them  big  trees  o'erhangtng  th*  rber 
near  Bean  Hill  Wood,  an  if  the  sqnire'll  tay  nay  aortee,  he'n  go.  theere 
first." 

"  I  put  myself  entirdy  under  your  guidance,  Crouch,''  seid  Nichoka. 

"  An  yo'n  be  aw  rcet,  sir,"  replied  the  huntsman ;  u  we'n  beei  the 
bonks  wed,  an  two  o'  these  chaps  shan  go  up  the  stream,  an  two  down, 
one  o'  one  side,  and  one  o'  t'other;  an  i'  that  manner  hoo  canna  eseape 
us,  fo'  Grip  can  swim  an  dive  os  weel  as  onny  otter  i'  aw  £nglondshiac, 
an  he'n  be  efter  her  an  her  litter  the  moment  they  tak  to  t'  wotur. 
Some  folk,  os  maybe  yo  ha'  seen,  squoire,  tak  howd  on  a  cord  by  both 
eends,  an  droppin'  it  into  t'  river,  draw  it  slowly  alongr  so  that  they  cam 
teil  by  th'  jerk  when  th'  otter  tooehes  it ;  boh  this  is  an  oneartin  method, 
an  is  nowt  like  Grip's  plan,  for  wherever  yo  see  him  swiminm',  t'other 
beast  yo  may  be  sure  is  nah  far  ahead." 

"  A  brave  dog,  but  oonfbundedly  ngly !"  exolaimed  the  sanire,  re- 
garding  the  old  one-eared,  one*eyed  lurcher,  with  mingkd  aamnration 
and  disgust ;  "  and  now  that  all  is  arranged»  let  us.  be  off." 

Accordingly,  they  qiritted  the  conrtyard,  and,  shapiag  their  oousse  in 
the  direction  indieated  by  the  huntsman,  entered  the  park,  and  prodeoded 
along  a  glade,  obeqoered  by  the  early  sonbeams.  Hexe  tbe  noise  they 
made  in  their  progress  speedily  distnrbeda  herd  of  deer  browsing  be- 
oeath  the  trees,  and  as  the  dappled  foresters  daeted  off  to  a  tbiohet 
oetert,  great  difficulty  wasexpeneneed  by  the  Tadats  in  iwamining  the 
hounds,  who  struggled  eageriy  to  fbllow  them,  and  made  the  welkm 
resound  with  their  baying. 

"  Yonder  is  a  tall  fellow,"  cried  Nicholas,  pointtng  out  a  noble  baak 
to  Crouch ;  "  I  must  kill  him  neott  week,  fbn  I  want  to.  send  a  fcsmcst«*f 
f*nsea>to  MiddleUm,  and  another  to  Whaüey,  Abbey.fbr  fibBsipav" 
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" Better  haut  him,  aquoire»"  said  Crouch;   "he  will  gi'  ye  geod 


Soon a&erthia  they attaiaed  aa  enunence,  where  s>  charming roeep 
o£  counfacy  opened  upou  thsm,  iaduding  the  fineat  pari  of  RibbJafidaie, 
with  its  ricU»»wooued  plains,  and  the  swift  and  beautiful  riven  from 
winoh  ife  deröed  jts  name»  The  view  was  enohanting,  and  the  squire 
and  his  companions  paused  for  a  moment  to  contemplate  it,  and  then 
atepping  gleefully  fbrward,  mada  their  way  orer  the  elaatic  tdrf  towards 
a  small  thickct  skbrting  the  park*  AU  weie  in  high  spirita,  for  the 
freshnese  and.  beanty  of  die  manang  had  not  been  without  effect;  and 
the  squirefetougue  kepi  paee  wich  hk  legs,  aa  he  Btrode  bruklj  along; 
hat  as  they  entesed  toe  thioket  in  questton,  and  canght  sighfe  of  the 
mer  thioogh  the  taeas#  the  oU  huntsman  enjoined.  silence»  and  he  was 
ofaügad  to  yut  a  check  upon  hia  loquacity. 

Whea  within  a>  bowanot.  from  the  water,  the.  party  came  to  a  halt, 
and  two  of  the  man  wen  cHiectod  by  Cnraoh  to  cross  the  stmam.  at 
different  points,  and  then  commence  beating  the  banks,  while  the  other 
two  were  ordared  to  pmsne  a,lihe  comne»  bat  to  keep  on  the  near  aide  of 
the  iiren  The  hounds  wate  nesct  uncoupled,  and  the  men  set  off  tt> 
entcnte  the  ordere  they  had  reeeired;  and  aeon  afterwards  the  craahjng 
of  bmnches,  and  the  spJashing  of  water,  aocompaiued  by  thedeep  baying 
of  tfaa  honnds,  told  they  wate  afc  werk. 

Meanwhüe,  Niehoiaa  and  the  other»  had  not  lemained  idle.  Aa  the 
varieta  strnek  off  in  dh%NmV  directum*  they  went  stiaight  on,  and 
hffciiag  their  way  through  the  brashwooaV  came  to  a.  high  bank  ove»- 
looking  the  Ribble»  on  the  top  of  which  grew.  three  or  foor  laige  trete, 
whose  roots,  laid  bare  on  the  further  aide  by  the.  swollen  ounenta  of 
winser,  fbrmed  a  conrenient  raating-piaoe  for  the  fish-loving  cmature 
they  boped  to  surprise»  Receäring ahmt,  from  Croueh  to  make  for  the 
central  tree,  Nichelae  ssasped  his  spear*  and  sprang  forward;  but,  quiok 
aa  he  was»  he  waa  too  kte,  though  he  saw  enough  to  conTince  him  that 
the  orafty  old  hmitsmaii  had  been  correct  in  his  judgment ;  for  a  dack 
slimy  objeet  dropped  from  out  the  roets  of  the  tree  beneath  him»  and 
glided  into  the  water  as  swiftly  and  aa  noiselessiy  aa  if  ita  skin  had  been 
oüecL  A  few  babUea.roje  tothe  surJaoe  of  the  water,  but  these  were  all 
the  indicanans  markrög  the  course  of  the  wandrous  diver« 

But  other  eyes,  sharper  theo,  these  of  NieheJas,  were  on  the  watch, 
smd  the  old  hnmtsman  shonted  out,  "  Tbare  hoo  goes,  Grip— efter  her, 
lad,  efter  herl"  The  werds  were  asaieely  uttered  when  the  dog  sprang 
from  the  top  of  the  bank  and  sank  undar  the  water.  For  some  seconds 
n»  traue  could  be  ohaarred  of  eitfcer  aaimal,  and  then  the  shaggy  noae  of 
the  lureher  was  seen<  neady  fifty  yards  higher  up  the  river,  and  afiar 
asnffing  aromnd  for  a  momrnt»  and  finng  ms  sin^e  eye  on  hia  maates, 
who  waa  atanding  on  the  back,  and  encouxaging  him  with  hia  voioe  and 
ajesture,  he  dired  agaio. 

uStatkm  yonaseivea  on  tW  bank  fifty  paeea  anart»"  cried  Cxouob; 
"run,  run,  aryo'n  he  too.  lata»  ml  strike  oa  quick  oa  leet  if  yo've  a 
chance,  Stay  wheere  you  are,  squoire,"  he  added,  to  Nioholas»  "  Yp 
^tn^t  be  bettet  plaeed* 

AU  waa,  now  nnhnawrrm  and  eaaitamtmt.  Eamaiving  firom  the  noise 
that  tfaa  ottaa  had  hee*mnd,  the  fear  tadate  haatanod  towasds  the 
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scene  of  action,  and  by  their  shouts,  and  the.dattor  of  their  Steves,  oon- 
tribnted  greatly  to  its  spirit  Two  were  on  one  side  o£  the  stream,  and 
two  on  the  other,  and  up  to  this  moment  the  hounds  were  similarly  se- 
paiated ;  but  now  most  of  them  had  taken  to  the  water,  some  swimining 
about,  others  standing  up  to  the  middle  in  the  ahaUower  part  of  the 
ourrent,  watching  witn  keen  gase  for  the  appearance  of  their  antkapated 
fiotim. 

Haying  descended  the  bank,  Nicholas  had  so  plaoed  himself  among 
the  huge  twisted  roota  of  the  tree,  that  if  the  otter,  alarmed  by  the 
presence  of  so  many  foes,  and  unable  to  eaeape  either  up  or  down  the 
rirer,  should  return  to  her  cooch,  he  made  eertain  of  stnkmg  her.  At 
first,  there  seemed  little  chanoe  of  such  an  occurrenee,  for  Fogg,  who 
had  gone  a  hundred  yards  higher  up,  suddenly  daahed  into  the  stzeam, 
and,  plunging  his  «paar  into  the  mud,  cried  out  that  he  had  hit  the 
beast ;  but  the  next  moment,  when  he  drew  the  weapon  forth,  and  ex- 
hibited  a  large  rat  which  he  had  tansfix«],  his  mistake  exdted  modi 
merrunent 

Okl  Crouch,  meantime,  öüd  not  Buffer  his  attention  to.  be  drawn  firom 
his  dog.  Evcry  now  and  then  he  saw  him  come  to  the  snrfisee  to 
breathe;  but  as  he  keptwithin  a  short  distance,  though  rising  at  «Of- 
ferent points,  the  old  huntsman  feit  eertain  the  otter  had  not  got  away, 
and  haying  the  uttnost  reliance  upon  Grip's  penererance  and  sagacity, 
he  feit  confident  he  would  bring  the*  quarry  to  him  if.  the  thing  were 
possible.  The  variets  kept  up  an  ineessant  clatter,  beating  the  water 
with  their  staves,  and  casting  large  stones  into  it,  while  the  hounds 
bayed  furiously,  so  that  the  poor  rugitive  was  turned  on  whicherer  aide 
she  attempted  a  retreat 

While  this  was  going  on,  Nicholas  was  cautioned  by  the  huntsman.  to 
look  out ;  and  scarcely  had  the  admonitton  reached  him,  than  the  sleek 
shining  body  of  the  otter  emerged  frorn  the  water,  and  wreathed  itself 
among  the  roots.  The  squire  instantly  dealt  a  blow  which  he  expeeted 
to  prove  fatal ;  but  his  mortificatton  was  exoessiye  when  he  found  he  had 
driven  the  spear-head  so  deeply  into  the  tree  that  he  could  scaroely  dis- 
engage  it,  while  an  almost  noiseless  plunge  told  that  his  prey  had 
escaped.  Almost  at  the  same  moment  that  the  poor  hunted  beast  had 
sought  its  old  lodging,  the  untiring  lurcher  had  appeared  at  the  edge  of 
the  bank,  and  as  the  former  again  went  down  he  dived  likewise. 

Secretly  laughing  at  the  sqaire's  failure,  the  old  huntsman  prepared  to 
take  advantage  of  a  similar  opportunity  if  it  should  present  itself,  and 
with  this  view  ensconced  himself  behind  a  pollard  wülow,  which  stood 
dose  beeide  the  stream,  and  whenoe  he  could  watch  cloeely  all  that 
passed,  without  being  exposed  to  view.  The  prtidence  of  the  stop  was 
soon  manifest  After  the  lapse  of  a  few  seoonds,  during  which  neither 
dog  nor  otter  had  risen  to  breathe,  a  slight,  very  slight,  nndnlataon  was 
perceptible  on  the  surface  of  the  water.  Crouch  s  grasp  tightened  upon 
his  staff — he  waited  another  moment— then  dashed  forward,  Struck  down 
bis  spear,  and  raised  it  aloft,  with  the  poor  otter  tnnsfixed  and  writhing 
upon  its  point 

Loudly  and  exultingly  did  the  old  man  staut  at.  bis  triumph,  and 
londly  were  his  voeiferations  answered  by  the  others.-  All  flew  to  the 
spot  where  he  was  Standing,  and  the  hounds,  gathermg  round  hnn, 
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yelled  furioualy  at  the  otter,  and  showed  ereiy  disposition  to  tear  her  in 
pieces,  if  they  conld  get  at  her.  Kicking  die  noisiest  and  fieroest  o£ 
them  out  of  the  way,  Crouch  approached  Sie  river's  brink,  and  lowered 
the  spear-head  tili  it  came  within  reach  of  his  favourite  Grip,  who  had  not 
yet  come  out  of  the  water,  but  stood  withia  his  depth,  with  his  one  red 
eye  fixed  on  the  eoemy  he  had  so  hotly  pursued,  aud  fully  expecting  his 
reward.  It  now  came ;  bis  sharp  teeth  instantly  met  in  the  otter's  throat, 
and  when  Crouch  swung  them  both  in  the  air,  he  still  maintained  his  hold, 
showiug  how  well  he  deserved  his  name ;  nor  could  he  be  disengaged  until 
long  after  the  sufferings  of  the  tortured  animal  had  ceased. 

To  say  that  Nicholas  was  neither  chagrined  at  his  illsuccess,  nor  jealous 
of  the  old  huntsman's  snperior  skill,  would  be  to  affirm  an  untruth ;  but 
he  put  the  best  face  he  could  upon  the  matter,  and  praised  Grip  very 
hignly,  alleging  that  the  whole  merit  of  the  hunt  restea  with  him.  Old 
Crouch  let  him  go  on,  and  when  he  had  done,  quietly  observed  that  the 
otter  they  had  destroyed  was  not  the  one  they  came  in  search  of,  as  they 
had  seen  nothing  of  her  litter ;  and  that,  most  ükely,  the  beast  that  had 
done  so  much  mischief  had  her  lcdging  in  the  hoüow  tree  near  the  Swan- 
gide  Beck,  as  described  by  the  varlet,  and  he  wished  to  know  whether  the 
squire  would  ltke  to  go  and  hunt  her.  Nicholas  replied  that  he  was  quite 
willing  to  do  so,  and  hoped  he  should  have  better  luck  on  the  second  occa- 
sion ;  and  with  this  they  set  forward  again,  taking  their  way  along  the 
side  of  the  stream,  beating  the  banks  as  they  went,  but  without  rousing 
anything  beyönd  an  occasional  water-rat,  which  was  killed  almost  as 
soon  as  found  by  Grip. 

Somehow  or  other,  without  any  one  being  aware  of  what  led  to  it,  the 
conversation  feil  upon  thetwo  old  witches,  Mothers  Demdike  and  Chattox, 
and  the  stränge  manner  in  which  their  career  had  terminated  on  the  summit 
of  Pendle  Hill — if,  indeed,  it  could  be  said  to  have  terminated,  when  their 
spirits  were  reported  to  haunt  the  spot,  and  might  be  seen,  it  wasasserted, 
at  midnight,  flitting  round  the  beacon,  and  shrieking  dismally.  The  rest- 
less shades  were  pursued,  it  was  added,  by  the  figure  of  a  monk  in  white 
mouldering  robes,  supposed  to  be  the  ghost  of  Paslew.  It  was  difficult 
to  understand  how  these  apparitions  could  be  witnessed,  since  no  one, 
even  fbr  a  reward,  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  ascend  Pendle  Hill  after 
rflghtftül ;  but  the  shepherds  affirmed  they  had  seen  them  from  below, 
and  that  was  testimony  sufficient  to  shake  the  most  sceptical.  One  Sin- 
gular circumstance  was  mentioned,  which  must  not  be  passed  by  without 
notice ;  and  this  was,  that  when  the  rindere  of  the  extinct  beacon-fire 
came  to  be  examined,  no  remains  whatever  of  the  two  hags  could  be  dis- 
covered,  though  the  ashes  were  carefully  sifted,  and  it  was  quite  certain 
that  the  flames  had  expired  long  before  their  bodies  could  be  consumed. 
The  explanation  attempted  for  this  marvel  was,  that  Satan  had  carried 
them  off  while  yet  living,  to  hnish  their  combustion  in  a  still  more  fiexy 
region. 

Mention  of  Mother  Demdike  naturally  led  to  her  grandson,  Jem 
Device,  who,  having  escaped  in  a  remarkable  manner  on  the  night  in 
question,  notwithstanding  the  hue  and  cry  raade  after  him,  had  not,  aa 
yet,  been  captured,  though  he  had  been  occasionally  seen  at  night,  and 
under  peculiar  circumstances,  by  yarious  individuals,  and  amoogst  others 
by  old  Crouch,  who»  howeret,  aeclared  he  had  been  unable  to  Tay  handa 
upon  him. 
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Allusion  was  then  made  to  Mistress  Nutter,  whereopon  it  was  ofasemd 
that  the  squire  changed  the  conversation  qtnokly,  whue  sundry  sly  winb 
and  shrugs  were  exchanged  lunöng  the  rarlets  of  the  kennel,  seeming  to 
intimate  that  they  knew  more  about  the  matter  than  they  carad  to 
adrait.  Nothing  more,  however,  was  eücited  than  that  the  eacort  cot- 
ducting  her  to  Lancaster  Castle,  together  with  the  other  witches,  ator 
their  examination  before  the  magistrates  at  Wballey,  and  committal,  had 
been  attacked,  while  it  was  passing  through  a  woody  defile  in  Bowbnd 
Forest,  by  a  party  of  men  in  the  garb  of  foresten,  and  die  lady  set  free. 
Nor  had  she  been  heard  of  since.  What  made  this  rescue  the  more  ex- 
traordinary  was,  that  none  of  the  other  witches  were  fiberated  at  the 
same  time,  but  some  of  them  who  seemed  dispoeed  to  take  advantage  of 
the  fayourable  interposition,  and  endeavoured  to  get  away,  were  brought 
hack  by  the  foresten  to  the  officers  of  justice;  thus  olearry  proring  that 
the  attempt  was  solely  made  on  Mistress  Nutfeer  s  account,  and  must  have 
been  undertaken  by  her  friends.  Nothing,  it  was  asserted,  could  eqati 
the  raffe  and  mortification  of  Roger  Nowell  and  Potts,  on  learning  that 
their  Chief  prey  had  thus  escaped  them,  and  by  their  directions,  fbr  more 
than  a  week,  the  strictest  search  was  made  for  tKe  fugitive  thronghoot 
the  neighbonrhood,  bat  withont  effect — no  clue  cotdd  be  discovered  to 
her  retreat.  Suspicion  natnrally  feil  upon  the  two  Asshetons,  Nicholas 
and  Richard,  and  Roger  Nowell  roundly  taxed  them  with  contriving  and 
executing  the  enterprise  in  person ;  while  Potts  told  them  they  were 
guilty  of  misprision  of  felony,  and  threatened  them  with  imprisonment 
for  life,  forfeiture  of  goods  and  of  rents,  for  the  oflfence ;  but  as  the 
charge  could  not  be  proved  against  them,  notwithstanding  all  the  efforts 
of  the  magistrate  and  attorney,  it  feil  to  the  gronnd ;  and  Master  Potts, 
füll  of  chagrin  at  this  unexpected  and  vexatious  termination  of  the  aflair, 
retnrned  to  London,  and  settled  himself  in  bis  Chambers  in  Chancery- 
lane.  His  duties,  however,  as  clerk  of  the  oourt,  would  neoessarily  call 
him  to  Lancaster  in  Augost,  when  the  assises  commeneed,  and  when  he 
would  assist  at  the  trials  of  such  of  the  witches  as  were  still  in  durance. 

From  Mother  Demdike  it  was  natural  that  the  convenation  shouki 
turn  to  her  weird  retreat,  Malkin  Tower;  and  Richard  Sherborne 
expressed  his  surprise  that  the  unhallowed  structure  should  be  sufiered  to 
remain  standing  after  her  rem  oval.  Nicholas  said  he  was  equally  anxioos 
with  his  brother-in-law  for  its  demofition ;  but  it  was  not  so  eausily  to  be 
aecomplished  as  it  might  appear,  for  the  deserted  structure  was  in  such  ill 
repute  with  the  common  folk,  as  well  as  every  one  eise,  that  no  one  daied 
approach  it,  even  in  the  day  time.  A  boggart,  it  was  said,  had  taken  pos- 
session  of  its  vaults,  and  scared  away  all  who  ventured  near  it ;  sometimes 
shewing  himself  in  one  frightful  shape,  and  sometimes  in  another— ^now 
as  a  monstrous  goat,  now  as  an  equaUy  monstrous  cat,  uttering  fearfol 
cries,  glaring  with  fiery  eyes  from  out  of  the  Windows,  or  appearing  in  all 
his  terror  on  the  summit  of  the  tower.  Moreover,  the  haunted  structure 
Was  frequently  lighted  up  at  dead  of  night,  strains  of  unearthly  mwac 
were  heard  resounding  from  it,  and  wild  figures  were  seen  flitting  past 
the  Windows,  as  if  engaged  in  dancing  and  revelry ;  so  that  it  appeared 
that  no  alteration  fbr  the  better  had  taken  place  there,  and  that  things 
were  still  quite  asimproperly  conducted  now  as  they  had  been  in  the  time 
of  Mother  Demdike,  or  in  those  of  her  predecessors,  Isole  de  Heton  and 
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Blackbnrn  the  robber.  The  common  opinion  was,  that  Satan  and  all  his 
impa  had  taken  up  their  abode  in  the  tower ;  and  as  they  liked  their  quar- 
ters, led  a  jolly  life  there,  dancing  and  drinking  all  night  long,  it  would 
be  uaeless  at  present  to  give  them  notice  to  quit,  still  less  to  attempt  to 
pull  down  the  house  about  their  ears.  Richard  Sherborne  heard  this 
wondrous  relation  in  silence,  but  with  a  look  of  incredulity ;  and  when  it 
was  done  he  winked  slily  at  his  brother-iu-law.  A  stränge  expression, 
half  comical,  half  suspicious,  might  also  have  been  observed  on  Fogg's 
countenanoe ;  and  he  narrowly  watched  the  squire  as  the  latter  spoke. 

"  But  with  the  disappearance  of  the  malignant  old  hags  who  had  so 
long  infested  the  neighbourhood,  had  all  mischief  and  calamity  ceased,  or 
were  people  as  much  afflicted  as  heretofore  ?  Were  there,  in  short,  so 
many  cases  of  witchcraft,  real  or  supposed  ?"  This  was  the  question  nezt 
addressed  by  Sherborne  to  Nicholas. 

The  squire  answered  decidedly  there  were  not.  Since  the  burning  of 
the  two  old  beldames,  and  the  imprisonment  of  the  others,  the  whole  district 
of  Pendle  had  improved.  All  those  who  had  been  smitten  with  stränge 
illnes8e8  had  recovered;  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  little  village  of 
Sabden,  who  had  experienced  the  füllest  effects  of  their  malignity,  were 
entirely  free  from  sickness.  And  not  only  had  they  and  their  families 
suddenly  regained  health  and  strength,  but  all  belonging  to  them  had 
undergone  a  aimilar  beneficial  change.  The  kine  that  had  lost  their  milk 
now  yielded  it  abundantly ;  the  lame  horse  halted  no  longer ;  the  murrain 
ceased  among  the  sheep ;  the  pigs  that  had  grown  lean  amidst  abundance 
fattened  rapidly ;  and  though  the  farrows  that  had  perished  during  the 
evil  ascendancy  of  the  witches  could  not  be  brought  back  again,  their  place 
promised  speedily  to  be  supplied  by  others.  The  com  blighted  early  in 
the  year  had  sprang  forth  anew,  and  the  trees  nipped  in  the  bud  were 
laden  with  fruit.  In  short,  all  was  as  fair  and  as  flourishing  as  it  had  re- 
cently  been  the  reverse.  Amongst  others,  John  Law,  the  pedlar,  who  had 
been  deprived  of  the  use  of  his  limbs  by  the  damnable  arts  of  Mother 
Demdike,  had  marvellously  recovered  on  the  very  night  of  her  destruc- 
tion,  and  was  now  as  strong  and  as  active  as  ever. 

"  Such  happy  results  having  followed  the  removal  of  the  witches,  it 
was  to  be  hoped,"  Sherborne  said,  "  that  the  riddance  would  be  complete, 
and  that  none  of  the  obnoxious  brood  would  be  left  to  infiict  future 
miseries  on  their  fellows.  This  could  not  be  the  case  so  long  as  James 
Device  was  allowed  to  go  at  large,  nor  while  his  mother,  Elizabeth 
Device,  a  notorious  witch,  was  sufiered  to  escape  with  impunity.  There 
was  also  Jennet,  Elizabeths  daughter,  a  mischievous  and  iÜ-favoured  little 
creature,  who  inherited  all  the  ill  qualities  of  her  parents.  These  were  the 
spawn  of  the  old  snake ;  and  until  they  were  entirely  exterminated,  there 
could  be  no  security  against  a  recurrence  of  the  evÜ.  Again,  there  was 
Nance  Redferne,  old  Chattox's  granddaughter,  a  comely  woman  enough, 
but  a  reputed  witch,  and  an  undoubted  fkbricator  of  clay  images.  She 
was  still  at  liberty,  though  she  ought  to  be  with  the  rest  in  the  dungeons 
of  Lancaster  Castle.  It  was  useless  to  allege  that  with  the  destruction 
of  the  old  hags  all  danger  had  ceased.  Common  prudence  would  keep 
the  others  quiet  now,  but  the  moment  the  storm  passed  over,  they  would 
resume  their  atrocious  practices,  and  all  would  be  as  bad  as  ever.  No, 
no! — the  tree  must  be  utterly  uprooted,  or  it  would  inevitably  bunt  forth 
anew." 

VOL.  XXL  2  Q 
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With  these  opinions  Nicholas  generally  eoncuired,  bat  he  uiuieeml 
some  sympathy  for  Nance  Redferne,  whom  he  thought  ihr  too  good- 
looking  to  be  afl  wicked  and  malicious  as  represented.  Bot  howerer  that 
might  be,  and  however  much  he  might  demre  to  get  rid  of  the  fanury  of 
the  Devices,  herearedsuch  a  step  might  be  attended  whh  danger  to  Aliaoo, 
and  that  she  might  in  some  way  or  otber  be  implicated  with  them.  Tfais 
last  remark  he  addressed  in  an  under  tone  to  bis  brother-in-law.  Sber- 
borne  did  not  at  first  feel  any  apprehension  on  that  score,  bat»  on  reflav 
tion,  he  admitted  that  Nicholas  was,  perhaps,  right ;  and  though  Aliam 
was  now  the  recognised  daughter  of  Mistress  Natter,  yet  her  long  and 
intimate  connexion  with  the  Device  mmily  might  operate  to  her  prejudioe, 
while  her  near  relationship  to  an  avowed  witeh  would  not  tend  to  remcre 
the  unfavourable  impression.  Sherborne  then  went  on  to  speak  in  the 
most  rapturoufl  terms  of  the  beauty  and  goodness  of  the  yonng  ghi  wbo 
formed  the  snbject  of  their  conversation,  and  declared  he  was  not  in  the 
least  surprised  that  Richard  Assheton  was  so  mnch  in  love  with  her. 
And  yet,  he  added,  a  most  extraordinary  ohange  had  taken  place  in  her 
since  the  dreadf  ul  night  on  Pendle  Hill,  when  her  mother's  guut  had  besn 
proclaimed,  and  when  her  arrest  had  taken  place  as  an  ofiender  of  the 
darkest  dye.  Alizon,  he  said,  had  lost  none  of  her  beauty,  bot  her 
lieht  and  joyous  expression  of  countenance  had  been  supplanted  by  a  look 
of  profound  sadness,  which  nothine  could  remove.  Gentle  and  meek  in 
her  deportment,  she  seemed  to  lock  npon  herseif  as  under  a  ban,  and  ta 
if  she  were  unfit  to  associate  with  the  rest  of  the  World.  In  Tain  Richard 
Assheton  and  his  sister  endeaTOured  to  remove  this  improssion  by  the 
tenderest  assiduities ;  in  vain  they  sought  to  induce  her  to  enter  into 
amusements  consistent  with  her  years ;  she  decüned  all  society  bot  their 
own,  and  passed  the  greater  part  of  her  time  in  prayer.  Sherborne  had 
seen  her  so  engaged,  and  the  expression  of  her  countenance,  he  declared, 
was  seraphic. 

On  the  extreme  verge  of  a  high  bank,  sitoated  at  the  point  of  jancnon 
between  Swanside  Beck  and  the  Ribble,  stood  an  ola,  decayed  otk. 
Little  of  the  once  mighty  tree,  beyond  the  gnarled  trank,  was  left,  and 
this  was  completely  hollow,  while  there  was  a  great  rift  near  the  bottom 
through  which  a  man  might  easily  creep,  and  when  once  in,  stand  ereet 
without  inconvenience.  Beneath  the  bank,  the  rirer  was  deep  and  soll, 
forming  a  pool,  where  the  largest  and  fattest  fish  were  to  be  mei  with. 
In  addition  to  this,  the  spot  was  extremely  seclnded,  being  rarely  risited 
by  the  angler  on  account  of  the  thick  copse  by  which  it  was  snrroonded, 
and  which  extended  along  the  back  from  the  point  of  confluence  between 
the  lesser  and  the  larger  stream  to  Downham  Mill,  nearlj  half  a  mile 
distant. 

The  sides  of  the  Ribble  were  here,  as  elsewhere,  beantifully  wooded, 
and  as  the  clear  stream  winded  along  through  banks  of  eyery  diTeraity  of 
shape  and  character,  and  covered  by  forest  trees  of  every  description,  and 
of  the  most  luxuriant  growth,  the  effect  was  enchanting ;  the  more  «s 
that  the  sun,  having  now  risen  high  in  the  heavens,  poured  down  a  flood 
of  summer  heat  and  radiance,  that  rendered  these  cool  shades  inexpressibrjr 
delightful.  Pleasant  was  it,  as  the  huntsmen  leaped  from  «tone  to  stone, 
to  listen  to  the  sound  of  the  waters  rushing  past  them.  Pleasant  as  they 
sprang  upon  some  green  holm  or  fairy  islet,  Standing  in  the  midst  of  the 
stream,  and  dividing  its  lucid  waters,  to  suffer  the  eye  to  follow  the  course 
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of  the  rapid  current,  and  to  aee  it  here  sparkling  in  the  brigfct  sunshme, 
there  plunged  in  shade  by  the  oyerhanging  trees — now  fringed  with  osiers 
and  rushes,  now  embanked  with  smoothest  sward  of  emerald  green ;  anon 
dafended  by  steep  rocks,  sometimes  bold  and  bare,  bat  more  frequently 
clothed  with  timber;  then  sinking  down,  by  one  of  those  eudden  but 
exquisite  transitions  which  natura  alone  dares  display,  from  this  sarage 
and  sombre  character  into  the  softest  and  gentlest  expression ;  ererywhere 
yaried,  everywhere  beautifuL 

Throagh  such  seenes  of  sylvan  loveliness  had  the  huntsmen  passed  on 

eir  way  to  the  hollow  oak,  and  they  had  ample  leisure  to  enjoy  them, 
because  the  squire  and  bis  brother-in-law  being  eogaged  in  conyersation, 
as  before  related,  made  frequent  panses,  and,  during  these,  the  others 
halted  likewise ;  and  even  die  hounds,  glad  of  a  respite,  stood  still,  or 
amused  themselves  by  splashing  about  amid  the  shallows  without  any 
definite  object,  unless  of  cooling  themselyes.  Then,  as  the  leaders  onee 
more  moved  forward,  arose  the  cheering  shout,  the  loud,  deep  bay,  the 
clattering  of  Stares,  the  crashing  of  branches,  and  all  the  other  inspuitmg 
noises  accompanying  the  progress  of  the  hunt.  Bat  for  some  minates 
these  had  again  ceased;  and  as  TNicholas  and  Sherborne  lingered  beneath 
the  shade  of  a  wide-spread  beech-tree  growing  on  a  sandy  hillock  near 
the  stream,  and  seemed  deeply  interested  in  their  talk — as  well  they 
might,  for  it  related  to  Alison — the  whole  troop,  including  Fogg,  held 
respectfully  aloof,  and  awaited  their  pleasure  to  go  on. 

The  signal  to  move  was  at  length  giyen  by  the  squire,  who  saw  they 
were  now  not  more  than  a  hundred  yards  from  the  bank  on  which  stood 
the  hollow  tree  they  were  anxious  to  reach.  As  the  riyer  here  made  a 
turn,  and  swept  round  the  point  in  question,  forroing,  owing  to  this  de- 
tention,  the  deep  pool  previonsly  mentioned,  the  bank  almost  faced  them, 
and  as  nothing  intervened,  they  could  almost  look  into  the  rift  near  the 
base  of  the  tree,  ibrming,  they  supposed,  the  entrance  to  the  otter's  couch. 
But,  though  this  was  easily  distinguished,  no  traces  of  the  predatory  ani- 
mal  could  be  seen,  and  though  many  sharp  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  spot 
during  the  prolonged  discourse  of  the  two  gentlemen,  nothing  had  oc- 
curred  to  attract  their  attention,  and  to  proye  that  die  object  of  their 
quest  was  really  there. 

After  some  little  consultation  between  the  squire  and  Crouch,  it  was 
agreed  that  the  former  should  alone  force  his  way  to  the  tree,  while  the 
others  were  to  Station  themselyes  with  the  hounds  at  various  points  of  the 
stream,  above  and  below  the  bank,  so  that  if  the  otter  and  her  litter 
escaped  their  first  assailant,  they  should  infallibly  perish  by  the  hands  of 
some  of  the  others.  This  being  agreed  upon,  the  plan  was  instantly  put 
into  ezecution — two  of  the  yarlets  remaining  where  they  were — two 
going  higher  up  ;  while  Sherborne  and  Fogg  stationed  themselves  on 
great  stones  in  the  middle  of  the  stream,  whence  they  could  command  all 
around  them,  and  Crouch,  wading  on  with  Grip,  planted  htmself  at  the 
entrance  of  Swanside  Beck  into  the  Ribble. 

Meanwhile,  the  squire  having  scaJed  the  bank,  entered  the  thick  covert 
encircling  it,  and,  not  without  some  damage  to  his- face  and  hands  from 
the  numerous  thorns  and  brambles  growing  amongst  it,  forced  his  way 
upwards  until  he  reached  the  bare  space  surrounding  the  hollow  tree ;  and 
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this  attained,  his  first  business  was  to  ascertain  that  all  was  in  readinesa 
below  before  commencing  the  attack.  A  glance  showed  him  011  one  aide 
old  Crouch  standing  up  to  his  middle  in  the  beck,  grasping  bis  long  otiter 
spear,  and  with  Grip  beating  the  water  in  front  of  him  in  anzious  expec- 
tation  of  employment;  and  in  front  Fogg,  Sherborne,  and  two  of  the 
varlets,  with  their  hounds  so  disposed  that  they  could  immediately  adyance 
upon  the  otter  if  it  plunged  into  the  river,  while  its  passage  up  or  down 
would  be  stopped  by  their  comrades.  All  this  he  discerned  at  a  glance, 
and  comprehending  from  a  sign  made  him  by  the  old  huntsman  that  he 
should  not  delay,  he  advanced  towards  the  tree,  and  was  about  to  plunge 
his  spear  into  tne  hole,  hoping  to  transfix  one  at  least  of  its  occupants, 
when  he  was  startled  by  hearing  a  deep  voice  apparently  issue  from  the 
hollows  of  the  timber,  bidding  him  "  beware  V9 

Nicholas  recoiled  aghast,  for  he  thought  it  might  be  Hobthurst,  or  the 
demon  of  the  wood,  who  thus  bespoke  him. 

"  What  accursed  thing  addresses  me  ?"  he  said,  Standing  on  his  guard. 
"Whatisit?     Speak!" 

"  Get  hence,  Nicholas  Assheton,"  replied  the  yoice ;  "an  meddle  not 
wi*  them  os  meddles  not  wi*  thee." 

"  Aha  !"  exclaimed  the  squire,  recovering  courage,  for  he  thought  this 
did  not  sound  like  the  language  of  a  demon,  "  I  am  known,  am  I  ? 
Why  should  I  go  hence,  and  at  whose  bidding'?" 

"  Ask  neaw  questions,  raon,  boh  ge,"  replied  the  voice,  "  or  it  shan  be 
warse  fo'  thee.  £y  am  the  boggart  o'  th'  clough,  an  if  theaw  bringst 
me  out,  ey'n  tear  thee  i'  pieces  wi'  my  claws,  an  cast  thee  into  t'  Ribble, 
so  that  thine  own  hounts  shan  eat  thee  up." 

"  Ha !  sayst  thou  so,  master  boggart? '  cried  Nicholas.  "  For  a  spirit, 
thou  usest  the  vernacular  of  the  county  fairly  enough.  But  before  try- 
ing  whether  thy  hide  be  proof  against  mortal  weapons,  I  commarid  thee 
to  come  fbrth  and  declare  thyself,  that  I  may  judge  what  manner  of  thing 
thouart." 

"  Thoudst  best  lern  me  be,  ey  teil  thee,19  replied  the  boggart,  gruffly. 

"  Ah!  methinks  I  should  know  those  accents,"  exclaimed  the  squire  ; 
"  they  marvellously  resemble  the  voice  of  an  offender  who  has  too  long 
evaded  justice,  and  whom  I  have  now  fairly  entrapped.  Jem  Device, 
thou  art  known,  lad,  and  if  thou  dost  not  surrender  at  discretion,  I  will 
strike  my  spear  through  this  rotten  tree,  and  spit  thee  as  I  would  the  beast 
I  came  in  quest  of." 

"  An  which  yo  wad  more  easily  hit  than  me,"  retorted  Jem.  And 
suddenly  springing  from  the  hole  at  the  foot  of  the  tree,  he  passed  between 
the  squire's  legs  with  great  promptitude,  and  Hinging  him  face  foremost 
upon  the  ground,  crawled  to  the  edge  of  the  bauk,  and  thenoe  dropped 
into  the  deep  pool  below. 

The  plunge  roused  all  the  spectators,  who,  though  they  had  heard  what 
had  passed,  and  had  seen  the  squire  upset  in  the  manner  described,  had 
been  so  much  astounded  that  they  could  render  no  assistance  ;  but  they 
now,  one  and  all,  bestirred  themsel  ves  actively  to  seiase  the  diver  when  he 
should  rise  to  the  surface.  But,  though  every  eye  was  on  the  look-out, 
and  every  arm  raised  ;  though  the  hounds  were  as  eager  as  their  matters, 
and  yelüng  fiercely,  swam  round  the  pool,  ready  to  pounce  upon  the  swim- 
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mer  as  upon  a  duck,  all  were  disappointed ;  for,  even  after  a  longer  in- 
ternal than  their  patience  conld  brook,  he  did  not  appear. 

By  this  time,  Nicholas  had  regained  his  legs,  and  infuriated  by  bis  dis- 
comnture,  approached  the  edge  of  tbe  bank,  and  peering  down  below, 
boped  to  detect  the  fugitive  immediately  beneath  him,  resolved  to  show 
him  no  mercy  when  he  caught  bim.  But  he  was  equally  at  fault  with 
the  others,  and  after  more  than  five  minutes  spent  in  inettectual  search, 
be  ordered  Crouch  to  send  Grip  into  the  pool. 

The  old  keeper  replied  that  the  dog  was  not  used  to  this  kind  of  chase, 
and  might  not  display  his  usual  skill  in  it;  but  as  the  squire  would  take 
no  nay,  he  was  obliged  to  consent,  and  the  other  hounds  were  called  off, 
lest  they  should  pussle  him.  Twice  did  the  shrewd  lurcher  swim  round 
the  pool,  sniffing  the  air,  after  which  he  approached  the  shore,  and 
scented  dose  to  the  bank ;  but  still  it  was  evident  he  could  detect  no- 
thing, and  Nicholas  began  to  despair,  when  tbe  dog  suddenly  dived. 
Expectation  was  then  raued  to  the  utmost,  and  all  were  on  the  watch 
again,  Nicholas  leaning  over  the  edge  of  the  bank  with  his  spear  in 
band,  prepared  to  strike ;  but  the  dog  was  so  long  in  reappearing,  that 
all  had  given  him  up  for  lost,  and  his  master  was  giving  utterance  to 
ejaculations  of  grief  and  rage,  and  vowing  vengeance  against  the  war- 
lock, when  Grip's  grisly  head  was  once  more  seen  above  the  surface  of 
the  water,  and  this  time  he  had  a  piece  of  blue  serge  in  his  jaws,  proving 
that  he  had  had  hold  of  the  raiments  of  the  fugitive,  and  that  therefore 
the  latter  could  not  be  far  off,  but  had  most  probably  got  into  some  hole 
beneath  the  bank. 

No  ßooner  was  this  notion  suggested  than  it  was  acted  upon  by  the  old 
huntsman  and  Fogg,  and,  wacfing  forward,  they  pricked  the  bank  with 
their  spears  at  various  points  below  the  level  of  the  water.  All  at  once, 
Fogg  feil  forward.  His  spear  had  entered  a  hole,  and  had  penetrated  so 
deeply,  that  he  had  lost  his  balance.  But  though  soused  over  head  and 
ears,  he  had  made  a  successful  hit,  for  the  next  moment  Jem  Device  ap- 
peared  above  the  water,  and  ere  he  could  dive  again  his  throat  was  seized 
by  Grip,  and  while  struggling  to  free  himself  from  the  fangs  of  the 
tenacious  animal,  he  was  laid  hold  of  by  Crouch,  and  the  varlets  rushing 
forward  to  the  latter's  assistance,  the  ruffian  was  captured. 

Some  difficulty  was  experienced  in  rescuing  the  captive  from  the  jaws 
of  the  hounds,  who,  infuriated  by  his  struggles,  and  perhaps  mistaking 
him  for  some  stränge  beast  of  chase,  made  their  sharp  teeth  meet  in 
various  parts  of  his  person,  rending  his  garments  from  his  limbs,  and 
would  no  doubt  have  rent  the  flesh  also,  if  they  had  been  permitted.  At 
length,  after  much  fighting  and  struggling,  mingled  with  yells  and 
vociferations,  Jem  was  borne  ashore,  and  flung  on  the  ground,  where  he 
presented  a  wretched  spectacle;  bleeding,  half-drowned,  and  covered 
with  slime  acquired  during  his  occupation  of  the  hole  in  the  bank.  But 
though  unable  to  offer  further  resistance,  his  spirit  was  not  quelled,  and 
his  eye  glared  terribly  at  his  captors;  Fearing  they  might  have  further 
trouble  with  liim  when  he  recovered  from  his  present  exhausted  condi- 
tion,  Crouch  had  bis  hands  bound  tightly  together  with  one  of  the  dog- 
leashes,  and  then  would  fain  have  questioned  him  as  to  how  he  managed 
to  breathe  in  a  hole  below  the  level  of  the  water;  but  Jem  refused  to 
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satisfy  Us  corioaity,  and  retorned  only  a  Bollen  rejoinder  to  any  qaestions 
addressed  to  him,  until  the  squire,  who  had  erossed  die  river  at  some 
stepping-stones  lower  down,  came  op,  and  the  ruffian  then  inquixed,  in  a 
half-menacing  tone,  what  he  meant  to  do  with  him  ? 

"  What  do  I  raean  to  do  with  you  ?"  cried  Nieholas.  "  I  will  teil 
you,  lad.  I  ahall  send  yoa  at  onoe  to  Whalley  to  be  exaimned  befbre 
the  magistrates ;  and  as  the  proofs  aie  pretty  cfear  against  yoa,  yoa  will 
be  forwarded  withoat  any  matarial  delay  to  Lancaster  Casde." 

"  An  yo  winna  rescue  me  by  the  way,  os  yo  ha  dnn  a  sartin  notorious 
witchan  rnivtheress!"  rephed  Jem,  fiercely.  "  Tak  heed  whot  yo  dm, 
squoire.  If  ey  speak  at  aw,  ey  ahan  speak  out,  and  to  some  purpose, 
ey'n  Warrant  ye.  If  ey  ge  to  Lonkester  Castle,  ey  winna  ge  alone. 
Wau  o'  yer  fhends  ahan  ge  wi'  me." 

"  Cuned  villainl  I  goess  thy  meaning,"  repiied  Nieholas;  "bot  thy 
vindiotiTe  purposes  wilfbe  frustrated.  No  creoenoe  will  be  attached  to 
thy  false  chargea;  while  at  to  die  lady  thou  aimett  at,  aha  ia  luckily  be* 
yond  reach  of  thy  rosüee." 

"  Donna  be  too  sure  o'  that,  squoire,"  repiied  Jem.  "  Ey  can  pot 
t'  officen  o'  jestis  os  sarery  on  her  track  os  owd  Crooch  ooold  set  these 
honnds  on  an  otter.     Lay  yer  aoeount  on  it,  ey  winna  dee  unawenged." 

"  Heed  him  not,"  interposed  Sherborne,  seeing  that  die  squire  was 
shaken  by  ms  threat,  and  taking  him  apart ;  M  it  will  not  do  to  let  such 
a  yillain  esoape.  He  can  do  you  no  injory ;  and  as  to  Mistress  Nuttsr, 
if  you  know  where  she  is,  it  will  be  easy  to  giye  her  a  hint  to  get  out  of 
the  way." 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  repiied  Nieholas,  thoughtfully. 

"  If  ey  might  be  so  bowd  os  offer  my  advioe,  squoire»*  seid  old 
Crooch,  advancing  towards  bis  master,  "  ey'd  tee  a  heavy  stoan  round 
the  felly'e  throtde,  an  chock  him  into  t*  poo',  an  he'n  teil  no  tele*  fo 
all  bis  bragging." 

"That  woold  silenee  him  effectoally,  no  doubt,  Crooch,"  repiied 
Nieholas,  langhing,  "  bot  a  dog*s  death  is  too  good  for  him,  and  besuks, 
I  am  pretty  sure  his  destiny  is  not  drowning.  No,  no— at  all  risks  he 
shall  go  to  Whalley.  Harkee,  Fogg,"  he  added,  beekoning  that  worthy  to 
him,  "  I  commit  the  oondoct  andeustody  of  die  prisoner  to  you.  aap 
him  on  a  horte,  get  on  another  youisel£  take  these  four  yarlets  with  von, 
and  delirer  him  into  the  hands  of  Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  who  will  refiere 
you  of  all  further  trouble  and  responsibility.  But  you  may  add  this  to 
the  baronet  from  me,"  he  condnued,  in  an  under  tone.  "  I  reeommend 
him  to  place  ander  immediate  arrest  Elisabeth  Derioe,  the  pnsoncr*s 
mother,  and  her  daoghter  Jennet.    You  understand,  Fogg— ehr* 

"Perfectly,"  retorned  the  other,  with  a  somewhat  singolar  look ; 
"and  your  instruedons  shall  be  fulfilled  to  the  letter.  fiaye  you  any- 
thing  more  to  oommit  to  me  ?" 

"  Only  this,"  said  Nieholas ;  "  you  may  teil  Sir  Ralph  that  I  profuse 
to  sleep  at  the  abbey  to-night.  I  shall  nde  over  to  Middleton  in  the 
course  of  the  day,  to  eonfer  with  Dick  Assheton  upon  what  has  just  oe- 
curred,  and  get  the  money  from  him — die  three  hundred  pounds,  you 
understand — and  when  my  errand  is  done,  I  will  turn  bndle  towards 
Whattey«     I  shall  return  by  Todmorden,  and  throogh  the  Gorge  of 
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Cliviger.  You  may  as  well  tarry  for  me  at  the  abbey,  for  Sir  Ralph 
will  be  glad  of  thy  Company,  and  we  can  return  together  to  Downham 
to-morrow. 

Ab  the  squire  thus  spoke,  he  noticed  a  Singular  sparkle  in  Fogg's  ill- 
aet  eyes ;  but  he  thought  nothing  of  it  at  the  time,  though  it  subse- 
quenüy  oecurred  to  his  recollection. 

Meanwhile,  the  prisoner,  finding  no  graoe  likely  to  be  ahown  him, 
ahouted  out  to  the  squire,  that  if  he  were  set  free,  he  would  make  certain 
important  disclosures  to  him  respeeting  Fogg,  who  was  not  what  he 
represented  himself ;  but  Nicholas  treated  the  offer  with  difldain ;  and 
the  indmdual  mainly  interested  in  the  matter,  who  appeared  highly 
inoensed  by  Jem's  malignity,  cut  a  short  peg  by  way  of  gag,  and,  thrust- 
ing  it  into  the  ruffian's  mouth,  effeetually  checked  any  more  revelations 
on  his  part 

Fogg  then  ordered  the  rarlets  to  bring  on  the  prisoner ;  but  as  Jem 
obstinately  refased  to  move,  they  were  under  the  neoessity  of  taking  him 
on  their  snoulders,  and  transporting  him  in  this  manner  to  the  stables, 
where  he  was  plaoed  on  a  hone,  as  directed  by  the  squire. 
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&gu  lange  rintre  er  rondne  hcsp, 

Mens  Mme.  Magra  bor  red  Söttranden. 

TU  Harnen  et  Skib  gjennem  Stormen  mon  drage— 

Hun  raaber,  Nu  kommer  Thaddsus  tilbage. 

PabtI. 

The  m  days  of  oldw  are  past  and  gone, 
And  still  the  ceaselest  flood  rolls  on, 
That  saw  the  void  and  formless  globe 
Yet  covered  with  its  waiery  robe. 
The  mists  of  ages  veil  its  course, 
And  darken  towards  its  unknown  source, 
Save  where  in  dim  succession  shine, 
Like  lamps  that  light  the  dnsky  mine, 
Lit  up  by  mighty  minds  of  yore, 
The  beacons  of  Historie  lore. 
But  oft  amid  their  sober  beams 
Tradition  shows  her  marsh-fire  gleams, 
And  many  a  traveller  betrays» 
Misled  by  those  bewildering  rays. 

In  this  same  style  I  could  proceed  for  ever  and  a  day, 

But  I  must  change  the  stop,  and  go  upon  another  toy; 

For  though  enlightened  minds  the  strain  may  preise,  and  "  vastly 

pretty    call, 
Yet  much  I  fear  the  strictures  sage  of  critics  unpoetical, 
Who  hate  all  bits  of  sentiment, 
Tliat  to  give  the  feelings  Tent  are  meant ; 
So  here  I  drop  it,  with  a  word  or  two  apologetical. 
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In  this  preamble  are  set  forth  the  reasons  good  and  heavy, 
Why  for  the  truth  of  the  tale  I  teil  I*d  radier  not  take  my  davy. 
Few,  even  of  antiquarian  race,  so  venturous  are  and  bold 
To  vouch  for  things  tliat  happened  in  tboae  self-same  "  days  of  old." 

King  Valdemar  lived  by  the  Baltic  Strand, 

A  sea-king  rough  and  ready ; 
He  reigned  o'er  never  a  rood  of  land, 

And  never  a  flowery  meadow. 
He  dwelt  in  a  keep,  on  a  rock  set  fast, 

And  many  a  "sea-dragon"  splendid, 
With  sail  of  silk  and  gilded  mast, 

HU  rule  o'er  the  ocean  extended. 
At  sea  when  the  stormy  winter  roared, 

He  sat  in  bis  royal  Castle 
With  bis  warriors  round  the  "festive  board," 

And  drove  away  care  with  wassail. 
When  the  sun  o'er  the  landscape  his  bright  beams  flung, 

And  the  cuckoo  broke  its  silence, 
He  hoisted  his  sails  with  music  and  song, 

To  visit  the  British  islands. 
When  antumn  tempests  lashed  the  foam, 

And  the  billows  nigh  were  soaring, 
He  steered  his  plundered  trcasures  home, 

Whereof  he'd  the  owners  been  flooring. 
Rieh  and  rare  was  his  wealth  untold— 

The  eye  it  would  bewilder — 
But  little  he  recked  of  gems  or  gold, 

Compared  to  the  Princess  Hilda. 
Many  a  suitor  came  from  far 

To  try  to  win  and  wear  her ; 

But  not  one  had  she  told  to  M  ask  her  'pa,* 
For  she  thought  Prince  Rerik,  M  i  ungdommens  ▼aar," 

Than  the  fairest  among  them  fairer. 
His  father  was  Alkor,  a  raonarch  of  fame— 
King  Valdemar  hated  his  very  name — 
In  short,  the  affair,  as  by  novelists  viewed, 
Was,  a  regulär  case  of  a  family  feud. 

King  Valdemar  hoisted  his  sails  to  the  wind, 

And  ploughed  the  salt  sea-water — 
A  hundred  warriors  stay'd  behind 

To  look  after  his  Castle  and  daughter. 
Ladies  at  that  time  of  day — 

Although  with  the  best  intentions — 
Had  none  of  our  weapons  old  Time  to  slay, 

Netting,  or  knottiüg,  or  French  crochet, 
Or  any  such  modern  inventions. 

She  danced  like  a  cork,  or  a  ballet-queen, 
Her  maids  of  honour  among, 

Or  like  St.  Cis  herseif, "  I  ween," 
To  her  golden  harp  she  sung ; 

Or  'broidered  a  kerchief  with  golden  thread, 
Or  with  Issegrim,  her  lap-dog,  phiyed  j 

Or  when  the  vesper  warning  tolled, 
She  sought  in  pensive  strain 
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Her  Chamber  in  die  turret  old, 

And  gazed  upon  the  maio, 
Where  mermaids  played,  aod  vast  uprolled 

The  sea-s  nake's  boary  train. 

*Twas  a  stormy  night  in  the  fall  of  the  year. 

And  the  wind  from  the  west  was  roaring ; 
It  woke  up  the  sea  in  its  wild  career, 
Till  the  waves,  like  wild  horses,  did  skyward  rear, 

And  down  on  the  Strand  came  pouring— 
In  the  first  dark  watch  of  the  gusty  moro, 
The  warder  blew  his  larum  hörn, 
Till,  starting  at  the  well-known  tout, 
Waked  all  the  "  bowld  defindhers"  stout  I 

That  within  thewalls  were  snoring ;  i 

And  where  the  far  horizon*s  sky 

Was  kissed  by  the  wave-crest  foaming, 
Tbey  saw  the  northern  raven  fly — 

The  Vikinger  home  were  Coming. 
The  moon  peeped  through  the  hurrying  clouds, 
The  winds  (of  course)  sung  through  the  shrouds, 
They  heelea  and  reeled,  they  plunged  and  rolled, 
Those  awkward  sbips  of  the  "  days  of  old"-— 
As  if  with  the  wind-and-waterv  strife 
They  were  playing  at  pitch-and-to&s  for  life : 
They  have  won !  the  sheltered  coTe  the/ve  reached, 
And  safe  on  the  sloping  sand  are  beached. 

King  Valdemar  came  from  England**  shores, 

With  spoils  of  the  Saxon  laden — 
Well  known  to  the  Northmen  of  old  were  the  Stores 

Of  the  land  he  made  his  raid  in. 
He  ravased  the  coast,  and  he  ranged  the  bays 

And  rivers  from  Thames  to  Humber, 
Like  a  hawk  swooped  down  on  a  wealthy  town 

Ere  the  burghers  woke  from  slumber. 
They  slept  secure  that  their  ramparts  old 

The  foe  cculd  impregnably  front, 
But  little  they  knew  the  sea-king  hold, 

For  he  sacked  the  town — and  the  blunt. 
He  cared  not  for  ban,  and  he  recked  not  of  curse 

That  the  clergy  against  him  thundered  ; 
He  stripped  the  churches,  and  worse,  far  worse, 
A  noble  abbey  he  plundered. 

He  made  the  abbot  dance  a  jie, 
And  drink  tili  he  was  as  drunk  as  a  pig ; 
He  set  a  lieht  to  the  priores  wig, 
Till  it  scorched  his  head,  and  what  more  is, 
He  stirred  his  grog  of  an  afternoon 
In  a  boly  cup  with  a  holy  spoon, 
And  "  Nix  my  Dolly"  he  sung  to  the  tune 
Of  the  Hallelujah  choms. 

King  Valdemar  dined  in  his  castle-hall, 

With  his  warriors  all  around, 
While  echoed  from  each  ancient  wall 

The  banquet's  jovial  sound  ; 
Huge  hüls  of  beef  composed  the  feed, 
Washed  down  by  floods  of  ale  and  mead, 
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White  sundry  northern  harpers  rüde 
Were  chanting  rhymes  of  deadly  feud. 
(Forgive  the  plagiaristic  sin, 
Bard  of  the  Scottiah  violin!) 
But  'midst  the  bacclianalian  roar, 
That  shook  the  hall  from  roof  to  floor, 
A  marrow-bone,  at  random  shied, 
Hit  füll  upon  a  muzzle  wide  ; 
Whose  startled  owner  "  swore  and  spurned, 
And  board  and  flagons  overturned," 
And  fierce,  at  him  who  wrought  the  wrong 
An  ireful,  direful  cliallenge  flung. 
Then  from  bis  throne  arose  the  king, 
And  quelled  the  row,  and  called  a  ring, 
And  set  the  foemen  face  to  face, 
And  gave  them  each  a  weiehty  mace. 
Their  bottle-holders  armen  them  well, 
Each  like  a  lobster  in  its  shell. 
Alas  1  at  this  degenerate  time, 
A  stand-up  fight  is  called  a  crime ; 
The  lobsters  of  the  present  day 
Will  tooner  mar,  than  join,  a  fray, 
And  many  a  first-rate  mill  is  spoiled 
By  meddfing  of  the  Great  Unboiled. 

Those  Miölnen  of  the  modern  Thor  (that's  Peel), 
Wherewith  he  quelled  füll  many  an  Irish  riot. 

And  kept  the  troublers  of  the  public  weal, 
Those  "  Vaner  hvideste,"  the  Whiteboys,  quiet, 

When  he  the  discords  national  to  heal, 
Determined  with  police — at  least,  to  try  it— 

Like  that  old  weapon,  seldom  miss  their  aims, 

Short  handle«  have  they  also— to  their  names. 

A  propo*  du  <cra$eur*— that  won't  do. 

Talking  of  crushers,  then— as  flashmen  pbnue  it« 
I  here  must  lay  before  the  public's  view 

A  fiact  well  calculated  to  amaze  it ; 
'Tis  of  the  people's  miod,  a  trait  qitite  new, 

And  worth  the  trouble  that's  required  to  trace  i 
That  mind,  that  philosophic  whofd  suppose  is  ? 

Yet  holds  the  doctrine  of  Metempsychosis. 

It  is  the  season  when  the  race  canine 

Oft  "  feel  the  influence  of  malignant  star," 

And  all  the  civic  powers  that  be  combine 
In  waging  an  exterminating  war, 

And  slay  the  animal,  and  owner  fine, 
In  every  town  and  city,  near  and  far, 

Unless  it  wear  that  coriaceous  puzzle — 

That  knot  of  Gordian  knots,  yclept  a  muzzle. 

In  our  industrious  "City  of  die  North»19 

Whose  looms  supply  each  changing  mode's  new  rersion, 
The  Council  sent  their  annual  edict  forth, 

Firm  as  decree  of  ancient  Mede  or  Peraian, 
That  all  stray  dogs,  of  whatsoerer  worth, 

Should  die  by  Strangulation  or  immersion ; 
And  then  to  quote  aright  they  vainly  try  did 
The  statuta  in  that  case  made  and  provided. 
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O'er  pavements  whitening  'neath  an  August  sun 
Stalles  the  policeman  stera,  and  to  the  slaugbter 

A  dog  of gender  feminine  leads  on, 

Having  without  or  lord  or  muzzle  caught  her  ; 

And  afler  him  two  mirthful  combers  run, 
To  see  her  dnly  pitched  into  the  water. 

One,  in  West  Riding  thunder,  to  the  other 

Bawls,  "  Sitha,  Joe-a,  he's  baan  to  draan  his  mother." 

Whatever  can  they  do  with  all  the  carcases  ? 

My  ingenuity  rve  often  tasked 
To  think  what  use  a  lot  Kwuqt  <rap*os  is. 

An  old  policeman  t'other  day  I  asked 
(Passing  the  station-house  when  on  a  lark,  as  is 

My  wont),  as  in  the  sunny  door  he  basked. 
He  growled  some  answer  (we  all  know  how  cross  age  is), 
Whereof  I  understood  but  one  word — "  sausages!" 

"  Let  us  hare  no  meandering ."    I  ober, 

Shade  of  my  ever-yenerated  eranny  f 
Henceforth  I  keep  the  straight  historic  way, 

Nor  trace  Digreasion's  bye-paths,  long  and  many ; 
Bat  onward  111  proeeed,  nor  more  delay 

For  cause,  or  let,  or  hindrance,  all  or  any, 
To  sing  the  mill  between  those  Champions  tall, 
The  Trondhjem  Slasher  and  the  Pet  of  Hekluf  jalL 

Pabt  II. 

'Twsas  long  to  teil  what  deeds  were  wrought, 
Or  in  what  style  each  milier  fought — 
How  Tron  led  off,  adroit  and  quick, 
Aud  Hecky  countered  like  a  bnck ; 
How  with  each  round  the  betting  veered, 
Or  how  their  men  the  backers  cheered — 

••Hithimhardr 

"  Undertheguardf" 

M  Look  out  for  a  chatterer— that's  his  card !" 

"  Mind  his  rush  !n 

«  Tip  him  it  flush  Iw 

"  Go  it,  ye  cripples,  for  glory  and  lush  !"— 
How,  after  forty  rounds  save  one, 
Success  dedared  for  valiant  Tron. 

He  stav'd  not  for  funk,  and  he  stopped  not  for  fear, 

When  he  came  to  the  Scratch,  and  the  foeman  stood  near ; 

So  light  o'er  his  head  the  huge  weapon  he  swung, 

So  light  on  the  Pet  like  a  tiger  he  sprang ; 

Hecky's  down !  on  his  crown  comes  the  swift  "  morning  starw— 

"  My  eyes  what  a  floorer,"  quoth  King  Valdemar. 

His  royal  eyes, 

In  some  surprise, 
The  monarch  again  did  apostrophise ; 

When  a  warrior  tall, 

Marched  up  the  hall, 
And  took  off  his  tile  with  a  bow  to  them  all : 
"  Alkor,  the  sovereign  of  Rysaland,  sends 

The  compliments  of  the  season, 
And  he's  perfecüy  willing  to  *  kis»  and  be  frtends,' 
If  you  will  but  listen  to  reason. 
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You  have  a  daughter, 

His  aon  has  long  sought  her, 
They'd  better  both  change  their  condition. 

A  nod,  I  think» 

Is  as  good  as  a  wink, 
To  a  horse  of  defective  vision." 

Loud  shouted  King  Valdemar,  wrathy  and  riled, 
"  That  nigger*  »hall  never  espouse  my  child ; 
Ere  *  gav  od  the  glad  breeze  the  marriage-peal  swells,' 
ril  see  her  in  a  convent,  and  him— somewnere  eise. 
So  now  you've  your  answer,  you  vagabone  scamp, 
Be  off— tip  your  tattere  a  gaUop— decamp  V 

Not  a  word  replied  that  warrior  glum, 
But  he  placed  the  tip  of  his  roailed  thumb 

To  the  tip  of  his  red  proboscis, 
And  at  Valdemar  twiddled  his  fingen  four. 
Up  started  the  monarch,  and  fiercely  he  swore ; 
But  the  knight  twigs  his  purpose,  and  cuts  through  the  door, 

To  the  court-yard,  where  his  "  noss'*  is — 
A  moment,  and  into  the  saddle  he's  vaulted, 
And  Valdemar  shouts,  "  By  the  Walkers,!  he's  bolted! 

Not  a  wink  of  sleep  had  the  king  that  night, 

For  the  State  of  his  foreign  relations, 
And  nothing  brought  the  morning  light, 

Save  "  morning  meditations." 
In  anxious  cogitation  lost, 
On  his  couch  of  skins  he  tumbled  and  tost, 

As  if  all  the  insect  nations 
That  ever  disturbed  a  sleeper's  ease 
Were  holding  a  Court  of  Common  Fleas, 

To  try  the  monarch 's  patience. 

King  Valdemar  rose  from  restless  sleep 

When  yet  'twas  scarcely  roorn ; 
With  seven  strong  slaves  he  lcft  the  keep 

In  the  grey  of  early  dawn  : 
He  led  them  to  the  woodland  shade, 
And  set  them  to  work  with  pick  and  spade. 
They  dug  a  cavern  under  ground, 
And  with  cloth  of  silk  they  hung  it  round ; 
Without,  it  was  covered  with  stones  and  mould— 
Within,  it  was  covered  with  silver  and  gold. 
Thither  his  treasures  Kinj^  Valdemar  brought, 

And  stored  it  with  provisioo, 
Wines  and  victuals  of  every  sort, 
As  if  'twere  a  •*  Terror"  or  «  Erebus,"  fraught, 

For  an  Arctic  ezpedition. 

The  months  rolled  round,  the  winter  passed, 

And  finished  was  tbe  cave  at  last ; 

The  Vikings  of  the  Northern  main 

Prepared  to  sweep  the  seas  again. 

"  My  dear,'*  said  the  sea-king,  M  Fm  off  on  a  cruise, 

And  Rerik,  I  know,  will  be  arter  you ; 
But  Fve  no  intention  my  daughter  to  lose, 

So  elsewhere  Fm  going  to  quarter  you. 

*  Nonnulli,  "Nidding." 

f  Alü  rero,  "  Walkyricr,"  seil.  Parcss. 
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IVe  built  you  a  palace  under  ground, 

And  with  silver  and  gold  I've  decked  it ; 
If  Renk  ahould  search  the  whole  year  round, 

1*11  Warrant  hell  never  detect  it. 
The  sun's  hot  rays  never  penetrate  there, 

And  a  fountain  Springs  from  the  cool  white  sand— 
The  natural  floor  of  tbis  summer-house  fair — 

And  scatters  its  pearls  on  every  band. 
And  vou  needn't  be  frightened  for  gobiin  or  ghost, 
For  I've  had  a  cross  carved  on  each  strong  door-post. 
And  in  four  or  five  months  you'U  again  see  me  here, 
So  corae  to  vour  summer-house — do,  that's  a  dear." 

Alas  I  Hilda  took  quite  a  different  view 

Of  the  beautiful  picture  King  Valdemar  drew; 

Though  her  nnder-ground  prison  were  splendid  and  fair, 

She  couldn't  be  cooped  up  the  summ  er  through  there ; 

Besides,  she  liked  Rerik,  and  didn't  survey 

The  idea  of  a  siege  with  her  father's  dismay — 

For  a  moyen  6ge  girl  thought  no  more  of  abduction 

Than  a  modern  coUeen  of  a  Donnvbrook  'ruction. 
But  all  in  vain  she  wept  and  pleaded. 
Her  tears  and  entreaties  alike  were  unheeded ; 
He  locked  her  in  with  her  maidens  three — 
In  his  breeches-pocket  he  buttoned  the  key— 
And  sung,  as  he  left  her  alone  in  her  sorrow, 
"  Tm  afloat,  Fm  afloat,  on  the  ocean  to-morrow." 

The  sun  behind  the  mountain  sank, 

Arose  the  evening  breeze, 
It  bent  the  lindens'  leafy  rank, 

It  curled  the  summer  seas ; 
Their  sleeping  cups  the  warriors  drank, 

And  weut  to  brave  the  fleas. 
When  suddenly  rose  the  Castle  round 
The  din  of  arms  and  trtimpet  sound, 
And,  swarming  on  through  thick  and  thin, 
On  every  side  the  foe  poured  in. 
At  once  each  Startled  warder  feil, 
His  'larum-blast  was  his  funeral  knell ; 
And  ere  a  warrior  found  his  post 
The  day  (or  rather  the  night)  was  lost. 
King  Valdemar  perish'd  with  all  his  train ; 
Women  and  children  alike  were  slain  ; 
Nor  survived  in  the  general  massacre  any  one 
That  knew  of  poor  Hilda's  retreat  subterranean. 

Prince  Rerik  sought  the  Castle  o'er, 

He  waded  to  the  Knees  in  göre; 

He  sought  by  day,  he  sought  by  night. 

He  sought  by  sun  and  candle-hght ; 

He  sought  above,  beneath,  around, 

But  never  a  trace  of  Hilda  found. 

His  men  of  the  search  began  to  tire, 

They  plundered  the  Castle  and  set  it  on  fire. 

The  whirling  flames  sprang  to  the  clauils, 

Down  sank  the  golden  vanes, 
And  vanished  in  their  fiery  sbrouds 

The  gory  fight's  remains. 
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King  Alkor  to  hia  natire  realm 

Keturned  with  anxioua  mien, 
And  strove  Ihe  prince'a  grief  to  'whelm 

In  pleasure'a  varying  acene. 
In  vain,  alas !  all  round  hia  heim 

He  wore  the  willow  green. 
He  joined  him  to  a  pilgrim  band, 

En  rotde  for  Paleatine, 
And  eaatward  to  the  Holy  Land 

They  piked  it  o'er  the  brine. 

Three  wintere  chain  each  northern  stream, 

In  starrv  «kies  auroras  gleam, 

Througb  snow-capp*d  woods  the  Ivnx-cat  prowls, 

O'er  dazzling  waates  the  grey  wolf  howla ; 

Three  aummera  clothe  anew  the  treea, 

And  aoothe  to  amiles  the  frowning  aeaa ; 

But  Hilda  in  her  dreary  tomb 

Knowa  but  one  cheerlesa,  wintry  gloom : 

Her  victuala  ran  out,  and  her  maidena  died, 

And  hunger  and  ennui  conaumed  her, 
Aa  abe  sai  in  the  vault  ao  lone  and  wide, 

Where  her  father  inhuman  inhumed  her. 
A  hnngry  wolf  o'er  the  cavern  watched, 

And  he  anuffied  the  dead  below ; 
From  morn  tili  night  he  burrowed  and  acratched, 

Till  he  made  a  passage  througb. 
Into  the  Chamber  ewift  he  sprang, 

But  swifter  back  he  fled, 
When  he  aaw  the  angel-form  that  hung 

In  aorrow  o'er  the  dead. 
'Twaa  midnight  when  the  maiden  crept 

From  out  that  priaon  deep ; 
Exhauated  on  the  earth  ahe  alept 

Till  morning'a  earlieat  peep ; 
The  stare  with  kindly  glancea  kept 

Their  yigila  o'er  her  aleep. 

Hiatus  valde  deflendus. 

In  Ryaaland  ahone 
The  aetting  sun 
On  a  maaay  caatle'a  moaay  atone, 
When  a  pilgrim  stopped  at  the  caatle-gate — 

A  pilgrim  tired  and  duaty. 
"  How  rarea  Rins  Alkor  the  baughtv  and  great, 

And  how  fare  hia  warriora  truaty  r" 
"  Ring  Alkor  lies  cold  in  the  churchyard  mould, 

Count  Hildebrand  governs  in  hu  atead, 
Till  Renk  come  home  o'er  the  aalt  aea  foam : 
'Tis  three  yeara  aince  he  went  through  far  countries  to  roam. 

And  in  Chriatendom'a  cause  enliated. 
Count  Hildebrand's  wedding  we're  holding  to-day, 

So  you're  just  come  in  time  for  the  feast,  sir ; 
There1a  the  height  of  good  living,  and  nothing  to  pay, 

And  welcome  ia  every  gueat,  air." 

The  pilgrim  came  into  the  banqueting-hall, 
And  bowed  to  the  party  aaaembled, 
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Then  started,  and  staggered,  and  held  by  the  wall, 

And  frorn  hood-knot  to  sandal-tie  trembled ; 
Till  the  Company  swore,  in  language  rüde, 
That  the  holy  palmer  was  preciously  screwed. 

Count  Hildebrand  sat  on  King  Alkor's  throne, 
His  hand  bore  the  sceptre,  bis  head  wore  the  crown ; 
And  blazing  in  beauty  and  gems  by  his  aide, 
Sat  Valdemar's  daughter,  attired  as  a  bride. 
Hnshed  was  the  hall  when  Count  Hildebrand  rose, 
**  In  act  to  speak,*  at  the  banquet's  close ; 
As  at  railway  meeting  the  chairman's  hammer 
With  its  thunderingsummons  stills  the  clamour 
Of  xacing  shareholders,  who're  told  of  their  capital 
TheyTl  never  again  see  a  dump  or  a  rap  at  all. 
"  To  tip  you  a  song  was  my  first  intent, 

Bnt  my  throat  with  grief  is  dry,  sirs, 
So  111  give  you  a  toast  with  a  sentiment, 

Hercs  to  Rerik's  memory,  sire. 
A  letter  IVe  got  by  the  Overland  Mail, 

With  the  Jericho  postmark  on,  sirs, 
To  teil  me  that  Rerik's  gone  down  in  a  gale 

Off  the  haven  of  Ascalon,  sirs. 
Pm  nezt  in  snccession,  you  know,  to  the  throne, 

As  durante  absentiä  regent  ; 
So  you've  nothing  to  do  Dut  my  title  to  own, 

By  taking  the  oath  of  allegiance." 
Forth  from  his  corner  the  pilgrim  sprang, 

His  staffat  Count  Hildebrand's  head  he  flung ; 
His  grey  doak  and  hood  to  the  earth  he  threw, 

And  stood  up  all  warlike  in  annour  blue. 
Then  shouted  the  men,  and  the  women  grew  pale 
At  the  clashing  of  swords  and  the  crashmg  ot  mail, 
As  with  cuts  and  with  slashes,  with  Stabs  and  with  sticks, 
Went  the  pilgrim  and  Hildebrand  at  it  like  bricks. 
But  sharp  though  the  conflict,  it  quickly  was  o'er^ 
The  would-be  usurper  lay  dead  on  the  floor ; 
And  Renk,  all  dangers,  et  cetera,  past, 
Clasped  Hilda  t  armene  sine  at  last. 

i/Envoy. 

Drop  we  the  curtain.    They  that  like  may  trace 

The  happy  coople  from  the  sacred  dorne, 
Where,  shrinking  from  the  wor)d*s  familiär  gaze, 

Through  distant  lands  on  wedding-tour  they  roam ; 
Till  cards  appear,  all  lavender  and  glaze, 

Engravea  in  Runic  characters,  "  At  home." 
SufiSce  for  us  the  simple  fact  to  know 
They're  joined—in  Cockney  phrase — for  veal  or  venu. 
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The  "  Vale  of  Waten9  is  one  of  the  fairest  soenee  in  North  Wales. 
If  it  is  not  so  sublimely  wild  as  Llanberris,  it  is  more  peaceful  and  pas- 
toral ;  if  less  beautiful  than  Llangollen,  it  possesses  more  of  legendary 
interest  It  is  hexnmed  in  on  one  side  by  the  black,  precipitous  walls  ot 
the  "  Eagle's  Mountain,"  as  the  Welsh  call  Snowdon,  long  since  dirested 
of  those  rorests,  the  shelter  of  the  wolf  and  boar,  that  once  covered  the 
peaks  of  Yr  Wyrdfa,  or  "  The  Conspicuous,"  to  use  the  language  of 
the  bards.  Behind  it  lies  Nant  Glas,  or  the  Blue  Valley,  with  its 
stream  forctng  its  way  through  a  chaotic  world  of  rocks,  on  which  no 
tree,  no  wild  flower,  and  scarcely  the  rüde  liehen,  can  find  nourishment ; 
yet  so  tinted,  and  shaded,  and  brightened  by  mists,  and  rains,  and  frost, 
that  they  glow  beneath  a  sunset  with  all  the  beautiful  and  shifting  colcrars 
of  an  iceberg. 

Here  every  crag  has  its  legendary  tale,  beginning  from  the  very  twi- 
Hght  of  DruiöÜcal  times  down  to  the  fall  daylight  of  medisval  history. 
Here  the  Knights  of  St  John  had  a  hospice ;  here  the  wretched  Vorti- 
gen,  the  Sebastian  of  early  British  story,  found  a  dishonourable  shelter, 
protected  by  the  spell  of  Merlin,  who  seems  to  have  called  devil,  fiend, 
and  spirit,  to  ransack  the  elements  to  win  back  for  him  everything  but  a 
kingdom.  Here  are  reoollections  of  the  Romans  and  St.  Helena. 
On  this  height»  in  a  grated  dungeon  of  that  tower  that  still  affords  an 
evrie*for  the  golden  eagle,  groaned  the  brother  of  the  jealous  Llewellyn  ; 
tnere,  for  twenty-three  years,  he  lay,  companion  of  the  gilded  newt 
and  toad,  watchin?  the  hawk  fly  past,  andhearing  the  wind  roar  free 
among  the  mountain-passes. 

Nature,  within  the  circle  of  a  dozen  miles,  has  concentred  all  the 
beauty  of  the  land — mountains  crowned  with  tnist,  girt  round  with 
lakes  so  clear  that  you  can  count  their  polished  pebbles,  and  see  the 
speckled  trout  that  glide  over  them ;  cataract  and  stream,  green  meadow 
and  wooded  height;  while  high  over  the  hiebest  peak,  hidden,  save 
when  revealed  by  the  lightning,  rises  Snowdon,  its  great  broad  base 
enreloped  by  the  enfolding  mountains,  seen  only  here  and  there  through 
a  break  in  the  ränge,  like  the  breach  in  the  rampart  of  a  stormed  city. 

The  merriest-hearted  fellow  in  Nant  Gwynnant,  now  nearly  a  Century 
ago,  was  Owen  Glas ;  the  best  runner,  the  best  leaper,  and  the  best 
rider ;  the  best  fisher,  the  surest-footed  cragsman — in  a  word,  the  most 
skilful  at  all  the  six  feats  of  strength  that  constituted  the  Tadogian,  in 
the  old  Welsh  Olympic  games.  The  merriest  dancer  was  Owen  round 
the  bonfires  on  the  eve  of  All-Saints,  and  the  clearest,  füllest  voiee  was 
his  at  the  Plygan,  or  Cock-crowing,  as  the  Welsh  call  the  assembly 
held  in  their  churches  on  the  moming  of  the  Christmas-eve.         r 

Happy,  indeed,  would  have  been  the  maiden  whose  charms  could  have 
won  mm  to  a  bedding.  Not  that  Owen  was  by  any  means  a  perfect 
hot-pressed  hero.  He  had  the  vices  of  his  nationu  He  was  hot  and 
passionate,  a  füll  tide  of  Celtic  blood  ran  tingling  in  his  veins,  and  he 
would  use  his  knife  at  a  country  rerel  as  quickfy  as  any  Elizabethan 
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cut-purse.  It  was  a  "  word  and  a  blow"  with  him,  and  the  blow  first. 
He  had,  moreover — for  truth  must  out,  and  we'd  better  make  a  clean 
breast  of  it  at  starting — more  tban  tbe  Cymri's  usual  partiality  for  the 
barley-broth,  or  curta,  witbont  caring  much  whether  tbe  honest  liquor 
came  to  ns  frorn  Egypt  or  Scandinavia.  In  his  stepfather's  cabin — for 
Owen  was  an  orphan — hung  ten  spigots,  as  trophies  of  his  victories  at 
as  many  termings,  a  bacchanalian  custom  of  the  mountain-land,  u  more 
honoured  in  the  breach  than  the  observance." 

The  terming  was  thus  carried  on :  a  band  of  topers,  who  had  earned 
some  celebrity  for  strength  of  head,  retired  to  sorae  lonely  alehouse,  tapped 
a  barrel  of  the  strengest  October,  and  seated  round  it,  hörn  in  hand, 
drank  tili  it  was  consumed.  From  a  morn  tili  dewy  eve"  they  sat,  from 
midnight  tili  the  reddening  of  the  day,  no  rest,  no  food,  and  to  the  victor 
at  this  rüde  revel  the  spigot  was  awarded  as  a  well-earned  prize. 

Barbarous  as  such  debauches  seem,  they  seem  to  have  once  prevailed 
in  England,  if  a  legend  connecting  Shakspeare  with  one  can  be  relied  on. 
For  Scotland,  let  Burns's  "  Song  of  the  WhisÜe"  speak.  Oh,  well  did 
Iago  say,  "  I  learned  it  in  England,  where,  indeed,  they  are  most 
potent  in  potting.  Your  Dane,  your  German,  and  your  swag-bellied 
Hollander — Drink  ho! — are  nothing  to  your  English." 

Owen  Glas,  with  all  his  cheerful  laugh  and  merry  eye,  was  an  orphan, 
and  had  no  home  but  the  cottage  of  his  foster-father,  and  he  was  an  old 
blind  harper,  who  was  known  to  every  one,  gentle  and  peasant,  in  the 
whole  country-side. 

There  was  never  a  merry- making,  but  Old  Howell  and  his  telyn 
were  there ;  never  a  miner' s  dance  on  the  welcome  Saturday  night,  but 
there  might  be  heard,  pouring  out  from  the  inn's  latticed  window,  "  The 
Ash  Grove,"  or  "  The  Rising  of  the  Sun ;"  and  any  night  in  the  week,  in 
some  farm-house  or  hall,  he  might  have  been  found  surrounded,  like  an 
old  Homer,  with  his  train  of  rustic  flatterers  and  admirers,  while  the 
dancing  throng  footed  it  round  the  candle  on  the  floor,  or  kept  up  an 
equally  old  remnant  of  bye-gone  ages,  by  placing  crossed  pipes  upon  the 
floor,  in  the  room  of  the  more  harmful  swords. 

It  was  to  travel  back  three  good  centuries,  to  see  the  old  man's  grey 
locks  falling  over  the  harp,  whose  strings  were  swept  by  his  trembling 
but  skilful  fingen ;  to  see  his  vacant  eye  turned  up  as  if  for  inspiration, 
or  his  head  bent  forward  to  catch  the  light  footsteps  of  Owen,  the  son  of 
his  heart  For  Howell  was  no  vagabond  musician,  and  he  had  a  love  of  his 
gentle  art,  that  men  of  higher  note,  who  would  have  derided  his  wild 
marches  and  plaintive  dirges,  might  well  have  envied.  His  misfortunes  had 
heightened  his  powers  of  reflection,  and  increased  in  him  the  natural  super- 
stition  of  his  imaginative  raee.  He  knew  by  rote  every  fairy  legend,  and 
every  story  of  exorcised  spirit,  fiend,  or  devil,  that  haunted  mountain,  lake, 
or  fen.  He  was  the  oracle  of  the  children,  whom  he  loved  to  gather  round 
him  at  a  farmer's  fire,  and,  clamberiug  on  his  knees,  play  with  his  grey  hair, 
or  twang  his  harp-strings,  on  which  he  would  illustrate  the  magic  won- 
ders  of  which  he  told.  He  had,  perhaps,  arrived  at  that  State  of  mind 
when  Imagination  takes  always  the  place  of  reason,  or  reigns  rather  in 
an  empire  of  its  own,  unchecked  for  the  time  by  the  faculty  which  too 
often  rules  it  so  despotically.  To  him  the  spirits  that  had  passed  away, 
" the  fair  humanities  of  old  religion,"  were  sober  realities.  To  his  dimmed 
VOL.  xxi.  2  R 
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eye  they  ezisted  as  much  as  those  tangible  beings  among  whom  he  dwek, 
whose  cheering  voice  he  heard,  and  whose  kindly  grasp  he  feit,  ai  whoee 
board  he  sat,  and  at  whose  hearth  he  basked. 

Howell  had  roamed  among  the  mountains  from  a  child,  until  he  knew 
every  crag  as  well  as  he  did  the  streets  of  his  birthplace— for  he  was  not 
born  blind.  He  was  sixteen,  when  a  sudden  desire  came  upon  him  to 
aleep  upon  Snowdon ;  for  he  who  did  so,  say  the  bards,  will  awake  either 
mad  or  inspired.  "  The  firstlings  of  his  thought"  beeame  the  firatüng*  of 
his  hand.  He  sought  a  nook  in  the  rock,  just  where  the  region  of  mist 
begins  its  twilight,  and  told  not  even  the  friend  of  his  boeom  of  what  he 
planned.  He  feil  asleep  in  his  stränge  rock-charober.  He  dreamt  of 
Miss ;  but  in  "  the  dark  night,  deep  night,  the  blackest  of  the  night,"  a 
storm  burst  upon  the  mountain ;  a  flash  of  lightning  disclosed  to  his  eyes, 
for  the  last  time,  the  valley  of  his  birth,  with  a  red  glare  like  the  dawn  of 
the  day  of  judgment ;  then  deep  night  feil  upon  him ;  and  he  wahed  long, 
long  for  morning,  but  to  him  it  never  came.  Some  shepherds,  searching 
for  their  flocks  that  the  storm  had  scattered,  found  him  groping  his  way 
on  the  very  edge  of  the  terrific  chasm  of  Crib  Coch.  They  led  him 
home,  and  told  him  what  they  feared.  Every  restorative  that  village 
art  could  furnish  was  resorted  to  in  vain.  He  had  been  Struck  blind, 
incurably  blind.  From  that  day  true  inspiration  dawned  upon  him; 
now  for  the  first  time,  as  if  a  new  sense  had  awakened  within  him,  he 
heard  the  voice  of  nature  in  everything,  from  the  aighing  of  the  summer- 
hreeze  to  the  roar  of  the  torrent.  And  he  had  need  of  such  conaolatiea, 
for  heavier  sorrows  feil  upon  him  now  that  he  was  least  able  to  hear 
them.  In  the  bitterness  of  his  heart  he  thought  that  even  his  God  had 
forsaken  him,  in  not  tempering  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb.  The 
maiden  he  loved  forsook  him  in  his  misfortune,  and  married  another. 
Ferhaps  he  had  been  prepared  for  this  blow,  for  her  inquiries  for  hhn 
had  grown  less  and  less  frequent,  though  she  had  wept  when  she  first 
saw  his  grey,  sightless  eyes,  and  sobbed  that  her  love  was  stall  unchange- 
able.  But  even  in  this  sore  trial  Howell  gathered  patience.  "The 
Lord  hath  given,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away ;  blessed  be  the  name  of 
the  Lord !"  was  his  only  exclamation.  She  died  in  her  first  chüdbed, 
and  the  peasants  whispered  that  there  was  divine  vengeance  in  it ;  bot 
Howell  never  mentioned  her  name  again,  but  it  was  observed,  that  when 
he  played  the  well-known  air  of  "  Merd  Megan,"  "  Margaret' s  Daughter* 
— her  name  was  Margaret — that  a  tear  would  sometimes  roll  from  his 
sightless  orb,  and  he  would  invariably  change  it  to  the  beaudful  u  Codiad 
yr  Hedydd,"  or,  "  The  Rising  of  the  Lark,"  so  füll  of  hope  and  hfe, 
and  spnng  and  morning,  as  if  by  this  he  meant  to  imply  her  rising  to  her 
home  among  the  angels.  But  this  story  was  very  well  for  work-a-day 
sort  of  people,  it  would  not  do  for  the  more  superstitious,  who  with  sandrv 
shrugs  and  "  hems,"  by  which  they  implied  that  they  could  teil  more  rf 
they  liked,  declared  that  "  he  had  been  thus  punished  by  the  demon  of  the 
<  Adders'  Lake'  for  daring  to  sleep  all  night  upon  its  pebbly  marge." 

Tet  not  even  with  blindness  did  Howell  cease  hu  lonely  wanderiogs, 
not  even  with  advancing  age  that  robbed  him  of  his  vigour  and  his  speed. 
He  would  still  stroll  for  hours  beside  the  pathless  morasset  that  lie  among 
the  hüls,  finding  his  way  by  a  sort  of  instinct  over  dark  tracks,  where  one 
footstep  aside  would  have  dragged  him  down  to  "  muddy  death,"  scram- 
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bling  o?er  peat  cuttings,  and  wading  through  low  rushy  pools,  to  reach 
some  lonely  lake,  kuown  to  few  but  the  ushermen.  There,  on  its  flat 
shore,  etrewn  with  grey  pebbles,  over  which  the  water  creeps  with  soft, 
low  music,  when  the  east  wind  drove  in  faster  the  tiring  waves,  he  would 
gtretch  himself  tili  the  chilly  wind  told  of  Coming  night ;  then  would  he 
rise,  stride  home,  eat  hastüy  his  frugal  meal  of  buttennilk  and  black 
bread,  and  hurry  off  to  the  "  inn's  best  room,"  to  busy  himself  with  his 
harp,  and  to  describe  upon  it  the  emotions  of  the  day ; — now  animating 
the  revellers  with  the  stirring  march  of  the  "  Men  of  Harlech ;"  "  Codiad 
yr  Nant,"  «  The  Bising  of  the  Sun ;"  "  Meddwdd  Myr,"  «  Merry  and 
Tipsy ;"  or  throwing  the  deep  melancholy  of  his  soul,  like  a  warning 
voice,  into  "  Ar  hyd  y  Nos,"  "  The  live-long  Night ;"  or  the  simple 
"  Pro  Gan,"  "  The  Lullaby." 

Although  Owen  Glas  was  an  orphan,  and  depending,  indeed,  on  the  cha- 
rity  of  one  who  lived  himself  on  alms,  he  was  the  son  of  rieh  parents,  his 
father  having  held  one  of  the  largest  farms  in  the  Beaver's  Valley,  where 
the  last  King  of  Wales  was  taken  prisoner  by  Edward  I.  He  died  sud- 
denly  of  fever,  leaving  his  son,  with  his  last  breath,  to  the  guardianship  of 
his  brother-in-law,  Hugh-y-Fwyall,  a  poor  descendant  of  the  celebrated 
Constable  of  Criccieth  Castle,  who,  at  the  battle  of  Poictiers,  took  the 
French  king  prisoner,  having  first  hewn  off  the  head  of  his  charger  with 
a  single  blow  of  a  broad  axe. 

Everybody  supposed,  of  course,  naturally  enough,  tbat  in  due  time  the 
infant  would  sueeeed  to  his  father's  patrimony,  but  on  the  day  of  the 
fuueral,  when,  after  the  interment,  all  the  guests  were  assembled  at  the 
feast  usual  in  Wales  on  «uch  occasions,  Fwyall  produced  a  will,  found,  as 
he  said,  by  him  in  a  drawer  of  the  deceased's  old  cabinet,  leaving  all  his 
property,  and  even  his  personals,  "  to  his  dear  brother,"  Hugh-y-Fwyall, 
and  recommending  his  infant  son  to  his  parental  care,  to  adopt  him  as  his 
own,  and  to  bring  him  up  with  his  own  daughter  of  nearly  the  same  age. 
Strange  looks  were  exchanged,  and  men  shrugged  their  Shoulders  and  were 
silent ;  nobody  could  question  the  caprices  of  a  man  scarce  cold  in  his 
grave.  The  subjeet  was  a  nine-days'  wonder,  and  after  that  transitory 
existence,  passed  away  as  nine-days'  wonders  do.  Some,  endued  with 
that  rather  late  spirit  of  prophecy  common  in  the  world,  whispered  to 
their  neighbours  that  they  always  thought  the  deceased  hadn't  mach 
natural  affection ;  others  remained  silent,  but  by  frowns  and  portentoua 
winks  implied  the  existence  of  fraud ;  while  a  third  party,  of  a  neutral 
tdnt,  indifferent  to  everything  but  their  own  affairs,  declared  that  they 
thought  the  thing  very  reasonable,  and  did  not  see  why  parents  should 
not  leave  their  property  as  they  liked,  as  long  as  it  was  not  to  a 
Saesneg. 

Time  passed  on,  and  Hugh,  from  a  poor  man  struggling  with  diffi- 
culties,  and  almost  overpowered  by  their  multiplicity,  just  keeping  his 
head  above  "  a  sea  of  troubles,"  grew  a  thriving  farmer,  built  barns  and 
homesteads  in  the  midst  of  his  broad  acres,  and  fa'nally  commenced  work- 
ing  a  small  copper-mine  in  one  of  those  little  recesses  which  scarcely  de- 
serve  the  name  of  Valleys,  in  the  streng  buttresses  of  Snowdon.  But 
Hugh  had  been  soured  by  a  long  course  of  adversity,  and  had  too  long 
feit  the  pitiless  chidings  of  the  Storni,  to  relax  at  once  into  bland  smiles  at 
the  first  burst  of  sunshine.     He  remained  still  black-browed  and  chnrlish. 

2r2 
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He  was  beloved  by  none,  for  he  seemed  to  hate  all.  The  mendioant 
sped  faster  by  his  door.  The  rumour  spread  that  he  was  a  man  sceptical 
about  all  the  old  superstitions  which  were  handed  down  from  father  to 
son  ;  and  the  dalesmen  held  tbis  as  but  the  beginning  of  a  deeper  infi- 
delity.  He  trod  a  haunted  path  at  nightfall  without  a  fear ;  he  hung  no 
sacred  plants  over  his  threshokl  on  the  eve  of  St  John  ;  and  to  show 
openly  his  contenipt  of  such  "  cursed  folly,"  as  he  called  it  bttteriy,  he 
buried  his  best-loved  sister  on  the  north  side  of  the  mountain  church — 
the  wrong  side,  as  the  peasants  shudderiogly  call  it — among  suicides 
and  children  unbaptised.  He  was  a  man  who  seemed  to  bear  the  brand 
of  an  inhuman  crime  upon  his  brow.  People  shunned  him  in  his  walks, 
grasped  not  his  hand  readily  in  the  market-place,  and  shrunk  fnrther 
from  his  seat  in  the  inn-kitchen. 

Unconscious  of  these  feelings,  and  too  merry-hearted,  perhaps,  to  re- 
gard  them  if  he  had  known  them,  Owen  grew  up  to  man*s  statare,  with 
all  the  fair  face  of  his  father,  all  his  mother's  dark  eye  and  frank  brow, 
with  all  his  sire's  agility,  and  with  what  he  loved  to  boast  of — the  foot 
of  a  goat  and  the  eye  of  a  falcon.  But  to  one  less  cheerful  than  hirasel^ 
his  lue  would  have  been  a  hard  one.  It  had  been  long  seen  by  all,  and 
even  he  at  last  came  to  the  horrid  conscioosness  that  he  was  hated  by 
his  stern  guardian.  From  a  boy,  he  had  disliked  his  proud  swelling 
spirit,  and  now,  in  füll  manhood,  when  they  stood  almost  on  the  same 
footing,  it  became  intolerable.  He  had  long  stinted  him  in  föod,  and 
beaten  him ;  now  he  set  him  at  hard  tasks  beyond  his  strength,  and  con- 
demned  him  to  worse  than  Egyptian  slavery  in  the  dark,  narrow,  noisome 
Chambers  of  the  lonely  mine,  secluding  him  for  twelve  hours  together  from 
daylight  and  the  cheerful  sun.  But  the  youth  bore  it  unrepining,  spoke 
of  it  to  no  one,  and  never  bated  an  atom  of  his  merry-heartedness 
at  the  village  dances.  His  thoughts  were  those  of  Shakspeare's  Fer- 
dinand— 

There  be  some  sports  all  painful,  but  their  labour 
Delight  in  them  sets  off;  some  kinds  of  baseness 
Are  nobly  undergone ;  and  most  poor  matters 
Point  to  rieh  ends. 

Let  us  teil  it  without  further  mystery — he  loved  the  danghter  of  his 
taskmaster.  The  maiden  bore  the  ancient  Welsh  name  of  Myrannwy ; 
a  gentle,  innocent,  warm-hearted  creature,  pure  as  the  Miranda  of  the  poet 
She  loved  Owen;  she  knew  not  why ;  they  had  been  brought  up  to- 
gether tili  their  hearts  had  grown  into  one,  as  trees  grow  together  by 
contact  She  tempered  his  fierce  nature,  and  he  feit  solace  in  we  sooth- 
ing^— 

Like  two  berries  on  a  common  stern. 

Beautiful  in  contrast  as  the  birch  and  oak  that  grow  side  by  side  upon  the 
mountain,  she  clung  to  him  as  naturally  and  as  uninquiringly  as  the  bind- 
weed  embraces  the  forest-tree.  He  loved  her  as  a  sister ;  he  loved  her 
because  she  pitied  him.  Her  love  lightened  his  sorrows,  and  consoled 
him  for  his  toils.  When  her  father  was  absent,  she  would  trip  over  the 
mountain-paths,  and  sitting  down  upon  a  rock  at  the  mine's  mouth,  would 
carol  like  an  angel  tili  evening  came,  and  with  it  rest ;  to  him  she  was 
a  guardian-angel  of  purity;  and  when  he  flamed#forth  into  frenzied 
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passions,  and  half-drew  his  knife  upon  her  father,  she  would  cling  to  his 
knees,  and  bring  him  straightway  to  such  a  melting  mood  that  his  large 
tears  would  drop  faster 

Than  Arabian  trees  their  medicinal  gum. 

But  the  breach  soon  grew  visibly  wider.    The  youth  became  more  im 
petuous ;  the  old  man  more  covetous,  sterner,  and  unyielding ; 

As  with  age  his  body  uglier  grew, 
So  his  miod  cankered. 

Mistaking  the  patience  of  Owen  for  pusillanimity,  he  laboured  to  in- 
vent  tasks  in  the  nrine  to  crush  his  spirit ;  planmng  new  levels,  where 
none  but  a  madman  could  have  expected  to  find  ore;  declaring,  in  a  hy- 
pocritically  assumed  fit  of  superstition,  that  he  had  heard  knockers,  as  the 
mine-spirits  are  called,  in  the  working.  A  spark  feil  upon  the  train  pre- 
pared.  In  a  chance  conversation  with  an  enemy  of  Hugh's,  Owen  heard 
the  whole  history  of  his  life,  and  of  the  imputed  fraud,  and  that  painted  in 
the  worst  colours  of  detraction.  The  very  suspicion  was  enough  to  an  im- 
petuous  mind,  heated  by  injuries  so  recent.  Confronting  Fwyall,  he  taxed 
him  with  his  crime,  forswore  his  acquaintance,  and  defied  his  utmost 
vengeance ;  and  finally,  bearding  him  in  the  inn  -kitchen,  in  spite  of  all  the 
entreaties  of  his  foster-father,  Struck  his  tormentor  to  the  earth.  Rising 
slowly  from  the  earth,  with  the  blood  Streaming  from  a  cut  on  his  brow, 
he  cursed  the  orphan,  prayed  God  to  send  the  eagle's  ulcer*  upon  him ;  and 
finally,  declaring  himself  freed,  by  this  base  ingratitude,  from  all  claims, 
forbade  him  his  house,  and  turned  him  a  beggar  upon  the  world. 

None  who  saw  it  could  forget,  to  their  dying  day,  the  dark  malignity 
of  his  scowl  as  he  thus  spoke ;  but  ere  he  had  ended,  Owen  had  left  the 
room.  Rushing  frantically  through  the  village,  he  hastened  to  his  father's 
house,  now  no  longer  his  home,  and  bidding  adieu  to  Myrannwy,  who 
wept  in  horror  at  his  bloodshot  eye  and  disordered  hair,  left  her,  as  he  said, 
perhaps  for  ever.  To  a  hoon  companion  whom  he  met,  he  said,  in  answer 
to  his  anxious  and  wondering  inquiries,  that  he  was  going  to  <{  St.  George's 
Well,  to  make  an  offering  for  an  enemy.' '  He  stayed  no  longer,  but 
plunging  down  a  mountain-path  that  led  towards  Caernarvon,  he  was 
soon  lost  in  the  Coming  night. 

But  from  these  few  words  the  horrified  peasants  had  gathered  too  clearly 
the  nature  of  his  journey.  From  time  immemorial  it  had  been  the 
custom  in  Wales,  when  hatred  ran  high,  to  curse  an  enemy  at  a  saint's 
well :  the  injured  man  was  required  to  lay  a  small  piece  of  money  upon 
the  altar,  upon  which  he  knelt  bare  kneed,  uttering  the  curse,  and  praying 
God  to  bring  it  to  pa&s.  Pallid  and  breathless,  the  man  broke  into  the 
circle  at  the  inn-fire,  and  told  them  of  the  news.  Fwyall  had  already 
gone,  but  the  tidings  soon  reached  his  ears.  Terrible  was  the  rage  of 
the  misanthrope  at  such  palpable  evidence  of  a  deep-rooted  hatred ;  but  he 
afiected  to  be  indifferent  to  the  story,  and  to  disbelieve  its  truth.  Finding 
his  daughter  in  tears,  he  burst  forth  into  blasphemous  execrations,  bade 
her  not  weep  for  such  a  villain,  or  he  would  turn  her  adrift  to  follow  him 
through  the  world. 

*  A  legendary  disease. 
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II. 

It  wanted  two  hours  of  sunset  of  the  next  day,  and  the  maiden  was 
weeping  over  her  distaff,  with  her  face  buried  in  her  hands,  when  she 
heard  a  low  tap  at  the  window  by  her  side,  and  looking  up  beheld  the 
well-known  face  of  her  lover  staring  in  at  the  pane,  So  fearful  and 
so  altered  was  bis  gase»  that  she  cried  for  help,  and  as  her  fallier  rushed 
in  from  an  adjoining  room,  the  face  again  disappeared.  He  started  when 
she  told  him  of  what  she  believed  to  be  an  apparition,  and,  with  a  frown 
of  rage  and  fiendish  gratification,  he  soon  afterwards  left  the  house.  It 
was  half  an  hour  later,  as  it  afterwards  appeared,  when  these  points 
were  put  together,  that  Owen  was  seen  by  a  village-boy  who  was  tending 
some  goats  on  a  hill  near  the  mine.  He  carried  a  small  crowbar  in  his 
hand,  walked  at  a  rapid  pace  towards  the  working,  and  he  saw  him  no 
more. 

It  was  the  day  after,  when,  in  consequence  of  the  statement  of  the  boy 
and  Myrannwy  to  the  anxious  inquiries  of  old  Howell,  that  one  party  of 
villagers  set  off  in  the  directum  of  St.  George's  Well,  and  another  to 
the  level  of  the  copper-raine  in  the  mountains.  They  took  with  them 
matches  and  torches,  for  the  winding  passages  in  search  of  metal  had 
already  been  pushed  some  fifty  yards.  Entering  hastily,  with  a  nervous 
anxiety  not  unmingled  with  superstition,  the  fbremost  man  stumbled  upon 
sometning  on  which  he  had  put  his  foot.  He  stooped  down  to  pick  it 
up ;  it  was  an  open  clasp-knife.  "  Nat  Fwyall's,"  seid  one  of  the  miners, 
holding  his  torch  to  it ;  "  I  know  it  by  that  notched  handle ;"  and,  thrast- 
ing  it  into  his  pocket,  they  hurried  od. 

They  had  reached  the  fast  winding  but  one,  when  their  leader,  sud- 
denly  uttering  a  shrill  exclamation  of  horror  and  wonder,  rushed  forward. 
It  was  the  body  of  Owen  Glas,  quite  cold  and  stiff.  A  mass  of  rock  resting 
upon  his  temple,  and  crushing  his  fair  features  to  a  shapeless  mass,  dis- 
closed  the  cause  of  death.  In  one  cold  hand  he  still  clenched  a  crowbar  ; 
by  his  side  lay  an  eztinct  torch,  and  a  tin  of  the  coarse  powder  used  in 
blasting.  With  an  outburst  of  exclamations  at  a  death  so  horrid  and  so 
untimeiy,  with  muttered  allusions  to  the  curse  of  the  well — which 
seemed  to  have  fallen  upon  him  who  uttered  it — they  hastily  constructed 
a  rüde  bier  of  birchen  boughs,  and  covering  his  face,  to  hide  the  traces 
of  so  frightful  a  death,  they  bore  him  to  that  house  he  had  left  in  such 
hot  and  burning  anger. 

The  crowds  that  met  the  sad  procession  had  already  borne  the  news  to 
every  house.  Fwyall,  with  his  brow  still  lowering,  but  wearing  a  decent 
sorrow,  came  forth  to  meet  the  corpse,  and  to  thank  the  bearers  for  their 
pious  care. 

None  may  teil  the  agony  of  Myrannwy.  Believing  now  confidently 
that  she  had  really  seen  the  spirit  of  her  lover,  she  feil  into  a  succession 
of  swoons  that  seemed  to  promise  that  death  should  unite  those  who 
through  life  had  been  as  one.     She  did  not  long  survive  him. 

III. 

Five  days  had  elapsed  since  the  fmding  of  the  body,  and  the  people 
were  assembling  about  sunset  round  the  door  of  the  u  Ty  Corph,w  or 
"  Corpse's  House,"  to  take  part  in  the  ceremony  callcd  by  the  Welsh 
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themsehree  "gwylaos,"  whkh,  although  tinctured  with  a  deeper  tone  of 
seleinmty,  resembles  in  all  its  salient  points  the  Irish  <(  Iykewake." 

The  door  was  eonstantly  opening  for  the  egress  and  ingress  of  the 
nmrer  friends  of  the  deceased,  of  the  fanners  who  Btole  in  to  drop  a 
word  of  oomfort  to  Fwyall,  or  of  matrons  and  white-cheeked  maidens,  to 
soothe,  if  they  could  not  console,  Myrannwy,  who  moarned,  and  would 
not  be  eomfbrted. 

On  stools  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  covered  with  a  white  sheet,  to 
sigmfy  that  he  had  never  been  married,  lay  the  coffin  of  Owen,  and  upon 
it  bnräed  three  candles,  emMematical  of  the  Trinity,  whose  pale  glimmer 
soaice  lit  ap  the  darkness  of  a  stormy  evening.  A  crowd  at  the  door 
seened  as  if  -  moved  by  a  common  feeüng  to  stay  for  some  person,  either 
of  eonsequenoe  or  nearly  connected  with  the  fatnily. 

While  lome  looked  down  the  road,  othera  gathered  in  knots,  and  dis- 
cuased  the  dangers  of  mining,  not  without  hurried  glances  at  the  corpse. 
There  was  not  one  present  who  did  not  appear  moved  when  old  Howell 
entered,  his  head  buried  in  his  hands.  Heeding  not  the  greeting  of 
Fwyall,  he  sat  down,  without  a  word,  at  the  right  nand  of  the  corpse,  as 
if  daimiog  by  pretcription  the  title  of  chief  mourner.  SuddenJy  rising, 
he  aeked  for  Myrannwy,  and  shaking  his  head  mournfully  at  the  answer, 
retumed  bis  place. 

In  a  few  minutes  a  slight  movement  and  whispering  was  heard  with- 
out, and  the  squire  and  magistrate  of  the  district  entered,  the  crowd 
Eng  in  and  closing  the  door  after  him.  Not  surprised  at  a  visit  so 
ent  on  such  occasions,  Fwyall  rose,  and  welcoming  the  guest, 
med  him  to  a  seat  of  honour.  Every  one  being  seated,  a  servant 
passing  round,  handed  pipes  and  lights  to  each.  Then  for  a  moment 
there  was  a  deep  silence,  as  the  parish-clerk  rose  to  read  the  prayers 
usual  on  such  occasions,  when  the  old  harper,  thrusting  him  gently 
back  into  his  seat,  rose,  to  the  astouishment  of  all,  to  speak. 

"  Friends,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  deep  and  husky  with  emotion,  "  the 
body  of  a  murdered  man  lies  before  you." 

Fwyall,  who  had  remained  hitherto  almost  unconcerned,  turned  pale, 
rose,  out  sank  down  again  into  his  chair,  and  gazed  with  lack-lustre 
eyes  on  the  Speaker,  as  if  some  spell,  too  powerful  to  be  broken,  re- 
tained  him. 

"  Ye  all  know,"  continued  Howell,  turning  himself  towards  Fwyall — 
"  ye  all  know  with  what  love  I  loved  him  who  lies  dead  before  us — 
he  was  to  me  more  than  a  son,  and  I  loved  him  more  than  a  father.  I 
watched  over  him  as  a  mother  over  her  child — and  he  knew  it,  and  he 
loved  me  for  it.  I've  long  seen  the  ill  blood  rising  between  him  and 
Fwyall ;  and  I  heard  him,  though  he  didn't  know  it,  vow  to  go  on  a 
pilgrimage  to  St.  George's  Well ;  and  I  heard  him  come  home,  too,  for  I 
knew  the  path  by  which  he  would  return,  and  I  lay  waiting  for  him  all 
day  by  the  scorching  sun,  and  all  night  by  the  blessed  moon ;  and  I 
heard  him  come,  and  followed  him,  all  unseen,  to  the  cottage — yes,  to 
Fwyall's  cottage  ;  and  he  got  his  tools  out  of  the  shed,  and  hurried  off 
towards  the  mine ;  and  I  was  sure  he  was  gone  there,  for  I  heard  him 
mutter,  'Once  more— once  more!'  and  I  followed  him — but  far,  far 
behind,  for  I  am  old,  and  he  was  fleet  of  foot,  and  here  and  there  I 
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had  to  creep  bebind  some  rock  to  prevent  bis  seeing  me ;  and  onoe  I  lay 
down  to  rest  by  the  side  of  the  cool  lake — for  I  was  weary  with  wateh- 
ing,  and  my  mind  was  overtaxed.  Well,  I  made  on,  and  I  listened 
when  I  got  to  the  entrance  of  the  level,  thinking  I  sbould  bear  the 
clink  of  his  pick  ;  but,  to  my  horror,  I  heard  instead  angry  voices— the 
voices  of  Owen  and  Fwyall." 

All  eyes  were  turned  on  the  marderer,  whö  seemed  to  turn  to  very  stone 
under  their  gaze. 

"  Fool  tbat  I  was  to  linger  !  I  heard  a  dull  blow,  a  groan,  and  then  the 
fall  of  a  piece  of  rock ;  and  ere  I  badscarce  time  to  sinkbehind  a  ahelving 
cra£  at  tbe  mine's  mouth,  I  heard  Fwyall  tbere  rusbing  forth  as  if  a 
devü  had  cbased  him,  and  in  an  instant  be  was  out  of  sight.  I  groped 
my  way  in,  and  feit  for  the  body,  for  all  is  dark  for  me.  I  found  it, 
but  there  was  not  even  a  pulsatiou  at  tbe  beart.  I  binted  inriistinct 
fears,  tbe  search  was  made,  and  the  body  was  found.  Let  us  give  up 
the  murderer  to  justice." 

IV. 

It  was  evening,  and  sentence  was  about  to  be  passed  upon  a  prisoner. 
He  turns  bis  head.  It  is  Fwyall.  The  chief,  and  almost  tbe  only  wit- 
ness,  has  been  the  old  harper.  The  jury  retire  just  as  the  lamps  are 
lighted.  Tbey  return  in  half  an  hour.  It  seemed  a  lifetime  to  the 
prisoner.     Tbere  is  a  pause  of  intense  ezpectancy. 

"Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  have  you  agreed  upon  tbis  verdict?  Is  die 
prisoner  at  the  bar,  Hugh-y-Fwyall,  guilty  of  the  crime  whereof  he  Stands 
indicted,  or  not  guilty?" 

"Guilty!" 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Fwyall,  who  had  never  spoken  during  the  trial 
tili  now,  with  a  countenance  expressive  of  the  most  diabolical  malice  and 
revenge,  poured  a  volley  of  execrations  upon  tbe  harper  wbo  had 
accused  him : 

((D n  seize  you,  you  foul  villain — the  red  plague  blister  you. 

Had  I  liberty  now,  I  would  use  it  but  to  take  your  lue.     If  I  escape 
from  prison,  1  vow  to  Heaven  I  will  murder  you." 

"  May  God  visit  the  blood  of  tbis  man  upon  my  head  if  another 
murder  is  committed  by  bis  bloody  band,"  said  the  judge.  "  Go,  Mr. 
Sheriff,  procure  a  carpenter,  and  have  a  gallows  erected,  and  a  coffin 
made,  on  the  very  spot  where  the  monster  Stands ;  for  from  tbis  bench  I 
will  not  remove  until  I  see  bim  executed."# 

Tbe  sheriff  obeyed  the  order ;  a  gallows  was  erected  within  that  hall  of 
justice,  and  tbat  same  night,  in  the  presence  of  the  judge,  the  jury,  and 
tbe  people,  Fwyall  ascended  the  scaffold,  cursing  and  blaspbeming  with 
his  latest  breatb,  spurning  the  consolations  of  the  chaplain,  and  defying 
the  God  whom  he  was  about  to  meet.  His  body  was  hung  in  chaina  at 
the  mouth  of  the  deserted  mine. 

So  upon  tbe  wretched  murderer  feil  tbe  curse  of  St.  George's  WelL 

*  A  similar  execution  did  take  place  in  the  last  Century,  improbable  and  hor- 
rible  as  it  may  now  seem. 
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AN  HI8TORICAL  ROMANOS. 

Chaptee  XLVL 

A  few  days  subsequent  to  the  Conference  at  Tenermonde,  as  Casem- 
brot  was  sittang  alone  giving  way  to  a  depression  of  spirits  whieh  circum- 
stances  seemed  riilly  to  justify,  a  low  tap  at  his  door  was  repeated  more  than 
onoe  before  he  beeame  aware  that  sotne  one  desired  admittance,  so  ab- 
sorbed  was  he  in  his  meditations.  He  answered  the  modest  appeal  at 
last,  though  reluctantly ;  but  his  countenance  grew  still  more  overcast 
when  he  peroeived  the  intruder  to  be  Lopez  Chievosa. 

"  I  am  surprised,"  said  he,  in  as  stern  a  tone  as  he  could  assume — "  I 
am  surprised  at  your  audacity  in  presuming  to  present  yourself  before  me. 
Do  you  think,  bit,  I  have  forgotten  vou  ?' 

"  I  neither  expected  nor  hoped  it,"  replied  Lopez,  with  forced  calm- 
neas. 

"  Then  have  you  dared,"  exclaimed  Casembrot,  his  very  brow  fioshing 
with  anger,  "  to  make  me  a  pretext  for  gaining  the  interior  of  this  house, 
that  you  may  surprise  the  secrets  of  its  inmates  ?  Or  do  you  for  one  mo- 
ment  imagine  you  can  make  an  accomplice  of  me  in  any  of  your  dastardly 
designs?" 

**  Neither,"  answered  the  Spaniard,  with  the  same  composure.  "  Spare 
yourself  all  useless  taunts  and  insults.  You  are  the  only  being  I 
know  who  could  address  them  to  me  with  impunity,  and  it  is  not  gene- 
rous  to  attack  a  man  who  is  disarmed  beforehand.  But  to  put  an  end  to 
your  conjectnres,  I  will  teil  you  at  once  the  motive  that  has  brought  me 
lere.  You  saved  my  life,  and  preserred  me  from  worse  than  death — a 
disgraceful  exposure.  I  am  come  to  repay  the  debt  by  saving  you,  too, 
from  an  ignominious  end." 

"  Jndeed !"  exclaimed  Casembrot,  in  surprise ;  "  and  what  secret  enemy 
may  threaten  so  insignificant  an  existence  as  mine  ?" 

"  No  less  a  personage,"  replied  Lopez,  "  than  the  powerful  King  of 
Spain  himself." 

"  Ha  1   It  is,  then,  a  political  warning  that  you  are  come  to  give  me  ?" 

"  It  is  more  than  that — it  is  a  personal  one,"  replied  Lopez ;  "  if  you 
remain  in  the  Netherlands,  you  seal  your  fate.  Your  party  is  dissolved — 
the  dissidence  between  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  your  lord  has  burst 
asunder  the  bond  between  die  Catholic  and  Protestant  confederates.  The 
former,  disheartened  at  having  no  leader  of  their  own  creed,  have  for  the 
most  part  withdrawn  from  the  associatton,  and  returned  to  their  allegiance, 
endeavouring,  by  the  most  abject  Submission,  to  atone  for  the  past,  whilst 
the  latter  meditate  a  struggle  which  will  but  hasten  their  ruin.  Many — 
and  these  are  the  wisest — are  selling  their  properties  as  fest  as  they  can, 
or  conceding  them  to  other  members  of  their  family,  and  preparing  for 
a  prudent  departure.    I  entreat  you  to  follow  their  example." 

"  But,  surely,"  said  Casembrot,  "  the  protection  of  my  noble  lord  is  all- 
sufficient  ?" 

"  The  fact  of  your  having  served  him  will  be  your  doom.     Suffer  not 
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fidelity  to  mislead  you.  I  am  of  no  party,"  continued  Chievosa,  with  an 
ironical  smile ;  "  whichever  falls  or  rises,  both  will  bring  profit  to  me. 
My  affectiona  are  bound  up  in  neitber.  Therefore,  altbougb  tbe  counsel 
of  a  Protestant  and  a  Gueux  might  be  doubted,  you  may  unhesitatingly 
receive  mine;  and  credit  me  wben  I  aesure  you  that  the  Count  of 
Egmont  will  be  the  first  victim  of  Philip's  rage.  If  be  persist  in  re- 
maining  here,  abide  not  by  a  falling  house,  lest  it  crusn  you  under 
ita  ruins. 

"  But,"  said  Casembrot,  "  I  know  you  to  be  no  friend  to  the  Gueux- w 

"  You  are  mistaken,"  repJied  the  youth,  with  a  smile  of  dufaiom  mean- 
ing.  "  I  care  not  for  one  party  more  than  the  other;  because,  as  I  said 
before,  my  intereats  are  eqnally  aecure  with  both,  and  beyond  that  I  look 
not  It  is  not  that  I  am  beneath,  bat  rather  that  my  reaaon,  freed  from 
the  ordinary  trammels  of  national  or  Beügions  prejochoea,  sonn  above  the 
usual  consideratious  that  blind  the  uaderstanaing  of  man,  and  eugage 
their  paasions.  And  whan  reaaon  has  fair  play,  one  cannot  kein  Besing 
that  all  quarreis,  whether  general  or  private— of  empires  or  indmduals — 
are  based  on  the  aame  personal  motivea.  Seif  is  the  feading  principle  of 
all  alike ;  their  merits  are,  therefore,  equal.  See — here  is  a  case  in  point 
The  hing  loves  arbitrary  power,  therefore  does  he  hate  thoae  whoae  freer 
tenets  threaten  monarchy  no  less  than  the  hieraichy ;  therefore  will  he 
do  away  with  them,  and  therefore  wants  he  to  eatabhsh  the  Inquisition 
here,  the  seiest  and  most  convenient  means  of  deatroykig  the  liberties  and 
privileges  which  oppose  him.  The  Duchess  of  Parma  aids  and  abets, 
because  she  has  no  counteracting  intereat  on  the  one  band,  and  on  the 
other  because  she  would  not  find  it  very  convenient  to  act  oontrary  to  fab 
will.  The  Netherlands  resist,  because  to  submit  would  most  eertainly  be 
wrongtng  themselves.  The  people  call  the  king  a  tyrant,  and  he  call* 
them  rebels ;  thus  far  the  question  is  simple  enough.  Then,  the  duchess 
is  accuaed  of  falsehood  for  aonulling  promises  that,  in  good  sooth,  were 
eztorted  from  her ;  and  the  Gueux  insist  that  she  shall  term  their  resbt- 
ance  obedience,  and  reward  them  for  having  given  her  trouble.  This  is 
mere  child's  play.  Obey  or  not  at  your  pleasure,  but  you  should  at  least 
know  your  own  minds.  He  who  has  most  patience  may,  ultimately,  ha« 
most  nght  on  his  side ;  but  he  who  decides  qukkly  has  the  mdvantage. 
Philip  knows  the  Low  Countries  would  rather  belong  to  themaelyes  than 
to  him ;  he  believes  the  Count  of  Egmont  would  prafer  his  aon's  sway  in 
the  Netherlands  to  his  own ;  nay,  statt  not  wben  I  say,  the  läng  has 
read  the  count's  heart  aright.  I,  like  you,  know  that  he  would  nerer 
further  such  wishes  with  deeds ;  but  this  the  king  does  not  know,  and 
what's  more,  would  not  believe,  because  he  judges  othera  by  himself,  and 
never  sufiers  anything  to  stand  between  him  and  his  pleasure.  PhiEn 
hates,  because  he  envies,  all  men  and  all  things ;  it  is  not  his  sank,  it  u 
his  nature.  The  wisdom  of  Orange,  the  populanty  of  Egmont,  the  encrgy 
of  his  son,  make  them  all  alike  objecto  of  suspioion  and  dislike  to  him. 
He  is  a  very  unhappy  man." 

"  Not  more  unhappy  than  yourselfj  who  take  auch  mean  views  of  the 
human  heart's  most  noble  Impulses, "  exclaimed  Casembrot. 

«  There  is  this  diffexence  between  us,"  said  Chievosa,  hauAtily— "  that 
of  a  man  who  sees,  but  dreads  not  to  look  upon,  truth,  and  fears  not  to 
meet  an  opposing  atrength  on  equal  ground,  and  of  one  who  ebenda  both 
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men  and  things.  Philip'a  tyranny  is  but  the  oflapring  of  his  mean  fears. 
He  feelß  the  weakness  of  his  natura,  and  would  Support  it  by  the  strength 
of  his  position.  Therefbre  does  he  seek  to  strengthen  that  poaition  by 
every  crime,  and  at  every  risk.  He  is  a  mere  sparrow,  by  chanee  hatohed 
in  an  eagle's  nest ;  he  is  eruel,  because  he  is  a  eoward.  Still,  if  Philip 
be  all  that  I  have  described  bim,  .and  worse  yet,  it  does  not  follow  that  he 
have  not  good  reason  to  dread  Orange 's  cool,  patLent,  calculating  ambi- 
tion,  Egmont's  vacillation,  and  Don  Carlos'*  fiery  impatience.  Betieve 
me,  clothe  it  aa  you  will,  eaeh  man  is  for  himself  in  thia  world ;  the 
ooteans  and  aim  akrae  differ,  the  mainspring  is  ever  the  saine— sel£ 
e?er  seif.19 

"  You  debase  huiuanity,"  Said  Casembrot»  "  and  your  vaunted  wisdom 
is  but  folly.  Like  that  peculiar  blindness  which  makes  the  sufferer 
sensible  but  of  the  exiatenee  of  oertain  colours,  and  deprives  him  of  the 
knowledge  of  others,  you  reoognise  wbat  is  bad  and  low  in  man  with  un- 
erring  tact,  but  what  is  noble  and  sublime  escapes  you  altogether.  And 
how  am  I  to  be  asaured,"  added  Casembrot,  with  an  incredulous  smile, 
"  that  your  assertions  are  true,  or  how  trust  the  sinoerity  of  the  motive 
you  allege  for  speaking  thus  to  me  ?  Certainly,  the  manner  of  our  ac- 
yiaintanee  was  not  cakulated  to  inspire  me  with  any  farourable  imprea« 
sion  of  you.     I  scarcely  know  if  I  am  justified  even  in  holdiag  convene 

"  With  a  spy,  you  would  say — a  man  who  foUows  the  vüest  of  trades  that 
a  vile  world  afibrds.  I  read  your  abhorrenoe  in  your  averted  eyes  even 
whilst  I  speak.  But  bad  as  you  think  me — phüosophic  and  onprejudioed 
as  I  think  myself — like  all  whotn  the  world  deems  gudty,  on  whom  it  pasaas 
an  irrevocable  aentence  of  disgrace,  I  could  bring  forward  many  reaaons 
to  extenuate  my  conduct ;  but  you  would  not  be  impartial  enoogh  to  ad- 
mit  or  even  listen  to  them." 

The  young  man  paoaed  m  heattation,  as  if  desirous  of  obtaining  the 
sympathy  which  he  was  too  preud  to  olaim;  and,  aa  Casembrot  gazed  on 
a  form  caat  in  Nature's  most  perfect  and  ariatocratic  mould,  and  thought 
he  could  trace  in  the  whole  bearing  of  the  youth  before  him  the  stamp  of 
a  birth  and  a  mind  above  the  common,  hia  euriosity  became  roused,  and 
urged  him  to  inquire  into  the  pailiatuag  eircumatancea  which  the  Spaniard 
pleaded  in  his  own  defence. 

"  I  was  born,"  said  Chievoaa,  u  in  circumstanoes  the  most  unlucky  that» 
in  my  opinion,  can  dawn  on  the  ezistenee  of  any  human  being,  my  birth 
inflicting  upon  me  pretenskras  above  my  fortune.  I  was  unwilung  to 
work,  ashamed  to  beg,  and  to  live  without  doing  either,  too  poor." 

"  Why  did  you  not  enter  aome  noble  houae?"  demanded  Casembrot 
uSure)y  that  is  a  field  open  to  all  young  men  of  gentle  blood  andbroken 
{brtunes.,> 

"  True — but  even  there  circumstanoes  were  against  me.  My  father 
had  no  nrienda — nay,  I  will  own  the  truth,  he  was  neither  eateemed  nor 
liked  by  any  one.  We  had  hat  one  protector  in  the  world,  without  whose 
boanty  we  must  have  atarved.  He  waa  one  of  the  most  powerful  nobles 
in  Spain,  and  my  father  entreated  him  on  bended  knee  to  tako  me  into 
hia  houaehold,  or  reoommend  me  to  the  attention  of  aome  noble  inferior 
te himself ;  but  he  waa  inflexible.  To  me,  against  whomhe  oug^iftnotto 
have  been  prejudioed,  amee  he  had  never  even  taken  the  trouble  tosee  or 
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inquireafter  nie,  he  never  would  extend  his  protection.  To  allmy  father  s 
instantes  he  turoed  a  deaf  ear,  and  the  onfy  promise  that  could  be  ex- 
tracted  from  him  was,  that  if  I  pushed  my  fbrtune  in  a  foreign  Und,  he 
might  later  be  indueed  to  do  much  fbr  me.     My  mother  imphcitly  relied 
on  this  vague  promise,  and  for  years  fed  me  on  the  most  delusive  and  ro- 
mantic  dreams  that  her  Imagination  could  spin  out  from  it.     Bat  a  life  of 
disappointment  had  taught  my  father  the  bitter  realities  of  Kfe  too  well 
to  rely  upon  distant  expectaüons  ;  and  he  at  last  opened  my  eyes  to  the 
folly  of  wearing  away  my  best  days  in  obscure  idleness  upon  the  faith  of 
an  illuaion.     Here,  again,  I  must  observe  how  man,  from  youth  upwards, 
nay,  from  bis  very  cradle,  is  the  victim  of  circumstances  over  which  he 
has  no  control.     Many  a  Spaniard  in  my  position  would  have  found  a  re- 
fuge,  perhaps  even  the  means  of  gratifying  arabition,  within  die  walls  of 
a  cloister;  many  another  would  have  toiled  patiently  in  some  plodding 
avocatiou,  and  dropped  the  Hidalgo  until  years  brought  wealth  and  con- 
sideration  with  them ;  but  out  principles  of  action  and  of  thought,  our 
views  in  life,  mostly  spring  from  our  education,  and  the  principles  and 
views  of  those  who  bestow  it     My  mother  was  but  an  inchfferent  Chris- 
uan" — as  Lopes  Bald  this,  a  stränge  smile  curled  his  lip — uand  upon  her 
the  care  of  my  first  youth  entirely  devolved.     She  was  highly  imagina- 
tive.    Descended  from  a  line  of  kmgs,  the  tradition  of  their  palaces  and 
grandeur  was  but  too  faithfully  treasured  up  in  the  storehouse  of  her  fancy. 
She  taught  me  to  value  notning  but  pomp  and  power,  and  bred  me  np 
like  a  young  prince  in  disguise,  whom  some  mysterious  but  certain  How 
of  fate  would  one  day  restore  to  his  own  birthright.     The  only  tuition 
she  could  give  me  was  drawn  from  the  ancient  lays  of  her  country.    I 
became  an  adept  in  them  ;  and,  unfortunately,  early  irabibed  a  strong  de- 
sire  for  all  the  luxuries  and  happiness  they  depict.     My  mother,  with  the 
patience  of  her  sex,  was  satisned  to  wait  until  fate  should  reahje  her 
ravourite  visions  ;  but  I  secretly  determined  to  achieve  for  myself  those 
things  which  I  had  been  taught  were  alone  worth  living  for,  or  to  perish 
in  the  attempt.     My  father  about  this  time  returned  home  after  an  ab- 
sence  of  many  years.     If  my  mother  was  a  dreamer,  no  man,  I  repeat, 
viewed  the  realities  of  life  with  a  colder  and  more  cynical  eye  than 
my  father.     He  knew  but  one  friend — seif ;  but  one  object  in  life— 
monev ;  nor  had  he  a  character  to  lose,  never  having,  to  my  knowledge, 
had  the  advantage  of  enjoying  one.  He  soon  taught  me  the  folly  of  being 
over-scrupulous  in  the  choice  of  means.  My  mother  wUhed  me  to  embrace 
the  career  of  arms ;  but  King  Philip  was  not  what  his  father  had  been — 
there  appeared  no  chance  of  war  under  his  rule,  and  in  time  of  peace, 
without  friends,  without  money,  without  protection,  how  was  I  to  eet  for- 
ward?     I  have  already  told  you  how  all  our  advances  were  repulsed  by 
the  only  protector  we  possessed.    My  father,  in  his  travels  through  France 
and  the  Low  Countries,  had  dabbled  a  little  in  my  present  pursuits,  and, 
by  dint  of  patience  and  intrigue,  had  gained  access  to  many  powerfbl 
persona  ;  in  short,  all  difficulties  were  smoothed  away  from  the  lucrative 
path  which  he  was  willing  to  cede  to  me  on  condition  of  sharing  profits. 
Jt  was  an  easy  way  of  ascending  the  ladder  of  fbrtune.    Tbe  personal  risk 
that  deterred  him  from  perseveringin  so  profitable  a  career,  and  the  mys- 
tery  attached  to  it,  throwing  over  it  a  tinge  of  roraance  well  adapted  to 
my  character,  invested  this  sort  of  life  with  a  pecuüar  charm;  and,  indeed, 
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though  it  be  not  the  road  to  hcmour,  it  u  oertainly  that  to  fortune.  I 
came  into  this  country  with  ao  otber  viewa  bat  tbese ;  chanee,  however, 
threw  in  my  way  the  means  of  nuaing  myself  honourably  in  the  workl ; 
and  for  yeare  I  have  thought  all  the  objecto  of  my  ambitton  fairly  within 
my  grasp.  Still,  the  never-ceasingwanta  of  my  father  and  motherrbrced 
nie  to  attend  with  increaaing  diligence  to  the  only  method  by  which  I 
could  procura  wherewith  to  .satisfy  them.  Moreover,  if  my  hopes  proved 
delusive,  I  could  not  leave  myself  wholly  des titute ;  the  event  has  proved 
me  riglit ;  if  I  ever  realase  my  expectationa,  I  shall  owe  it  naerely  to  the 
advantages  I  derive  firom  my  character  as  a  spy.  Nor  do  I  feel  sohumbled 
by  the  appellation  when  I  remember  how  many  noble  lords,  both  here 
and  in  Spain,  whose  wealth  and  rank  afford  them  no  excuse  for  desiring 
an  augmentation  of  this  world's  goods,  betray,  not,  like  me,  strangers  to 
their  creed,  but  friends,  relations,  those  who  trust  them,  and  are  remune- 
rated  as  richly  as  myself  though  perhaps  in  a  different  coio,  and  that,  too, 
without,  like  me,  risking  their Tife  for  the  price.  That  night,  at  the  Prince 
of  Orange's  palace,  last  April,  when  flying  firom  behind  the  arras,  where  I 
had  secreted  myself  to  overhear  the  Conference,  and,  unahle  to  force  open  a 
aecret  door,  I  lost  myself  in  the  passages,  and  should  have  met  with  a 
&tal  end  had  you  cafled  out,  as  you  threatened,  when  fint  I  came  across 
you,  I  risked  more,  and  assuredly  got  less  for  my  trouble  than  some  who 
stood  unsuspected  among  you  at  the  very  moment.  There  was  as  great  a 
lord  as  your  master  who  betrayed  your  seorets  aa  much,  if  not  more, 
than  I  did." 

"  I  know  whom  you  allude  to,w  said  Casembrot ;  "  the  Count  Mansfeld 
and  his  secretary :  but  the  case  ia  very  different.  If  men,  in  the  idle 
endeavour  to  gain  over  one  who  frankly  owns  himself  their  Opponent, 
will  carelessly  trust  him  with  their  views,  they  cannot  be  surprised  if  he 
make  tlie  best  use  of  such  information  as  he  may  thus  acquire,  both  for 
himself  and  the  party  whose  interests  he  may  have  espoused.  That  is 
very  different  from  making  a  livelihood  by  seUing  other  people's  secrets, 
and  procuring  the  commodity  by  the  basest  and  most  cruel  means — 
speculating  on  their  liberty,  their  fortunes,  and,  perhaps,  their  lives. 
I  will  not  regret,  however,  having  saved  your  enstence,  worthless  as  it 
has  been,  if  I  may  but  entertain  the  hope  of  bringing  so  young  a  man 
as  yourself  to  a  sense  of  the  degradation  and  evil  of  bis  ways — if  I  can 
but  save  hu  soul  as  well  as  his  body  from  the  jeopardy  in  which  both 
«em  to  stand."  '  '    *^ 

"  Though  you  use  hard  language,  I  doubt  not  the  kindness  of  your 
meaning,"  replied  Lopez ;  <(  but  conecienee,  you  know,  does  not  speak  the 
same  language  in  all  Dreasts." 

"  Poor,  wretched  youth !  I  am  afraid  they  have  deadened  in  yours 
the  flower  in  its  very  bud.  Your  pareuts  will  have  much  to  answer  for ; 
but  though  your  youth  may  have  had  no  guide,  no  adviser,  no  enlighten- 
ing  friend,  surely  the  experience  you  have  gained  in  the  world  should 
teachyou  better  things." 

"  We  will  not  argue  that  point  Unless  a  friend  could  give  me  what 
my  soul  tbirsts  for,  he  could  never  perauade  me  to  abandon  real  advan- 
tages  for  those  which,  in  my  present  State  of  mental  darkness,  you  must 
allow  me  to  think  Ülusory.  This  was  said  with  one  of  Chievosa's 
peculiar  sardonic  smiles,  which  alone  had  power  to  give  his  countenance 
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a  disagreeable  expranoo.  "  Some  men,"  he  cootiQued,  "  are  content  to 
remain  through  life  dupes  of  the  prejudices  instüled  mto  their  minds  in 
youth,  and  are  searcely  ever  capable  of  the  eifert  neoenaiy  to  break 
through  thera ;  whilst  others  are  spared  the  trouble  of  the  «ratest  by 
never  having  been  tenght  to  foster  them." 

u  I  will  not,  I  cannot,  believe  your  heart  so  eallous  as  you  represeat 
it,"  said  Casembrot ;  "  you  are  not  without  a  toach  of  natural  fleeling— 
that  I  have  seen  to-day ;  hat  if  to  move  your  heart  be  impossihle,  how 
easy  to  convince  your  reason.  If  you  continue  your  evil  course,  one 
day  or  other  will  see  the  well-deserved  catastrophe  which,  perhaps,  had 
not  my  feeüngs  been  weakened  hy  physical  debility,  I  myself  should 
not  have  averted  the  firat  and  onry  time  we  ever  met  befbre.*' 

"  Well,  I  will  not  question  the  motives  that  led  you  to  spare  me  theo. 
I  assure  you  I  am  guided  by  stronger  principles  of  natural  justice  thaa 
many  men  who  boast  the  workL's  esteem.  I  never  do  evil  wantonly ;  I 
muft  have  an  ahn  to  gain,  or  have  been  thwarted  in  my  designs,  to  exert 
myself  against  any  one." 

"  Good  God !  and  do  you  call  that  justice  ?"  exchumed  Casembrot. 
"  If  you  linger  much  longer  in  the  Netherlands,  Sire  de  Backerseel, 
you  will  learn  to  appreciate  even  that  negative  virtue ;  for  you  will  have 
to  deal  with  those  who  will  shed  blood  in  mere  sport." 

"  So  cultivated — so  young — with  a  mind  so  clear,"  exelaimed  Casem- 
brot, gaaing  with  an  expression  of  deep  regret  on  the  intellectual  youth 
hefore  him,  "  and  yet  so  irretrievably  lost !  and  that,  too,  in  the  pursuit 
of  fortune,  that  so  often  flies  him  who  pursues  her  to  shower  her  favoura 
where  least  they  are  expected  !M 

"  In  that  she  proves  herseif  bot  woman,"  said  Chievosa,  with  a  can- 
temptuous  sneer;  "and  like  woman,  when  too  capricious,  she  must 
sometimes  be  comneDed.  But  we  are  ranging  wide  of  the  suhject  tbat 
brought  me  here. 

"Were  I  even  to  believe  every  word  you  speak,"  said  Casembrot, 
"  my  sense  of  duty,  my  conscieoce— for  I  boast  one — would  not  penmt 
me  to  abandon  my  noble  lord  in  times  of  difficulty  or  periL" 

"Is  it  possible  that  one  who  can  so  well  lecture  others  on  the  folly 
of  pursuing  the  bent  of  their  passions,  can  be  so  blind  to  the  dictates  of 
bis  own  ?  It  is  the  count's  mir  danghter,  Sire  de  Backerseel,  that  binds 
you  with  irresistible  chains  to  the  fortunes  of  this  house." 

Casembrot  started,  and  bis  face  became  suffused  with  crimson,  like 
that  of  a  trembling  maiden  whose  first  love  has  been  surpriseöL  To 
hear  thus  coldly,  ahnost  mockingly,  brought  forward  the  secret  of  bis 
inmost  soul,  which  he  had  deemed  to  carry  with  him  to  the  grave — to 
know  a  feeling,  held  by  him  so  sacred,  at  the  mercy  of  a  stranger,  and 
one  so  unprincipled  and  heartless  that  he  might  the  next  day  make  it  s 
joke  and  a  bye-word  in  the  household  of  the  count,  and  bring  on  him 
disgrace  and  shame  for  bis  presumption — perhaps  the  contempt  of  hk 
soul's  idol— this  was  intolerable!  His  hands  grew  cold  and  clammy 
with  the  excess  of  agitation,  his  heart  throbbed  so  violentiy  as  to  take 
away  all  power  of  speech,  and  he  feit  entirely  in  the  power  of  the  man 
whom  a  few  minutes  befbre  he  fancied  in  his  own.  In  the  rapid  changes 
of  his  physiognomy  Chievosa  read  his  triumph. 

"  You  observe,"  said  he,  "  it  is  easier  to  condemn  passions  than  to 
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reritt  their  infiuenee.  My  idol  ig  my  own  advancement  in  lifo — yours  is 
woman ;  but  whereas  you  would  persuade  me  to  resign  my  divinity,  I, 
making  more  aUowance  for  tbe  frailty  of  human  nature,  would  help  you 
to  yours.  Prevail  but  wftb  the  Count  of  Egmont  to  fly,  and  you  at 
once  preserve  his  lifo  and  a  chaoee  of  ultimate  suece»  to  your  wishes ; 
for,  an  exile  in  a  foreign  country,  deprived  of  wealth  and  power,  having 
no  means  of  estabKahing  bis  chikhren  aeoording  to  their  rank — if  you  have 
bot  the  prudence  to  secure  a  portion  of  your  own  fortune,  nothing  k 
more  probable  than  that  the  count  might  be  brought  to  sanetion  an  union 
whieb  here  could  never  take  place." 

Casembrot  fistened  in  amazement.  His  first  impulse  was  to  resent 
the  bold  speecb  of  his  visitor,  but  a  moment's  reflection  made  him  aware 
of  the  imprudence  of  irritating  one  who  had  the  power,  and,  doubtless, 
npon  very  slight  provoeation  would  have  the  will,  to  annoy  him.  He 
replied,  therefore,  with  as  much  calmness  as  he  could  assume : 

"  What  reason  you  may  have  for  imputing  to  me  feelings  and  purposes 
so  wild  and  chimericai  I  can  in  no  way  imagine ;  indeed,  your  entertain- 
ing  such  ideas  showB  how  little  you  know  of  the  world  in  general  and  of 
my  own  circumstances  in  particular.  But  as  you  cannot  be  expected  to 
be  very  well  acquainted  with  the  latter,  your  observations,  far  frorn 
angering,  only  afford  me  amusement.  It  is,  however,  an  amusement  which, 
for  my  own  sake,  I  would  not  wish  to  extend  to  others ;  if,  therefore, 
you  fancy  you  owe  me  any  gratitude,  your  best  method  of  proving  it 
will  be  in  never  again  mentioning  nor  m  any  manner  alluding  to  such 
egregiou8  folly." 

"  It  is  not,  and  never  has  been,  my  intention  to  cause  you  the  least 
uneasines9,n  replied  Chievosa.  "You  may  therefore  rest  quite  secure 
that  with  me  your  seeret  is  in  safe  keeping ;  but  conoeal  anything  from 
me  you  cannot.  I  have  now  done  what  I  came  for — I  have  warned  you 
of  tne  peril  in  which  you  stand ;  if  you  will  not  profit  by  it,  I  cannot  de 


"And  my  counsel,M  returned  Casembrot — "will  yeu  not  bestow  a 
thought  on  it  ?" 

"If  my  plana  succeed,"  answered  the  young  man,  "  I  shall  soon  be 
able  to  follow  it.     And  now,  Sire  de  Backerseel,  farewell !" 

"  We  part  not  thus,"  said  Casembrot ;  "  I  must  see  you  safe  out  of  the 
palace " 

But  before  he  had  fmished  speaking,  Chievosa,  with  a  graeeful  obei- 
sance,  glided  from  the  room ;  and  vain  were  the  efforts  of  the  less  agile 
Casembrot  to  follow  him  through  the  passages  and  the  windings  of  the 
mansfon.  He  was  soon  obliged  to  give  up  the  attempt ;  and,  feeHng  no 
longer  in  a  mood  for  solitary  musing,  he  turned  his  Steps  towards  the 
apartments  of  his  patron. 


Chaptkr  XLVn. 

The  Count  of  Egmont  sat  at  a  small  round  table,  playing  at  chess  with 
another  nobleraan.  Behind  his  chair,  Lamoral  and  Isabel  stood  side  by 
aide;  and  opposite  to  thera,  behind  that  of  his  adversary,  a  Spanish 
grandee,  recently  despatched  from  Madrid  to  the  regent's  court,  and  who 
had  become  acquainted  with  the  count,  though  but  slightly,  during  his 
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sojourn  in  Spam.  William  Kay,  who  hfcd  for  some  time  been  doml&ed 
in  the  family,  and  treated  with  so  mach  regard  as  to  make  Ins  position  m 
the  palace  one  of  unalloyed  enjoyment,  was  likewise  lingering  near  tbe 
table ;  aod  the  count  from  time  to  time  interchanged  with  hira  some  ligbt 
pleasantry  or  kind  expression,  which  seemed  rather  to  flow  from  his  afiee- 
tionate  nature  than  from  real  buoyancy  of  spirit 

At  the  Upper  end  of  the  room,  near  the  huce  ebimney,  in  which  bkzed 
a  cheerful  Are,  in  a  süperb  crimson-velvet  chair,  supported  on  gilded  Kons' 
feet,  sat  the  Countess  of  Egmont,  her  eyes  bent  on  the  capricious  fiieker- 
ings  of  the  flames  as  they  played  against  the  iron  plate  at  the  back  of  the 
fireplace,  which,  dating  a  few  generations  back,  bore  the  arms  öf  Lorram 
and  Gueldres  quartered  with  those  of  Egmont.  Standing  near  her  were 
her  eldest  and  her  yonngest  son,  Philip  and  Charles,  as  silent  as  herseif, 
their  attention  being  entirely  engrossed  by  the  chess-players,  whose 
movements  they  could  watch,  and  whose  remarks  they  coula  hear,  from 
where  they  stood. 

"  That  was  not  a  very  skilful  move,"  said  the  grave^oolring1  Spamard, 
as  Egmont  thoughtlessly  pushed  a  piece  rather  forward  into  the  enemy's 
camp.  "  So  good  a  general  as  yoorself  should  know  that  prudence  is  the 
better  part  of  valour." 

This  was  said  with  a  look  of  peculiar  meaning,  not  lost  on  Kay  and 
Lamoral,  nor  unobserved  by  Casembrot,  who  at  that  moment  entered  the 
room  and  approached  the  table.  Still,  under  the  influence  of  his  recent 
conversatton  with  Chievosa,  he  fancied  it  bore  reference  to  a  graver  sub- 
ject  than  the  chances  of  the  game,  and  accordingly  watched  narrowly  the 
coontenance  and  manner  of  the  Speaker.  The  Observation  and  the  look 
which  accompanied  it  were,  howerer,  unnoticed  by  the  count,  whose 
thoughts,  by  the  manner  in  which  he  was  playmg,  were  evidently  wan- 
dering  far  from  the  board,  which  entirely  absorbed  the  attention  of  his 
adyersary.  Althongh  on  ordinary  occasions  a  good  player — for  habit 
makes  perfect,  and  in  those  days  cness-playing  was  so  universal  an  amuse- 
ment  that  it  was  considered  a  necessary  accomplishment — Egmont  that 
raorning  displayed  the  awkwardness  of  a  mere  tyro. 

"  I  am  not  much  accostomed  to  beat  a  retreat,"  he  replied,  carelessly ; 
"  so,  with  your  pleasure,  instead  of  Walking  back  my  bishop,  I  ahall  even 
push  forward  my  knight  to  the  reBcne." 

*'  Worse  and  worse,"  said  the  criücising  Don.  "  It  is  not  wise  to  bring 
the  white  knight  in  such  close  quarters  with  the  king  and  his  black 
rniniaters." 

Again  Casembrot  was  startled  by  the  meaning-fraught  glance  of  the 
Spamard,  which  was  fixed  npon  Egmont  with  a  pertinacity  that  seemed 
to  challenge  Observation.     Still  the  count  remained  unconscions. 

"  A  brave  knight's  place,"  said  he,  "  is  always  in  the  front  of  kings' 

"  Kings  do  not  always  like  the  vicinity,"  continued  the  Spaniard; 
'*  now  you  observe  how  eager  the  black  monarch  is  to  get  rid  of  your 
too-confident  knight.  He  sends  out  his  own  emissaries  with  savage 
ordere  against  your  ill-fated  cavalier/' 

u  Nay,  Sir  Marquis,"  said  Egmont's  Opponent  rather  testily,  u  I  want 
no  one  to  teil  me  my  game." 

"  It  is  the  Count  of  Egmont  whom  I  seek  to  advise,"  replied  the 
Spaniard,  "  and  by  whom  I  wish  to  be  understood." 
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He  spoke  with  an  indifferent  voice,  contrastang  strangdy  with,  his 
enger  looks  and  expressive  gesture«. 

"Nay,r      "" 
aecond 


iy"  said  Egmont,  "  you  shall  see  how  gallantly  I  will  bring  my 
knight  to  the  rescue.  He  with  the  crosa  of  Burgundy  on  his 
saddle-cloth  never  fails  to  win  the  day.  I  will  trugt  to  bis  angle  valour 
to  change  the  tide  of  battle." 

"  He  is  too  late,"  said  the  Spaniard;  "  he  may  corae  to  avenge,  but  not 
to  save.  See  your  adversary 's  next  move,  and  the  spotless  cavalier 
perishes  by  the  king's  favourite  black  knight.  You  observe,  confidence 
may  be  pushed  too  far,  and  a  retreat  is  ollen  the  best  policy.  There— 
castle  after  Castle  falls  before  your  successful  adversary.  Count  of  Eg- 
mont»  had  you  listened  to  my  warning" — he  pronounced  this  word  with 
peculiar  emphasis,  and  slighuy  paused  npon  it  as  his  eyes  at  last  encoun- 
tered  those  of  the  count-—"  you  had  saved  a  gallant  knight,  and  not  been 
check-mated." 

"  I  was  afraid  of  exposing  my  Castles,"  replied  the  count,  with  a  frank 
laugh,  which  as  quickly  gave  way  to  an  expression  of  thoughtfulness. 

"  A  knight  can  always  win  a  castle,1'  said  the  Spaniard,  "  but  a  castle 
cannot  recal  a  knight  But  I  am  afraid  the  interest  I  have  taken  in 
your  proceedings,  messires,  has<detained  me  over  long.  I  shall  beex- 
pected  at  the  Palais  de  la  Cour." 

"  Oh !  you  must  not  go  yet,"  replied  Egmont;  "  you  have  not  told 
me  a  word  about  Don  Carlos.  Should  the  king  be  detained  in  Spain  by 
his  fever,  may  we  not  look  forward  to  the  arrival  of  his  son  as  his  repre- 
sentatiye?  He  is  a  noble  youth,  and  though  born  in  Spain,  loves  this 
country  welL  He  told  me  himself  he  was  a  Fleming  at  heart — a  bold, 
enterprising  youth,  and  if  he  grow  to  maturity,  we  may  hope  to  see  our 
late  glorious  emperor  revived  in  him." 

"  I  know  yery  little  of  the  prince,"  said  the  Spaniard«  with  marked 
coolness.  "  We  have  seen  him  but  rarely  of  late  at  court ;  I  believe 
him  to  be  in  delicate  health." 

"  I  heard  many  piquant  anecdotes  of  him  at  the  court  of  France,  where 
I  have  lately  sojourned»"  said  Egmont's  late  adversary.  "  They  say  that 
in  derision  of  his  father's  inactivity  and  disinclination  to  journeys  and 
war,  he  keeps  a  diary  in  which  he  inscribes  the  king's  exploits.  Thus 
he  has  written  on  alternate  blank  leaves,  *  Gone  to  Aranjuez — returned 
to  Madrid?  interlined  with  such  remarks  as,  '  The  king  heu  heard  mau — 
the  hing  has  confessedS  Ha!  ha!  it  is  a  rare  joke,  but  they  say  Philip 
does  not  think  so  ;  that  he  nearly  sufFocated  with  rage  when  the  book 
was  brought  to  him.  It  is  also  asserted  that  he  is  angry  at  his  son's  in- 
sistance  to  be  sent  into  the  Low  Countries  ;  that  he  is  tired  of  his  wife, 
and  has  fallen  in  love,  for  the  second  time,  with  his  son's  bride,  and " 

"  Indeed!"  interrupted  the  Spaniard,  with  hauteur.  "  I  must  heg* 
you  will  not  repeat  in  my  presence  foolish  stories  circulated  at  a  scandal- 
loving  court,  by  those  who  can  know  nothing  of  what  passes  at  ours. 
Count  of  Egmont,  I  must  take  my  leave,  not  only  fer  this  day,  but  I  fear 
for  a  long,  yery  long  while,   for  I  am  quitting  the  Netherlands    to- 


morrow." 


"  Then  may  fair  winds  prosper  you,"  said  the  count,  with  graceful 
courtesy. 

"  Though  our  acquaintance  is  so  slight,"  said  the  Spaniard,  "  pray 
believe  me  your  true  friend." 

VOL.  zxl  2  s 
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"  Will  you  attow  me  to  aceompany  you  to  the  regent's  T  asked  the 
unabashed  trareller. 

"  As  your  oompaoy  would  have  been  a  great  mvour,"  answered  the 
ceremonious  Don,  "  so  it  is  with  deep  regret  that  I  am  obliged  to  decfis* 
it.  The  jennet  I  mount  is  so  unruly  that  she  will  not  bear  the  Tiemity 
of  a  stränge  horse." 

"  You  are  the  first  cavalier  I  ever  knew  who  owned  to  bad  horse- 
manship  with  so  good  a  grace,"  said  the  rejected  nobleman,  laughing-. 

When  both  had  departed,  the  count,  who  had  acoompamed  them  oot 
of  the  Chamber,  stayed  so  longf  away  that  the  party  wtthin  förmed  rat» 
groups,  and  entered  in  to  separate  conversations. 

**  I  cannot  help  tfcinking,''  said  Casembrot,  approaching  Lamoral 
hastily,  and  addressing  him  with  agitatbn,  u  that  me  Spatnard  meant 
more  than  met  the  ear." 

"  It  strack  me  in  the  same  light,"  replied  LamoraL  "  He  is  prohabiy 
too  cautious  to  venture  upon  too  piain  a  hint ;  bat  most  certamly  a  corert 
one  was  intended." 

"  It  is  stränge,"  said  Casembrot,  "  that  warned  as  he  is  on  all  hands, 
the  count  will  persist  in  trusting  himself  within  the  king's  reach." 

"  He  feels  conscious  of  not  having  deserved  his  anger,"  answered 
LamoraL 

"  1  think,"  said  Casembrot,  "  a  temporary  absence  fiom  the  comrtry 
would  be  advisable.  We  might  watch  the  course  of  errate ;  and  should 
the  king  misunderstand  the  noble  part  your  mther  has  played  in  thes* 
civil  contests,  it  will  be  seiest  to  justify  himself  from  anr.  I  am  oon- 
firmed  in  this  view  of  the  subject  by  the  strängest  coraddences.  TTria 
very  morning  I  have  reoeived  a  caution  sirnuar  to  that  wbioh  the 
Spaniard  seemed  desirous  of  insinuating»" 

"  Why»"  said  Lamoral,  "  the  question  is  a  difficult  one.  If  my  father 
departs  at  this  crisis,  the  forfeiture  of  his  estates  is  pretty  neany  cor- 
tain ;  if,  on  the  other  hand,  he  stays,  he  cannot  escape  witnessing  tbe 
most  bloody  tragedies — at  all  events  he  is  free  frorn  any  personal  riak." 

"  It  is  this  too  great  security  that  will  lose  us  all  1"  ezdaimed  Casem- 
brot, bitterly.  "  However  different  your  opinions  in  other  mattem,  you 
all  agree  in  that;  the  countess,  too,  shares  the  delusion.  Oh!  that  J 
knew  how  to  open  your  eyes !  It  is  for  the  sake  of  his  children  that  my 
dear  lord  is  thus  encountering  every  peril.  It  is  to  preserve  to  harn 
family  his  rieh  estates  that  he  Tingers  here.  Is  it  not,  then,  the  duty  of 
bis  children  to  entreafr  him  to  shield  himself  at  every  risk  ?  Suppcae 
even  your  race  should  never  recover  the  lands  which  you  would  thos 
lose,  would  not  their  name,  would  not  the  sword,  open  a  path  to  every 
distinetkm  ?" 

"  But  is  it  not  natural,"  said  Lamoral,  "  that  my  father  should  hesi- 
tate  before  condemning  his  daughters  to  convents,  himself  and  his  fimutj 
to  a  lifo  of  obscurity  ?  for  he  has  repeatedly  assured  us  that  he  could  not 
remove  with  him  a  suffieiency  to  keep  up  his  dignity  in  a  fbreign  laad. 
Now  you  will  allow  that  to  make  such  sacrifices  the  danger  nrast  he 
imminent." 

li  Oh!  but,  brother,"  exclaimed  Isabel,  "  must  we  weit  for  the  appear- 
ance  of  real  danger?  Is  not  its  shadow  sufficient  to  alarm  us  for  oaar 
dear  father?  And  shall  we  remain  here  to  witness  the  diagrace  and 
death  of  our  friends  ?     Shall  we  abide  to  see  them  torn  from 
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onr  fvj  roof  ?  Oh!  how  preferabk  would  exüe  be,  even  in  the  drearieet 
land !  You  «peak  of  a  convent,  Lamoral,  and  of  a  lifo  of  obsourity,  as 
if  both  were  a  penance ;  but  ig  not  the  first  repose— the  second,  trae 
happiness?" 

Lamoral  laughed  and  shook  bis  head.  "  That's  all  very  well  in  paeto- 
rals,  and  may  do  for  Daphnes  and  Chloes,  bat  not  fbr  von  or  me,  Isabel. 
I,  for  my  own  part,  should  like  a  trip  to  the  emperor  s  court  as  "well,  if 
not  better  than  most  things,  nor  should  I  hesitate  to  throw  myself  on  bis 
eharity,  and  I  think,  Casembrot,  you  would  do  well  to  aecompany  me 
thHher,  for  we  have  been  a  pair  of  Gueux  in  onr  day,  so  the  calfing  will 
be  nothing  new  to  us ;  but  why  my  noble  father  or  my  lady  mother 
shonld  condescend  to  such  measares  and  sacrificea,  I  cannot  well  see." 

"  You  then,  Lamoral,  will  not  remain  to  see  the  Count  of  Egmont 
welcome  the  oppressor  to  his  native  land  ?" 

u  No,"  answered  Lamoral,  the  colour  mounting  to  his  fair  eheek,  and 
his  eye  lighting  up  with  youthful  fire — "no !  I  would  hare  my  father 
purify  the  land  of  these  southern  fbreigners,  as  he  so  gloriously  did  of 
onr  French  neighbours.  Could  I  but  see  the  day  when  his  banner  would 
be  unfurled  in  such  a  cause,  1  should  be  well  content  to  die  on  the  first 
field  ;  but  as  this  cannot  be,  I  would  not  hare  the  hero  of  my  country 
and  my  house  fly  before  any  power  on  earth.  Surely,  bad  as  Philip  may 
be,  he  cannot  repay  good  with  evil,  loyalty  with  punishment.  Moreover, 
he  dare  not,  if  he  would,  touch  the  victor  of  St.  Quintin."  And  Lamoral, 
as  if  unwilling  to  argue  the  point  rarther,  turned  away. 

"How  impetuous  is  Lamoral!"  said  Isabel,  turning  to  Casembrot, 
the  moment  her  brother  left  her  aide  ;  "  all  his  wishes  tend  to  bloodshed 
and  the  horrors  of  civil  war.  Thank  Heaven,  onr  father  will,  I  am  weil 
aasnred,  ever  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  such  evil  connsel:  yours,  Casembrot,  is 
indeed  a  wholesome  one,  and  I  shall  pray  mormng  and  evening  that  it 
may  bear  fruit." 

"  You  must  do  more,  Lady  Isabel,"  said  Casembrot ;  "  you  must  unite 
with  me  in  persuading  the  count  to  this  measure." 

"  Alas  !"  replied  Isabel,  blushing  at  the  rery  thought,  "  I  nerer  shall 
dare  to  open  my  lips  to  him  on  so  serious  a  subject»  Surely  it  would  not 
beseem  me  to  do  so." 

"  But  for  your  father's  sake — for  your  own — for  that  of  all  here, 
surely  you  will  overcome  for  once  your  childish  timidity — forgive  me  for 
using  so  harsh  a  word ;  you  know  I  am  no  flatterer." 

"  Indeed,  Casembrot,  what  you  ask  is  imposrible,"  replied  the  agitated 
girl.     "  Even  if  1  were  so  bold,  what  would  it  avail  us  ?" 

"  Much,"  answered  Casembrot.  "  After  the  countess,  your  mother,  no 
one  baß  so  great  an  influenae  over  the  eountfa  mrad  as  younelf,  or  rather 
I  should  say,  his  heart,  and  that  is  with  him  the  most  accessible  point. 
Lady  Isabel,  perhaps  you  can  save  your  father;  will  you  refuae  to 
doeo?" 

"  It  is  unkind,  ungenerous,"  replied  Isabel,  her  dark  blue  eyes  Alling 
with  tears,  which  the  slightest  emotion  could  but  too  readily  call  forth, 
u  to  torture  me  with  such  representations." 

"  Surely,"  said  Casembrot,  looking  at  her  ahnost  severely,  a  you  do 
not  dread  the  obscurity  which  you  but  so  lately  termed  true  happiness?" 

"  Far  from   dreading  it,  as  you   imagine,"  answered  Isabel,   wkh 
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vivacity,  "  how  ardently  have  I  not  desired  that  my  lot  had  been  cast  in 
an  humbler  sphere,  where  there  would  be  no  trammels  of  dull  ceremonial 
to  chill  the  eense  o£  enjoyment — where,  free  and  unfettered,  the  heait 
could  follow  its  own  suggestions.  Methinks  happiness  miist  smile  witk 
a  brighter  glow  in  the  cottage  than  in  the  paiace ;  for  is  not  freedom  in 
word,  in  look,  in  thought  and  feeling,  the  only  true  happiness  ?  I  have 
ever  thought  the  great,  though  their  fetters  be  gilded,  the  Teilest  slaves 
that  breathe." 

Isabel  spoke,  as  she  always  did  when  excited  by  the  subject,  and  when 
addressing  those  whom  she  trusted,  with  animation  and  enthusiasm. 
The  rieh  blood  tinged  her  delicate  cheek  with  the  faintest  hue  of  the 
rose,  and  imparted  to  her  lovely  features  a  depth  and  grace  of  expression 
which  acted  like  a  secret  charm  to  bring  their  beauties  to  light. 

For  one  raoment  Casembrot,  seif  and  all  forgetting,  gazed  on  her  in 
rapturous  admiration ;  but  a  slight  change  in  her  speaking  coontenance 
roused  him  to  a  senee  of  the  impropriety  of  which  he  was  guilty. 

"  Habit/'  said  he,  recovering  himself,  and  resuming  his  ordinary  cold 
and  constrained  manner — "  habit  makes  the  weight  of  the  fetters  you 
mention  lieht  to  those  who  are  condemned  to  bear  theni.  But  the  warst 
evil  attendmg  upon  greatness  is,  that  whilst  it  cannot  always  shield  its 
possessors  against  the  misfortunes  and  the  perils  of  life,  it  often  lulls  them 
into  a  fatal  security ;  and  yet,  Lady  Isabel,  the  lightning  will  strike  the 
highest  peaks." 

"  Alas !  this  is  roost  true.  But,  Casembrot'9 — Isabel  hesitated,  and  her 
colour  varied — "  should  my  father  persist  in  his  unhappy  resolution  of  re- 
maining  here,  you,  at  least,  who  see  the  danger  so  clearly,  will,  I  hopeT 
take  timely  measures  to  escape  it  ?' 

"  AI  though,"  replied  Casembrot,  "  I  make  no  doubt  we  are  all  lost  in 
remaining  here,  I  move  not  except  in  the  train  of  the  count." 

The  voiee  of  the  countess,  raised  rather  above  its  usual  pitch,  now 
called  the  attention,  of  both  Speakers,  and  prevented  Isabel's  reply ;  her 
mother's  words  obviously  had  reference  to  the  subject  under  discussion. 

"  I  know  not  why  we  should  feel  alarmed  at  this  Spaniard's  chance 
aJlusions — if,  indeed,  they  wäre  meant  as  we  think.  King  Philip  cannot, 
dare  not,  touch  a  hair  of  my  beloved  lord's  head.  This  I  feel  and  know, 
and  yet  those  remarks  have  annoyed  me." 

u  It  is  not  surprising  that  such  impertinent  intimations  should  have 
that  effect,  roadam,"  said  the  haughty  rhilip  of  Egmont. 

u  But  still,"  resuroed  the  countess,  the  shade  of  displeasure  with  which 
she  had  spoken  deepening  into  a  look  of  real  uneasiness,  "  1  wish  I  knewr 
what  your  father  thinks  of  all  this.  We  cannot  help  seeing  that  the 
clouds  are  lowering,  but,"  she  added,  making  an  effort  to  shake  off  the 
forebodings  that  began  to  creep  over  her,  and  assuming  more  than  her 
ordinary  loftiness  of  mien,  "  the  house  of  Egmont  is  equal  to  the  storm." 

"Fatal  confidence!"  muttered  Casembrot;  but  at  that  moment  the 
count  entered  the  room  with  an  open  letter  in  his  hand. 

All  eyes  were  turned  on  him  with  an  expression  of  such  intense  interest, 
that  it  was  obvious  the  moment  was  considered  by  the  whole  family  a 
critical,  a  decisive  one ;  and  though,  when  he  motioned  to  Casembrot  to 
join  him  in  the  embrasure  of  one  of  the  deep  bay  Windows,  they  re- 
sumed  the  broken  thread  of  their  discoune,  that  they  might  not  appear 
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eager  to  overhear  what  was  not  addressed  to  them,  still  there  was  not  a 
heart  that  did  not  throb  with  feverish  anxiety  to  know  the  result  of  the 
question  which  they  feit  certain  was  in  agitation  between  tbe  count  and 
bis  secretary. 

"  Casembrot,*'  said  Egraont,  "  harassed  and  perplexed  as  I  bave  been 
of  late  by  contending  feelings  and  ad  vice  tbe  most  opposite  from  all 
quarters,  I  bave  at  last  referred  to  one  whom  I  consider  in  the  light  of  a 
true  friend  and  a  loyal  gentleman — one,  too,  who  is  deep  in  tbe  regent's 
connsels — I  mean  the  Count  of  Mansfeldt." 

"  Then,"  said  Casembrot,"  with  a  desponding  look,  "  I  can  guess  the 
purport  of  the  answer." 

"  It  is  not  such,  certainlj,  as  an  ardent  patriot  like  yourself,  Casem- 
brot, might  bave  given  or  wished  to  receive ;  but  I,  as  the  bead  of  my 
house,  must  teach  myself  to  tbink  more  coolly  on  such  subjects ;  besides, 
as  Mansfeldt  writes,  to  fly  were  to  sbow  myself  unmindful  of  the  king's 
personal  kindness.  Ye9,  shake  your  bead  as  you  will,  Casembrot,  what- 
ever  he  bas  been  to  others,  to  me  he  has  ever  been  kind — most  kind. 
Moreover,  what  rigbt  bave  I  to  deprive  my  children  and  generations  yet 
unborn  of  the  advantages  which  it  has  pleased  Heaven  to  shower  upon 
my  house.     As  a  father  1  may  not  do  this." 

"  If  you  would,  my  lord,  but  listen  to  the  proposals  of  the  Prince  of 
Orange,  you  might  perhaps  one  day   ezchange   your  Coronet   for  a 


crown." 


"  Nay,  Casembrot,  you  are  but  a  poor  tempter  if  you  tbink  that  any 
bauble,  bowever  glittering,  can  bribe  a  true  heart  from  its  fidelity.  You 
do  yourself,  also,  injustice ;  for  well  I  know  there  is  not  that  price  on  earth 
wherewith  you  could  be  induced  to  betray  me." 

"  That  is  so  different  a  case,"  said  the  secretary. 

"  No,  Casembrot ;  there  lies  your  mistake.  To  me,  I  repeat,  the  king 
has  ever  been  tbe  best,  tbe  most  generous  of  masters." 

u  He  would  bave  bought  you  over  to  his  own  tyrannical  purposes," 
urged  Casembrot. 

"  He  needs  not  to  purchase  the  allegiance  which  was  his  due,"  said  £g- 
mont,  severely.  "  But  see,  here  is  Mansfeldt's  letter,  in  which  he  chalks 
out  the  only  path  it  behoves  me,  as  a  leal  subject,  to  follow — to  break  off, 
at  once  aud  for  ever,  from  oll  those  who,  by  their  turbulent  designs,  dis- 
turb  tbe  country ;  to  give  a  wholesome  exaraple,  by  ezerting  myself  to 
the  uttermost  to  pacify  it  These,  he  writes,  are  the  only  means  by  which 
I  can  deserve  the  king's  confideoce  and  the  esteem  of  all  loyal  people." 

"  Yes,"  said  Casembrot,  glancing  slightly  over  the  letter,  "  I  see  that 
if  you  do  not  this,  my  lord,  you  forfeit  the  friendship  and  esteem  of  the 
Count  of  Mansfeldt."  - 

"  And  my  own — and  my  own — doubt  it  not,  Casembrot — and  that  of 
my  children,  who  would  never  cease  to  heap  reproaches  on  my  memory 
for  having  entailed  on  them  the  foul  stain  of  treason.  No,  my  friend ; 
my  resolution  is  finally,  irrevocably  fixed.  I  will  remain  here,  and  do  my 
duty  to  the  best  of  my  abilities ;  and  so  great  is  my  trust  in  the  king,  and 
in  the  leniency  with  which  I  am  sure  he  will  treat  these  provinces,  that  I 
do  not  even  think  it  necessary  for  you  to  depart — I  merely  request  of 
your  affection  for  me  that  you  will  withdraw  yourself  from  the  Con- 
rederates." 
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"  My  eyes  are  open,  niy  lord ;  bot  though  it  is  the  hardeat  of  all  taikt 
to  await  the  approach  of  danger  in  passive  inactävity,  and  watch  its  Coming 
Step  by  step,  I  will  abide  by  you,  come  whai  may,  and  at  whatever  con- 
ditions  you  may  please  to  impose." 

"  You  love,"  said  tbe  count,  "  to  look  on  the  dark  aide  of  all  thingi, 
my  good  Casembrot;  and  there  is  no  oombating  a  man's  humour.  Bat» 
now,  put  up  Mansfeldt's  letter  among  the  other  papers  of  moment,  and 
let  us  disoard  the  subjeot  altogether." 

"  This  letter/'  murmured  Casembrot»  as  he  still  gazed  on  the  open 
paper,  "  was  aasuredly  written  to  be  shown  to  the  regent." 

"Away  with  your  incorrigible  suspicions!"  ezeiaimed  the  eount 
"  You  will  believe  in  no  one's  truth  but  your  own."  And  with  a  kind 
smile  he  left  the  secretary  to  approach  the  oountess's  circle,  which  now 
included  every  person  in  the  room. 

"  Well,  ladies,"  said  Egmont»  "  we  must  all  prepare  for  the  king's  ar- 
rival ;  and  whikt  I  am  setting  my  governments  in  order,  you  must  think 
of  your  brocades  and  laces,  to  make  resplendent  the  great  fostivities  which 
will,  doubtlessy  be  held  in  his  honour.  And  you,  young  gentlemen,9 
tuming  to  his  sons,  "  must  not  neglect  the  tilting-gxound  to  niuch  as  you 
have  done  of  late,  for  we  shall  have  gay  tournaments,  in  which  I  shall 
expect  you  will  not  put  me  to  shame." 

These  words,  lightly  spoken,  relieved  the  heart  of  the  countees  from 
further  apprehensions  and  doubts,  and  imparted  cheerfulness  to  the  coun- 
tenances  of  her  sons ;  but  Isabel  and  Casembrot  exehanged  glaaees  that 
showed  how  hopeless  this  decision  had  left  them. 
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It  was  broad  daylight  when  Eva  awoke  from  her  swoon.  At  first  «he 
was  surprised  at  nnding  herseif  on  the  floor,  for  she  recollected  none  of 
the  events  of  the  previous  night ;  but  by  degrees  they  dawned  upon 
her,  and  oh,  the  agony  of  that  remembering!  Yes,  all  was  explained 
now ;  her  only  brother — he  for  whom  she  could  have  died — was  a  lost 
being ;  he,  whom  she  had  looked  upon  as  a  pattern  of  virtue  and  honour, 
had  Tinked  himself  with  a  set  of  rogues  ;  nay,  more — was  himself  become 
a  base  coiner  and  swindler.  She  did  not  inquire  how  he  had  Ballen;  H 
was  enough, — the  deed  was  done,  and  Eva  feit  there  was  no  more  happine» 
for  her  on  earth.  Ob,  there  are  moments  which  do  the  work  of  years ; 
and  long,  bitter  years  of  sufiering  could  not  so  thoroughly  have  strickm 
her  soul  as  that  one  night.  So  she  feit,  and  throwing  herseif  by  the  bed- 
side  on  her  knees,  she  nid  her  face,  and  groaned  in  anguish  of  spirit 

But  Eva's  was  a  mind  which,  when  roused  either  by  love  or  duty, 
was  capable  of  great  things,  and  of  deep  sacrifices  and  much  patient 
endurance.     After  some  time  spent  in  agonised,  almost  delirious  prayer, 
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she  grew  calmer ;  she  remembered  the  words  her  mother  had  seemed  to 
utter  in  her  dream,  conjuring  her  to  save  Claude,  and  her  resolution  was 
taken. 

"  Mother,  sweet  mother,"  she  exclaimed,  "you  shall  be  obeyed.  I 
will  sacrifice  every  prospect  of  earthly  happiness,  and  henceforth  devote 
myself  to  the  one  task  of  saving  him,  soul  and  body,  from  the  destruction 
an  the  brink  of  which  he  Stands." 

She  arose  from  her  knees,  pale — pale,  indeed,  as  death;  but  her  face  was 
rigid  with  determination,  and  her  mind  irrevocably  made  up.  Bat  how 
tndy  has  the  poet  said,  that 

A  sorrow'g  crown  of  sorrow  ts  remembering  happier  things ; 

and  oh,  what  a  pang  came  across  her  heart  as  her  glance  feil  upon  the 
case  of  pearls  which  was  Ernest's  gift,  and  had  last  night  been  surveyed 
by  her  with  so  much  pleasure. 

"  Last  night !"  what  woold  she  not  now  give  to  be  able  to  annihilate 
die  last  few  hours,  and  look  on  those  gifts  as  then  she  looked !  Ob,  it  is 
a  mournfully  stränge  thing  to  see  everytmng  abont  us  the  sarae,  and  yet 
be  ourselves  so  changed !  Agfain  Eva  twisted  the  pearls  into  her  now 
dusheveüed  iocks  ;  she  almost  started  at  the  whiteness  and  ghastliness  of 
her  face. 

"  Yes,"  she  exclaimed,  bitterly,  "I  am  indeed  a  fit  person  to  wear 
gems,  and  be  the  bride  of  one  so  good,  so  noble  as  Ernest — I,  the  sister 
of  a  coiner!" 

She  shnddered,  and  replaced  the  pearls  in  their  case ;  a  letter  met  her 
gase  at  the  bottom  of  the  box — H  was  Ernest's.  In  the  very  luxury  of 
misery  she  again  read  it;  and  then  tears,  blessed  tears,  flowed  from  her 
eye«,  and  relieved  some  part  of  the  icy  load  from  her  heart ;  her  features 
relazed,  and  assumed  an  expression  of  resigned  sorrow,  which  was  in- 
finitely  touching.  No  longer  wasting  her  precious  tirae  in  vain  regrets, 
ahe  prepared  to  put  her  resolution  in  practice :  hastily  dressing  hersel^ 
she  packed  up  a  small  bündle,  and  wrote  a  note  to  her  brother,  telling 
him  not  to  alarm  himself  at  her  absence,  for  she  would  return  to  him  in 
a  few  days,  and  would  explain  all  on  her  return ;  and  then  descending 
to  the  sitting-room,  she  sent  the  servant  for  a  conveyance,  and  without 
encountering  either  Claude  or  bis  associates,  entered  it,  and  drove  to 
the  coach-office,  where  she  fbund  a  coach  ready  to  start  for  the  country 
which  would  pass  through  her  Dative  village ;  fbrtunately  tbere  was  a 
vacant  seat  in  it,  and  hastily  taking  her  place  therein,  it  drove  off. 


VI. 

Worn  out  and  exhausted,  but  supported  by  a  strong  sense  of  duty 
and  undaunted  resolution,  Eva  arrived  at  Boxton,  and  alighted  from  the 
coach  at  the  top  of  the  well-known  green  lane.  It  was  an  early  hour 
in  the  morning,  and  she  had  travelled  a  whole  day  and  night ;  so  that 
fktigue  and  mental  anxiety  had  been  almost  too  much  for  her  slight 
frame.  Hastily  glancing  around,  she  took  up  her  little  bündle,  and 
pcoceeded  to  the  village  iun.  There  her  appearance,  alone  and  un- 
attended,  cxeated  no  little  surprise ;  but  she  was  already  looked  upon  as 
lady  of  the  manor ;  the  worthy  landlady,  theiefore,  made  no  inquiries,  but 
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couducted  her,  with  all  possible  respeet,  to  her*  tat  ptrlour.  Throwiag 
herseif  oft  tke  sofa,  she  sleßt  heavüy  tili  evening;  sba*  theo  arose,  «ad 
after  a  cup  of  tea,  feit  refreshed  and  able  to  uudertake  tke  diu  h€  seil  ig 
task  which  she  had  imposed  npon  herseif. 

The  sun  was  beginning  to  dectine,  and  his  golden  rays  wäre  castmg 
an  amber  light  on  the  fair  seetie,  when  Eva  \eh  the  inn.  She  gased 
mournfully  around  :  befbre  her  lay  the  iittle  sylfan  village,  with  ks  snall 
peaoefol-looking  church,  and  further  on,  the  «an  was  sinking  behänd 
Ernest's  woods,  and  throwing  his  golden  beains  on  the  old  manor-hoosa. 
She  walked  on  to  the  churchyard:  under  a  venerable  yew  lay  her 
father  and  mother,  and  going  to  the  gmve,  their  daugbter  beut  over 
the  sod. 

"  Oh,  my  loved  parentB !"  she  cried,  "  Iittle  dld  I  think  my  heart 
would  so  soon  yearn  to  share  yoor  eold  resting-place  ;  hut  there  is  werk 
for  me  to  accomplish  on  earth  ere  I  lie  down  beside  you." 

She  passed  on  to  the  ohurch,  and  raised  the  latch.  It  looked  the 
same  as  ever ;  round  the  walls  hang  many  escutcheoos  and  tahlets  of  the 
Graham  family,  and  in  the  chancel  was  one  which  Claude  and  Eva  had 
erected  to  their  parents'  memory,  stating  how  many  years  the  aged 
pastor  had  ministered  in  that  venerable  structure,  under  the  shade  of 
whose  walls  he  now  slept.  Near  die  pulpit  stood  the  large  Square  pew 
appropriated  to  the  squire's  family,  and  looking  into  it,  a  sharp  pang 
snot  through  Eva's  heart,  for  she  perceived  that  it  had  been  newiy  ntted 
up,  and  that  the  dingy  hassooks  and  motheaten  cushions  had  been  re- 
placed  by  handsome  new  ones.  She  knew  that  Ernest  had  had  all  th» 
done  against  she  took  her  seat  there  as  his  bride,  and  with  sickemng 
sorrow  she  turned  away  and  knelt  before  tbe  altar ;  bowing  her  head  to 
the  very  stones  in  her  grief,  she  implored  the  aid  of  Heaven,  and  Üb 
aoceptance  of  her  sacrifice.  A  bright  golden  ray  played  through  the 
stained  glass,  and  lit  up  the  drooping  figure  of  the  sorrow-stricken  girl, 
and  it  almost  seemed  to  her  as  if  it  betokened  the  approval  of  her 
eisterly  devotion.  She  rose  much  strengthened ;  and  not  trusting  herseif 
with  another  look  at  the  manor  pew,  walked  with  quick  steps  across 
well-known  fields  and  short  cuts  to  the  Hall. 

At  length,  with  abeating  heart,  she  stood  before  the  handsome  and 
venerable-looking  edifice,  and  knpcked  for  admittance.  The  porter  who 
opened  the  door  seemed  all  amazed  at  her  presenoe;  but  telling  bim 
that  urgent  business  had  brought  her  so  unerpectedly  from  London,  ehe 
requested  to  see  his  master.  The  servant  thought  he  was  in  hia  study, 
and  thither  Eva  went  alone.  She  knooked  at  the  door,  bat  so  auswar 
being  returned,  opened  it  and  entered.  Ernest,  however,  was  not  there» 
so  she  sat  down  in  his  easy-chair  to  await  his  eoming.  All  she  saw 
around  her  tended  to  increase  her  melancholy,  for  errerything  bore 
witness  to  the  love  her  betrothed  bore  her.  Over  bis  mantäpiece  hung 
her  portrait,  and  on  his  table  lay  the  books  they  had  formerly 
together.  She  rose,  and  opened  the  door  of  another  rootn  which 
within  the  study :  it  was  a  sunny,  pleasant  apartment,  with  a  eheerfdl 
bay  window,  which  opened  on  a  beautiful  lawn,  chequered  with  flower- 
borders.  This  room  Ernest  had  fixed  on  for  his  bride's  boudoir,  and 
Eva  coold  see  that  no  possible  pains  or  expense  had  been  spared  to  make 
it  worthy  of  her  admiration.     Elegant  bookcases,   well  stored  with 


«koke  works,  were  there;  and  amongst  the  elegant  fornifcure  were  a 
splendid  new  piano  and  harp,  and  a  pbnliral  Store  of  all  tbose  beauttful 
träfet  in  t*rl«  for  which  ladies'  boudoire  ere  so  famous.  The  wails 
were  hang  with  prints  and  drawingi,  and  Eraeat  had  placed  his  own 
likeness  in  a  conspicuous  place.  A  Stand  for  flowers  etood  in  the 
window,  filled  with  the  choicest  hothouse  plante;  and  a  vase,  which  he 
every  day  himself  filled  with  freah  Hirnen,  was  on  the  table.  AH  this 
Eva  saw ;  and,  ah !  who  could,  like  herseif,  appreeiate  such  proofe  of  his 
eonstancy  and  deficate  tenderness.  She  gazed  upon  his  portrait — it  was 
wondrously  like ;  and  oh,  how  noble-looking  and  handsome  he  was ! 
and  what  thought  sat  on  his  brow,— *what  maoly  gentleness  beamed  from 
tbose  speaking  eves !  She  sank  into  a  chair,  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands ;  she  feit  she  had  never  loved  him  as  then  she  did. 

How  long  she  had  remained  thus,  she  knew  not ;  bat  at  length  she 
was  roused  by  a  well-known  step ;  the  French  window  opened,  and  Eraest 
bounded  in,  his  oouutenance  beaming  with  health  and  happiness,  and  a 
bouquet  of  choice  flowers  in  his  hancL  Hastening  to  the  rase,  he  was 
about  to  arrange  them,  wbeni  his  eye  feil  on  Eva,  and  encountered  the 
fall  gaze  of  her  large  blaek  eye«,  fized  on  him  with  most  melancholy  and 
intense  affection. 

If  a  spirit  had  appeared  before  him,  he  could  not  have  been  more 


4<  Eva  I"  he  exclaimed,  "  my  Eva !  to  what  do  I  owe  this  happiness  ?" 
•  "Dearest  Eraest,"  was  all  she  could  utter;  but  she  sprang  to  meet 
hau,  and  sank  fainting  on  his  bosom.  Bearing  her  in  bis  strong,  but 
tender  arms,  he  placed  her  on  a  sofa,  and  taking  off  her  bonnet,  smoothed 
away  the  dishevelled  and  neglected,  but  beautiful  hair  from  her  now  ashy 
face,  and  unprintbig  a  fond  kiss  on  the  closed  eyes,  rushed  to  his  study, 
and  sought  in  his  medicine-chest  for  some  restorative.  Hastily  returning, 
he  tried  all  he  could  think  of  to  revive  her,  but  for  a  long  tirae  in  vain ; 
and  terrified,  he  was  about  to  ring  for  help,  when  she  unclosed  her  eyes9 
and  a  emile  came  over  her  face  when  she  saw  Ernest  kneeting  by  her 
side,  for  she  forgot  all  her  sufferings,  and  seemed  to  awake  from  a  ter- 
rible  dream ;  for  a  moment  she  was  happy— oh,  how  happy !  and  she 
abandoned  herseif  to  the  bliss  of  that  minute.  Ernest's  anxious  inquiries 
and  frightened  countenance,  however,  by  degrees  restored  her  recoUection, 
and  with  unspeakable  pain  and  solicitude  he  saw  the  smile  wither  on 
her  sweet  face,  and  her  features  settle  into  the  rigidity  of  sorrow,  as,  dis- 
engaging  herseif  from  his  caresses,  she  strove  to  collect  all  her  fortitude. 
Ernest  saw  at  once  that  something  dreadful  had  occurred,  and  he  thought 
her  brother  must  be  dead. 

"  Eva,  my  own,"  he  began,  impressed  with  this  idea,  "  if  anything  has 
happened  to  Claude" — her  tears  ßhowed  that  he  had  touched  the  right 
stnng — "  you  have  indeed  done  well,  my  darling,  to  return  and  weep  on 
the  bosom  of  your  betrothed ;  and  though  you  have  lost  a  brother,  hence- 
forth  I  will  be  all  in  all  to  you." 

"  Lost !  lost !  Yes,  lost  indeed  S"  cried  the  poor  girl.  "  Yes,  so  lost, 
that  I  would,  indeed,  rather  he  were  dead,  and  sleeping  in  peaceful  inno- 
cence  in,  the  grave  of  my  sainted  parents,  than  be  lost  as  he  now  is." 

It  is  unnecessary  for  us  to  follow  her  in  the  recital  which  she  now  gave 
to  Ernest :  she  told  him  alL     He  was  unspeakably  horrified ;  but  his  was 
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a  noble  natura,  and  when  he  saw  that  -dear  head,  which  had  lately  besn 
raieed  in  all  the  bappiness  and  oonscious  rectitade  of  one  unurenafly 
beloved  and  respected,  now  bowed  down,  and  hidden  in  her  band*  in 
bitter  shame,  he  aeated  himself  by  her  aide,  and  taking  thote  amall  white 
hands  in  his  own,  laid  her  head  on  his  bosom. 

"  Eva,"  he  seid,  u  my  own  pure,  npiight  girJ,  think  not  that  one  ward 
of  your  sad  story  oan  effect  any  change  in  my  love — you — you  are  all 
that  is  good  and  innoeent.  I  will  do  all  in  my  power  to  save  your 
unhappy  and  misled  brother  from  hia  preeent  dangeroua  courae,  and  in  a 
few  days,  my  beloved,  you  «hall  share  all  your  griefr  and  caaes  with  e 
faithful  and  devoted  husband." 

"Husband!"  ehe  exelaimed.  "Anö!  think  you,  Ernest,  that  I  caa 
now  ever  be  your  wife?  Think  you  I  would  be  baae  enough  to  besag 
afaame  and  dishonour  on  your  head,  or  ao  ungratefully  requite  the  afiectioa 
of  your  noble  family,  by  suffering  the  last  of  their  raoe  to  ally  hinualf 
with  the  sister  of  a  /ärgert — no,  neverl  Nay,  Ernest»  Interrupt  me 
not,"  abe  continued,  all  her  weaknesa  vaiuehing.  "  On  my  knees" — and 
ahe  left  hia  aide,  and  knelt  at  hia  feet — "  I  thank  you  for  all  your  unde- 
served  love  and  goodneaB  to  me,  and  eapecially  for  thu  last  pnof  of 
afiection ;  but  henceforth  we  can  be  no  more  to  each  other  than  nrienda." 

"Friendsl"  echoed  Ernest,  in  a  ehaaged  and  hollow  tone,  as  he 
marked  the  firmness  of  her  manner. 

"  Yes,"  she  eontinued,  and  a  sweet  smile  cressod  her  noweahn  featuns 
— "  yes,  dear  Ernest,  that  name  is  too  oold ;  you  ahall  be  a  aecood  bsother 
to  me— you  shall  be  to  me  the  brighteet  sunbeam  my  fflriwtenoft  haa  ever 
known,  and  my  memory  will  ever  return  to  you,  when  I  want  to  reoal 
the  image  of  all  that  is  good  and  noble ;  but  henceforth  I  muat  devote 
myself  to  the  poor  wanderer,  and  amply  ahall  I  be  repaid  for  the  Loes  of 
all  my  earthly  bappiness,  if  I  can  be  but  the  inatrament  of  saving  him." 

Vaanly  did  Ernest  Graham  strive,  by  eyery  aigument  that  the  ten- 
derest  love  could  suggest,  to  combat  her  reaokition — it  waa  inflexible. 

"  Oh,  Eva,  Eva,"  he  almost  groaned,  "you  know  not  to  what  a  fate 

Eu  are  dooming  me  l  What  shall  I  do  without  you?  See,  aee,  how  I 
ve  adorned  your  room — how  I  have  choaen  the  one  for  you  within  my 
own,  that  I  may  ever  be  near  to  watch  over  and  guard  you,  and  that  the 
aound  of  your  sweet  voioe  may  gladden  my  atudies ;  and  ahall  it  all  be  in 
vain  ?  Oh,  what  will  my  estates — my  groves — my  flowera,  be  without 
your 

"  Ernest,  darling  Ernest,"  seid  Eva,  while  the  teere  feil  fest,  «  theie 
are  worlds  above,  and  flowers  and  groves  more  beautiful  than  even  those 
which  we  should  here  have  wandered  amongst :  a  few  ehort  years,  and 
you  will  be  eternally  rewarded  for  your  disintereated  goodness  to  a  poor 
orphan — a  few  short  years,  and  we  ahall  for  ever  be  together,  where  no 
sins  of  our  own  or  others  can  disunite  us." 


VII. 

At  an  early  hour  on  the  following  morning  Ernest  and  Eva  reached 
London,  having  travelled  tbither  with  the  utmost  speed  which  fbur 
horses,  relieyed  at  short  stages  by  relays  of  fresh  ones,  wäre  capable  o£ 
Vainly,  during  the  journey,  had  Gaptain  Graham  stxiven  to  stake  his 
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oompanion's  resolutien;  bat  though  greatly  dismayed,  he  dkl  not  yet 
wholly  despair  of  doing  so.  She  Lad  imparted  to  him  her  plana  for 
Claudel  rescue,  and  had  gtatefully  accepted  of  hu  escort  to  London  and 
offered  co-operation ;  and  now  he  stood  with  her,  before  her  brother's 
door;  here  with  a  silent  pressure  of  hands  they  parted  for  the  present» 
and  with  her  latch-key  Eva  noiaeletsly  opened  the  door,  and  cautioualy 
entered.  All  was  still,  for  it  was  yet  eariy,  and  she  quietly  took  her 
way  to  her  brother's  roora.  Receiving  no  answer  to  her  genüe  knock 
at  the  door,  she  opened  it  and  went  in.  Claude  lay  on  the  bed  asleep, 
having  apparently  flung  himself  down  without  undreasing,  exhausted  and 
worn  out.  With  intense  feeling  Eva  gaied  on  him;  hu  face  had  re- 
sumed  in  sleep  much  of  its  old  expression  ;  he  looked  as  he  did  when  an 
innocent  boy,  though  the  long  eyelashes  lay  on  a  oheek  paler  and  thinner, 
it  is  true,  and  the  eurly  aubum  locks,  which  were  still  so  abundant,  shaded 
a  brow  whereon  premature  care  was  abeady  setting  hu  seaL  Eva  gaaed 
on  him ;  tears  feil  silently  down  her  cheeks,  and  unutterahle  tenderness 
was  in  her  look.  She  appeared  like  some  good  angel,  weeping  for  the 
sins  of  the  mortal  over  whom  it  is  appointed  to  watch.  Stooping  over 
him,  she  put  aside  the  clustering  locks  and  kissed  bis  brow ;  the  touch 
awoke  him,  and  he  started  up.  He  was  about  to  speak,  but  she  motionad 
him  to  silence  and  caution,  and  as  briefly  as  possible,  for  the  time  was 
precious,  revealed  to  him  her  knowledge  of  his  gnilt  She  reproached 
him  not;  but  the  unhappy  young  man  hid  his  face,  and  groaned  aloud. 

"Sister — sweet  sister,  have  mercyr  he  ezclaimed.  "By  all  our 
former  love,  forsake  me  not — cast  me  not  off  from  your  love ;  hear— hear 
how  I  have  fallen.  Oh,  surely,  the  hour  I  parted  from  you,  the  heavy 
weight  which  oppressed  my  soul  was  a  foreboding  of  the  agony  of  this. 
I  left  you,  Eva,  and  my  guardian  angel  seemed  to  follow  me  no  longer. 
I  came  to  London,  and  for  months  my  oonduct  was  such  as  to  win  for 
me  the  respect  and  affectton  of  my  employer,  when,  in  an  evil  hour,  a 
young  lady  came  to  stay  with  Mrs.  EUis ;  and  oh,  how  lovely  and  fasci- 
nating  she  was,  no  toncpie  can  express.  I  was  daily  thrown  into  her 
eompany ;  and  who  could  see  her  and  not  love  her?  Love,  for  the  firat 
time,  entered  into  my  heart ;  nay,  it  seized  on  it  with  a  maddening, 
irresistible  grasp ;  by  night  and  by  day,  I  dreamt  only  of  her.  Clara 
Newton  was,  from  the  hour  I  firat  saw  her,  the  idol  of  my  soul ;  but  she 
took  no  heed  of  me.  She  was  the  only  child  of  one  of  the  richest  mer- 
chants  in  London,  and  I  only  a  humble  clerk.  Oh,  Eva,  had  you  been 
here,  you  would  have  counsefled  me  against  thus  madly  yielding  myself 
to  the  influence  of  a  passion  so  hopeless ;  but  you  were  rar  away,  and  I 
eould  not  bring  myself  to  write  to  you  on  the  subject  I  feit  that  my 
only  theme  would  be  Clara  Newton,  and  I  feared  you  would  think  that  I 
had  given  her  all  the  love  which  was  your  due.  At  the  time  my  mad- 
ness — for  I  can  call  it  nothing  eise — was  at  its  height,  Henderson,  who 
was  one  of  my  fellow-clerks,  discovered  my  secret,  and  tendered  his 
advice  on  the  subject;  he  told  me  not  to  despair — he  flattered  me.  I 
urged  my  poverty,  and  lowly  condition ;  he  seid  he  could  show  me  a 
way  to  become  rieh  and  wealthy,  as  Clara  herseif  was.  Eva,  spare  me 
the  agony  of  relating  all  the  steps  by  which  I  felL  Young,  totally 
Ignorant  of  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  blinded  by  a  fatal  passion,  I 
listened  to  the  tempter,  who  had  all  the  art  of  the  Evd  One ;  bydegrees, 
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he  drew  me  completely  into  bis  power,  and  at  length  1  qüitted  Mr. 
Bflis,  on  pretence  of  having  obtained  a  better  Situation  elsewhere,  and 
took  up  my  abode  with  Henderson  and  his  accomplice  in  this  house. 

"And  Clara  Newton?" 

"  Soon  did  I  discover  all  the  villany  of  Henderson.  She  married  a 
man  of  rank,  to  whom  she  bad  long  been  engaged ;  but  though  I  had  no 
longer  the  mothre  which  led  me  on  to  tbe  sinful  and  desperate  career  in 
which  I  had  embarked,  I  coold  not  now  escape ;  too  deeply  bad  I  com- 
mitted  myself—  I  was  in  tbe  toils  of  tbe  villains,  and  they  were  too 
strong  for  me  to  break  through.  But  Clara's  marriage  bad  opened  my 
eyes  to  the  folly,  tbe  deep  heinousness  of  my  conduct ;  and  suddenly  as 
my  love  bad  come,  so  raßidly  did  it  vanish,  and  I  almost  hated  her,  as 
the  cause,  though  the  innooent  one,  of  my  ruin.  And  now,  what  re- 
mainB  to  me  ?  Lsave  me,  leave  me,  my  sister,  to  fall  alone :  this  house 
is  no  place  for  you.  I  can  bear  all  that  must  come  upon  me,  so  you  are 
safe  and  happy." 

"  Leave  you,  Claude  ?  Never !  I  am  come  to  save  you — Ernest  will 
help  me.  You  shall  not  remain  another  hour  in  this  den  of  wickedness. 
Ernest  is  now  gone  to  secure  places  in  an  American  vessel  which  sails 
to-night.  In  an  hour's  time  he  will  he  awaiting  us  in  the  next  street 
Thanks  to  his  munificence,  we  shall  have  enougb  to  live  on  in  honesty  in 
a  distant  land.  Thither  will  I  accompany  you ;  and  there,  far  irora 
your  betrayers,  you  shall  strive,  by  a  life  of  honesty  and  penitence,  to  win 
the  pardon  of  Heaven,  and  make  restitution  to  those  you  have  so  deeply 
injured. 

VIII. 

It  was  a  fine  moonKght  night,  and  the  stars  were  shining  with  intenäe 
briUiancy,  when  Ernest,  Claude,  and  Eva  reached  tbe  docks.  In  the 
basin  lay  a  fine  American  ship,  whose  anchor  was  already  weigbed,  and 
which,  takmg  advantage  of  tbe  fresh  breeze  then  springing  up,  was  jost 
on  the  point  of  sailing.  A  boat  awaited  Claude  and  bis  sister.  Ernest 
made  one  last  effort. 

"  Eva,"  he  said,  in  a  low,  sad  voice,  "  all  is  now  ready,  your  luggage 
is  all  on  board,  and  I  hope,  short  as  the  time  for  preparation  has  beea, 
you  will  find  every  requisite  for  your  comfort  provided.  But  can  it 
reaUy  be  that  you  will  leave  me  ?"  and  he  looked  sadly  in  her  face. 
"  Must  I  for  ever  be  deprived  of  the  joy  of  calling  you  mine  ?  Eva, 
must  the  cup  of  happiness  which,  three  brief  days  smce,  was  almost  at 
my  ups,  be  dashed  nway  for  ever  ?  Oh,  dearest,  say,  only  say  that  you 
have  been  trying  the  strength  of  my  constancy,  and  my  love  shall  make 
all  your  past  troubles  seem  as  nothing." 

fiut  she  wavered  not. 

"  Dearest  Ernest,  my  path  in  life  is  chosen,"  she  said ;  <(  it  is  the  only 
path  of  duty,  and,  sad  though  it  may  be,  I  shall  never  regret  it  For 
the  rest  of  my  life  I  must  walk  at  his  side  ;*  and  she  poiuted  to  her 
brother,  who  was  some  paces  in  advance,  buried  in  a  melancholy  reverie. 

"  Noble-minded  girl  f  who  could  be  vicious  with  thee  beside  bim  T 
exclaimed  her  lover,  as  he  led  her  to  the  boat.  Claude  moved  like  one 
in  a  dream,  almost  unconsciously.      Ernest's  features  were  convubed 
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witji  the  agony  of  parting  thus  from  hia  loved  one,  in  all  probability  for 
ever.  Still  did  he  hold'  her  hand  with  a  convulsiva  grasp,  and  as  ha 
drew  her  to  him,  as  if  he  never  oould  resign  her,  she  feit  his  hot  teare 
hedew  her  forehead.     After  a  long,  long  embraee,  he  rejeased  kor.  • 

"  Farewell !  and  may  Heaven  blese  you,  beloved  Ernest,"  she  said,  as 
he  placed  her  in  the  boat.  He  feit  himself  choking — he  could  not 
answer  her,  bat  he  shook  the  hand  of  the  dream-like  Claude,  and  theu 
tnrned  away.  Two  dark  figures,  who  had,  unseen,  heen  watching  them, 
hastily  advanced ;  a  stern  hand  was  laid  on  the  Shoulder  of  Claude : 

"  Ybung  man,  you  are  our  prisoner,"  said  a  xough  voice ;  "  we  arreet 
you  in  the  king'a  name." 

They  were  the  officers  of  justice,  who  had  been  tracking  him  all  day. 
Henderson  and  Hall  were  already  in  custody ;  and  now,  when  just  on  the 
verge  of  safety,  Claude  was  made  a  prisoner.  Long  had  the  poÜce  been  on 
the  scent  of  the  gang,  and  only  that  very  day  had  discovered  their  mid* 
night  haunt.  Claude  Neville  was  conveyed  to  gaol,  and  lodged  in  die 
same  prison  with  his  old  associates. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  whole  affair  became  public,  for.  these  were 
no  common  forgers,  and  the  ingenuity  and  ability  which  they  had 
shown,  rendered  it  a  case  of  more  than  ordinary  notoriety.  Claude'» 
name,  hitherto  unknown  beyond  his  native  village,  met  the  eye  in  every 
newspaper ;  and  portraits  of  the  priaoners,  and  drawings  of  the  cellar 
wherein  their  trade  was  carried  on,  were  sold  and  bought  with  avidity. 

And  what  became  of  Eva?  She  had  borne  up  nobly :  by  Ernest 's  in«* 
fluence,  she  obtained  leave  to  visit  her  brother  daily ;  and  concealiog  her 
own  mental  aufferinga,  strove  by  every  possible  means  to  strengthen  and 
support  him.  She  did  not  palhate  his  sins,  for  she  feit  it  was  no  time  to 
act  so  cruel  a  part,  since  in  those  daya  forging  was  a  capital  offence ; 
bnt  she  strove,  with  all  a  sister's  untuing  love,  to  awaken  Üb  mind  from 
the  Stupor  into  which  it  had  fallen,  and  ronse  it  to  penitence. 

The  day  of  trial  came.  Claude  and  his  associates  were  placed  at  the 
bar.  Eva  was  present ;  and  by  her  aide  sat  Ernest,  who  could  not  be 
prevailed  on,  by  any  entreaties  or  remonstrances  on  her  part,  to  leave  her. 
The  court  was  crowded;  for  the  youth  and  interesting  appearance  of 
Claude  had  a  gxeat  interest  for  the  spectators;  and  when  it  became 
,  known  that  Eva  was  his  sister,  and  that  the  high-born  Ernest — the  re- 
nowned  Captain  Graham — was  her  lover,  it  became  indeed  a  case  for 
romance  to  delight  in.  Eva  grieved  at  the  publicity  which  had  been 
drawn  on  the  latter ;  but  he  possessed  high  moral  as  well  as  physical 
courage,  nor  could  all  the  surprise  of  the  fashionable  world,  nor  its  com- 
ments,  move  him ;  and  sitting  now  heside  the  pale,  altered  form  of  her  he 
loved  with  such  untiring  constancy  and  devotion — whom  he  would  have 
married  from  the  foot  of  the  gallows — he  noticed  not  that  the  eyes  of  all 
were  on  them,  but  held  her  hand  in  his  own  ;  icy  oold  it  was,  and  all  her 
efforts  oould  not  conceal  from  him  that  her  heart  was  aJmost  breaking 
with  agonising  suspense.  Claude  pleaded  guilty,  but  his  comrades  took 
their  trial ;  the  evidence,  however,  was  strong  against  them,  and  after  oc- 
cupying  the  court  all  day,  a  verdict  was  brought  in  against  them  all.  The 
judge  put  on  the  black  cap ;  Ernest  feit  the  small,  thin  hand  he  held 
quiver  convulsively:  they  were  all  condemned  to  death.  Eva  heard  the 
sentence :  she  had  believed  herseif  prepared  for  the  worst,  but  she  had 
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evuu'ated  her  atrength ;  ne  feil  down  inaouaiblo,  ullenug  &  pierang 
ahriek,  which  rang  feWugh  the  eourt.  She  only  heard  tiie  sentence  of 
dnarfi  pronounoed ;  but  she  did  not  hear  die  aubaeqoent  dedaratm  of 
the  judge,  that  in  coiwequence  of  Claude'e  youth  and  penitence,  that  sen- 
tence  would  only  be  raeorded,  in  bis  oaae,  and  would  be  commuted  to 
transportation  for  life.  A  brain-fever  eebed  upon  Eva,  and  fbr  days  after 
the  trial  she  lay  in  unooiieeioueneaa  of  all  around  her.  Oh,  how  bitterry 
did  Claude  bewail  that  he  eoold  not  be  near,  to  watch  over  and  mme 
her!  and  how  earaestly  did  he  desire  that  her  pure  bright  spirit  nrigfat 
pasa  away,  and  that  ehe  might  not  again  awake  to  a  knowledge  of  all  the 
miaery  which,  through  him,  had  blighted  her  onoe  sunny  existence !  The 
day  came  for  him  to  leaye  England,  and  Era  lay  apparently  at  the  point 
«f  deaih.  Ernest  aaw  Claude  jnat  befbre  he  was  taken  away  front  bis 
prbon ;  he  bronght  him  a  trest  of  hu  sister's  raven  hair,  which  he  had 
eerered  himself  from  her  head,  daring  her  delirium ;  and  it  seemed  a 
eomfbrt  to  the  unhappy  brother  to  know,  that  in  all  probability  her  auf- 
ferings  would  very  anortly  be  terminated  by  deaih.  In  thia  belief  he  left 
England 

It  is  aatonishing  from  what  deadly  illnessea  people  often  rally.  Long- 
did  the  faithful  Ernest  watch  orer  Era,  and  long  did  she  lie  in  her  deanV 
Ehe  tranoe.  But  auddenly  she  awoke,  and  her  delirium  was  gone,  sad 
hiopes  of  her  life  were  again  giren  to  him.     And  ahe  did  rccover — slowly, 

Csurely,  and  Ernest  was,  ere  long,  able  to  teil  her  the  joyful  news  of 
brother  being  yet  alive.  From  that  hour  she  rapidly  mended ;  and, 
though  neyer  again  did  the  glow  of  health  tinge  her  cbeeka,  or  the  bright 
smile  of  old  again  hght  her  onoe  sunny  eyea,  new  energy  took  powoonon 
of  her  mind ;  she  bore  her  sorrows  meekly,  and  no  word  that  was  not 
rangned  and  patient  was  heard  from  her  Ups.  A  new  task  seemed  allotted 
to  her;  she  resolyed  to  work  hard  at  some  honest  employment,  and  en- 
deayour  to  gain  a  sufficient  sum  to  enable  her  to  fbllow  her  brother.  She 
knew  that»  after  a  tarne,  conyicts  were,  on  ibeir  good  eonduct,  permitted 
tolive  at  large  in  Australia,  the  place  to  which  he  was  sent ;  and  shede- 
termined  to  gr? e  herseif  no  rest  until  she  had  earned  sufficient  to  aacure 
to  Claude  and  herseif  a  competenoe  in  that  distant  land.  Gladly  woeH 
Ernest  have,  at  onoe,  Bettled  on  her  an  income  adequate  to  the  accom- 

Cishment  of  all  her  wishes ;  but  he  saw  how  the  idea  of  working  fbr  her , 
■etiler  gave  her  new  life,  and  he  knew  that  aotive  employment,  under- 
taken  from  such  a  motive,  would  be  the  most  likely  means  of  heafing  her 
wetmded  spirit,  and  prerent  her  heart  from  breaking.  He,  therefbre, 
eontented  himself  with'seoonding  all  her  plana,  and  aiding  her  to  put  tfaem 
into  executioo.  Joyfully  would  he  yet  nave  made  her  bis  wife,  but  her 
msolutions  were  unahaken  aa  ever;  and  heving  obtained  a  Situation  fbr 
her  in  one  of  the  largeat  towna  in  the  north,  where  ahe  waa  quite  un- 
kaown ;  aeeing  it  vain  to  endeavour  to  regain  hia  own  peace  of  mind, 
exnept  by  an  actiye  life,  he  obtained  a  eommiasion  in  a  regiment  going 
abroad  on  foreign  Service,  and  left  England. 

IX. 

Thibtees  yeara  had  passed  away  since  the  eventa  narrated  in  the  fore- 
gorog  cbaptera  took  place,  when  one  eyening  a  solitary  hoxseman  was 
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to  enter  the  qoiet  aad  secluded  village  of  South  Weidern,  m  Devon» 
and  put  up  at  the  mall  village  inn.  Although  unattended,  and  only  on 
horseback,  bis  appearance  Lad  interest  for  tfae  villagers;  for  South 
Weidern  was  one  of  the  most  sequestered  spots  in  England,  and  rarely, 
▼ery  rarely,  did  any  «tränier  penetrate  to  it.  Indeed,  the  state  of  the 
roads  rendered  it  almoet  maceessible,  and  it  was  nearly  impossible  te 
noch  it  in  any  other  manner  than  on  fbot  or  on  horseback.  Yet,  when  it 
was  reached,  the  traveller  was  amply  repaid  for  the  fatigues  he  had 
vndergone  by  its  extreme  loveliness.  On  the  north,  east,  and  west,  lofty 
hüls  sheltered  it ;  and  on  the  south  lay  the  bold,  the  boundless,  the  ever* 
besuüful  sea.  The  village  was  inhabited  by  none  but  poor  fishermen, 
and  in  all  matters  of  the  world  they  were  as  Ignorant  as  could  be ;  though, 
thanks  to  tfae  untiring  exertions  of  a  faithful  and  devoted  pastor,  who  had 
been  many  years  amongst  them,  they  were  in  a  more  bopeful  State,  as  re» 
garded  piety  and  morals,  than  is  generally  the  case  in  most  villages.  The 
pioturesque  little  ehurch  was  kept  neat  and  in  repair,  with  commendable 
seal ;  and  eaeh  day  its  musical  old  bell,  whose  tone  spoke  of  days  long 
gone  by,  ealled  the  people  to  prayer  and  praise.  No  weeds  were  allowea 
to  grow  in  the  chnrchyard ;  and  the  friends  of  the  lowly  dead  took  a  pride 
in  adorning  their  last  resting-plaee  with  roses,  fuschias,  and  all  the 
▼arioufl  flowers  which,  in  that  lovely  oliroate,  bloom  all  the  year  round  in 
the  open  air.  Altogether,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  lovelier  spot  than 
the  romantac  and  sequestered  little  village  of  South  Weidern. 

So  thonght  the  traveller  as  he  strolled  through  it  He  was  a  man  about 
forty-ßix  years  of  age,  though  his  ^ronsed  visage,  and  the  active  Service 
which  he  had  seen,  made  lnm  look  older.  His  bearing  was  martial  and 
dignified;  but  years  spent  in  foreign  countries  had  told  on  his  ap- 
pearance. Need  we  teil  our  readers  that  this  was  Ernest,  who  had  jnst 
retnrned  to  England  for  the  first  time  since,  thirteen  years  ago,  he  had 
departed  from  it»  to  seek  peace  of  mind  and  forgetfulness  of  the  past? 
And  had  he  sncceeded?  In  the  battle-field  who  so  daring  or  so  brave? 
Bot  though  time  and  hard  Service  had  eased  the  lead-like  load  which  onee 
lay  upon  his  heart,  his  love  was  nnchanged  and  unchangeable.  The  pale, 
mild  image  of  the  afflicted  girl,  so  uneomplaining,  so  devoted,  had  been 
ever  befbre  him ;  and  yielding  at  length  to  his  desire  to  see  her  once 
more,  he  took  advantage  of  the  peace  which  was  for  a  time  restored  to 
Europe,  and,  obtaining  leave  of  absence,  returned  to  England,  and  pro- 
eeeded  to  the  town  in  which  he  had  left  Eva,  in  quest  of  her.  He  found 
that  she  had  quitted  her  Situation,  and  gone  into  the  south ;  but  her  late 
employers,  by  whom  she  was  mnch  esteemed,  were  able  to  give  him  her 
address ;  and,  after  several  days'  hard  riding,  he  arrived,  as  we  have  seen, 
at  Sooth  Weidern. 

After  an  admiring  glanee  at  the  lovely  seene  befbre  him,  he  walked 
with  impatient  Steps  towards  the  cottage  pointed  out  to  him  as  Miss 
Neville's.  It  was  a  humble  bnt  picturesque  little  edifice,  dose  to  the 
ehurch.  The  roof  was  thatched,  and  the  froot  of  the  house  was  nearly 
covered  with  roses,  woodbine,  and  clematts.  There  was  a  pretty  garden 
attached  to  it,  which  bore  evidence  of  being  tended  with  no  common 
care ;  and  in  the  rustic  porch  sat  two  persons,  enjoying  the  mild  evening 
air.  The  quick  eye  of  Ernest  at  once  recognised  Eva,  but  the  gentleman 
at  her  side  he  knew  not;  and  a  sharp,  jealous  pang  shot  through  his 
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heart,  for  he  saw  that  he  held  Eva's  hand  in  his  own.    Ernest  advanced 
to  the  wicket.     The  noise  he  raade  in  opening  it  canaed  Eva  to  look  up, 
and  with  a  cry  of  joy  she  sprang  to  him.     Her  companion  also  rose,  and 
held  out  his  hand :  it  was  Claude.     For  a  time  they  were  all  speechless 
with  emotion;  hut  by  degrees  they  grew  calmer,  and  were  able  to 
notice  the  alteration  which  thirteen  years  had  made  in  the  appearance  of 
each  one  of  thera.     Claude  was  much  altered.     Remorse  and  sufferings 
had  quite  aged  him ;  so  that,  though  only  a  little  past  thirty,  he  looked 
almost  old.     Eva's  once  raven  hair  was  becoming  prematurely  grey,  but 
her  sweet  eyes  still  shone  with  mild  and  subdued,  but  affectionate  lustre; 
for  though  grief  had  saddened,  it  had  not  soured  her  dispoaition,  bat  it 
had  brought  out  all  the  lovely  traits  of  her  character ;  and  the  blight 
which  had  fallen  on  her  earthly  happiness  made  her  cling  with  redoubled 
tenacity  to  the  hope  of  a  heavenly  inheritance,  and  bend  all  her  energies 
to  its  attainment.    She  had,  indeed,  feit  at  first  forsaken  when  Eroest  left 
her,  and  Claude  was  far  away,  and  she  found  a  life  of  constant  toil  almost 
too  much  for  her  strength,  and  the  Company  of  her  workmates— 40 
greatly  her  inferiors — almost  unendurable ;  but  a  strong  aense  of  dnty 
had  supported  her,  and  the  hope  of  at  length  following  her  brother  lent 
her  untiring  energy.     Claude  had  left  England  nnder  the  belief  that  his 
sister  was  no  more ;  great,  therefore,  was  ms  surprise  on  receiving  a  letter 
from  her.     Scarce  could  he  rejoice  at  her  recoTery,  for  he  had  believed 
her  to  be  beyond  the  reach  of  further  woe ;  but  her  constant  lettere, 
breathing,  as  they  did,  only  piety,  resignation,  and  love,  were  infinitely 
consoling  to  him,  torn  as  he  was  with  shame  and  remorse.     He  bore  ms 
fate  in  exile  patiently,  and  soon  became  noticed  by  those  in  authority  for 
his  uniform  good  conduct.   Deeply  penitent  for  his  past  error«,  he  strove, 
by  every  means  in  his  power,  to  be  useful  to  his  feflow-convicts ;  and  he 
was  so  succeasful,  and  effected  so  much  good  amongst  them,  that  at 
length,  having  been  the  instrument  of  detecting  and  preyenting  a  dan- 
gerous  mutiny,  after  twelve  years'  transportation  he  received  a  free 
pardon,  with  leave  to  return  to  his  native  land.     This  pardon  he  partly 
owed  to  the  influence  of  Ernest,  who,  though  far  away,  never  ceased  using 
all  his  exertions  to  obtain  it.     He  had  powerful  friends,  high  in  office; 
and  thus,  most  unexpectedly,  did  the  poor  outcast  again  tread  the  shores 
of  his  native  land.     Oh !  who  can  paint  the  meeting  of  the  brother  and 
sister,  or  describe  the  affectionate  pride  with  which  she  conveyed  him  to 
the  asylum  which  her  industry  had  procured  for  him,  far  from  the  haunts 
of  vice,  where  no  word  of  reproach  should  recal  the  past,  and  no  scenes 
awaken  remorse  in  his  breast.   Here,  she  fondly  hoped,  amongst  nature's 
loreliest  scenes,  Claude  would  recover  his  health ;  for  she  grieved  to  see 
that  the  hardships  of  his  exile  had  made  sad  inroads  on  his  constitutioD. 
They  had  now  resided  a  year  in  South  Weidern,  and  were  beloved  by  the 
whole  village ;  for  most  assiduous  were  they  in  assisting  the  good  old 
pastor  in  the  cares  of  his  parish,  and  almost  their  whole  time  was  spent 
in  working  under  his  directum.     Each  day  saw  the  brother  and  sister  in 
their  place  at  church ;  each  day  found  them  at  their  works  of  charity  and 
mercy.     And  the  blessings  of  the  poor  people  whom  they  dexiied  tbem- 
selves  to  succour  were  not  without  effect ;  for  peace  was  theira,  and  tbe 
presence  of  Ernest  seemed  to  complete  their  happiness. 

For  some  months  did  Colonel  Graham  sojourn  with  them,  entering 
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with  lively  interest  into  all  their  simple  pursaits,  and  aiding  them  in  their 
works  of  mercy  both  with  money  and  personal  assistance ;  but  at  length 
bis  leave  of  absence  expired,  and  he  was  recalled  to  the  continent,  where 
his  presence  was  urgenuy  required.  With  a  promise  of  returning  as  soon 
as  possible,  he  therefore  reluctantly  quitted  South  Weidern,  and  again 
left  England. 

X. 

At  the  end  of  three  years,  Ernest  was  still  abroad,  and  daily  winning 
new  laureis;  but  he  cared  little  for  them,  for  the  love  of  ferne  had  long 
since  been  displaced  by  a  far  deeper  passion.  Years — long  years — had 
oome  and  gone,  and  Eva  still  kept  undivided  possession  of  that  manly 
heart.     She  was,  indeed, 

Hissoul's  flrst  idol,and  its  last. 

Sympathising,  therefore,  with  her  as  he  did,  great  was  his  sorrow  to  re* 
oeive  the  announoement  of  the  death  of  her  beloved  brother.  He  was  not 
surprüed&t  the  intelligence,  for  when  at  South  Weidern,  he  had  plainly 
seen  that  Claude  inherited  the  con6umptive  Constitution  of  his  mother, 
and  that  disease  was  even  then  fastening  on  his  vitals. 

War  was  still  raging ;  but  though  bis  conduct  excited  some  surprise, 
Ernest  lost  not  a  moment  in  laying  down  his  commission,  and  returning 
to  eoneole  the  bereaved  sister.  He  found  her  much  altered,  but  bearing 
up,  even  under  this  last  stroke,  with  heavenly  resignation.  She  told 
him  all  the  particulars  relating  to  Claude's  illness  and  death.  She  spoke 
much  of  his  patient  endurance  of  suffering,  his  unutterable  love  to  her* 
seif,  and  his  messages  to  him  ;  and  she  spoke  without  tears.  She  told 
of  his  peaceful  end,  and  how,  at  the  last,  he  looked  again  as  he  used  to 
look  in  his  boyhood.  She  told  how  she  had  followed  him  to  the 
grave ;  and,  leading  Ernest  to  the  little  churchyard,  pointed  out  Claude's 
last  resting-place.  It  was  underneath  an  aged  yew,  close  under  the 
shadow  of  the  old  ivy-mantled  tower,  and  a  simple  white  cross  marked 
the  spot,  inscribed  only  with  his  initials,  and  these  words  firom  Holy 
Writ: 

Thy  brother  shall  rise  again. 

Ernest  shed  tears  over  the  touching  memorial;  but  Eva  wept  not; 
her  eyes  were  turned  to  heaven,  and  it  seemed  as  if  she  rather  sought  the 
loved  one  there,  than  beneath  the  sod.  Ernest  was  Struck  with  her 
manner — so  calm,  so  alroost  unearthly.  He  knew  not  that  her  grief 
was  becoming  each  day  more  absorbed  in  the  conviction  that  her  own 
days  were  drawing  to  a  close — that  short,  very  short,  would  be  the  time 
of  her  Separation  from  her  brother. 

Ernest  took  up  his  abode  in  the  village,  but  each  day  found  him  by 
the  side  of  his  ever-loved  Eva ;  and  again,  with  all  the  fervency  of  ms 
youthful  love,  he  renewed  his  suit. 

u  Listen  to  me,  Eva,"  he  iraplored.  "  I  have  loved  you  so  very  long, 
so  untiringly,  so  devotedly " 

She  turned  on  him  a  calm^  sweet  smile. 

"  Ernest,  dearest,"  she  said,  "  but  a  few  weeks,  and  I  shall  He  beside 
my  brother  under  that  old  yew ;  a  few  weeks,  and  I  shall  be  with  him 
forever.     Nay,  think  not  that  I  am  filled  with  vain  fancies — do  you 
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know,"  and  ahe  lowered  her  vo&ce,  and  her  tones  seexned  to  have  lüde  of 
earth  in  them,  and  her  eyea  sparkled  with  unnatural  brilliancy — "  do  you 
know,  I  often  see  Claude.  I  have  not  been  abie  to  aleep  mnch  amce  ha 
death ;  but  I  dWt  mind  that,  for  he  always  comeB  and  Stands  by  my  bed, 
and  beckoos  me  away ;  and  sometixnes  my  parents  are  with  Lim,  and 
they  all  smile  so  sweetly  on  me ;  and,  oh !  I  ao  so  long  to  be  wäh  them ; 
for,  Ernest,  this  world  is  very  dreary,  and  I  so  long  for  rest." 

Days  passed  by,  and  Ernest  feared  to  say  more  on  the  subject  of  his 
love;  for  he  saw  that  the  presentiment  of  her  death  had  sexsed  on  Eva; 
tat  never  had  he  so  clnng  to  her  in  her  youthful  Wellness,  as  he  now 
did  to  that  blighted  and  fading  bring.  He  could  scarceir  bear  to  bare 
her  out  of  his  sight ;  and,  day  after  dar,  he  aceompanied  ner  to  clrareh, 
and  supported  her  failing  footsteps  to  the  abodes  of  her  poor  pensionen ; 
for,  in  proportion  as'  her  strength  declined,  her  desire  to  do  good  to  othen 
seemed  redoubled.  By  degrees,  the  sad  truth  dawned  on  Ernest»  and  he 
feit  that  her  presentiments  were  only  too  well  founded.  Long  and  nobly 
had  she  borne  up,  but  she  had  not  to  endure  much  longer ;  this  worfl 
was  too  cold  ana  uncongenial  for  a  Ioving,  devoted  soul  like  bers,  and 
she  seemed  each  day  as  if  ehe  were  getting  nearer  to  the  woild  of 
spirits.  To  her  faithful  Ernest  she  was  always  affectionate,  but  her  heait 
seemed  to  be  most  with  those  bright  shaaowy  ones  who  visited  her 
couch. 

She  grew  weaker  and  weaker,  and  at  length  could  not  Ieave  the  honst, 
except  when  Ernest  bore  her  in  his  arms  to  the  porch,  to  enjoy  the  sam- 
mer air.  Months  passed  away,  and  yet  she  lingered  on  eaiih,  thoogh 
her  whole  soul  had  long  been  in  heaven. 

"  Ernest,'*  she  said  to  him  one  evening,  as  he  sat  in  his  nsual  pUee 
beside  her  couch,  "  this  is  the  anniversary  of  Claude's  death,  and  I  snould 
like  once  more  to  visit  his  grave  before  I  am  laid  in  it  Will  you  carry 
me  thither?" 

He  bore  her  in  his  arms  to  the  spot,  and  placed  her  on  the  sod,  seatbg 
himself  at  her  side.  She  Iooked  slowly  all  around  her,  and  then  her 
eyes  sought  hb  face,  and  seemed  to  linger  over  the  perusal  of  his  noUe 
but  careworn  features. 

"  Ernest,  my  beloved  !n  she  said — and  deep  affection  was  in  her  voice 
and  looks — "  dasp  me  once  more  to  your  heart,  for  I  am  very  cold. 
Ernest,  you  will  soon  join  Claude  and  me?*'  He  could  not  answerher, 
but  he  claspedher  in  his  arms.  "Ernest,**  she  faintly  whispered,  aäo 
you  not  see  Claude  waiting  for  me  ?    Beloved,  I  am  Coming.9* 

Her  head  feil  back  on  Emest* s  Shoulder,  and  as  he  pressed  his  ups  to 
bers,  her  last  breath  passed  away  in  that  embrace. 

It  was  the  day  after  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  and  a  wounded  offioer  lay 
on  the  field.  With  a  convulsive  grasp  he  drew from  his  bosOm  two  long 
tresses  of  hair;  one  was  black  as  iet,  the  other  sprinkled  withgrey.  Ee 
pressed  them  fervently  to  his  parched  lips.  His  thoughts  wandered  for  a 
moment  to  his  native  land ;  they  hovered  over  a  grave  marked  by  a 
white  cross — but  a  moment  they  hovered  there,  for  a  bright  form  seemed 
to  pass  before  him.  "Eva,"  he  murmured,  "mine,  at  last,  for  ever!* 
And,  with  that  fond  name  on  his  lips,  the  noble  Ernest  sank  in  death. 
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And  ehe  was  lost— and  vet  I  breathed, 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life; 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed, 

And  itungmy  erery  thought  to  rtrife.— Tfc  Giatmr. 

L 

"  Seven  days ! — seven  long,  sad  days  !*  sighed  a  voice,  musical,  but 
in  accents  too  plainly  tinctured  with  the  tremulous  discord  of  sorrow. 

"  Sad  days,  tnily I"  echoed  the  deeper  though  not  less  mournful  tones 
of  a  man's  voice,  which  caused  the  first  Speaker  to  tunvatartled,  for  she 
had  sighed  forth  her  sorrow  in  the  belief  of  utter  loneliness.  A  white 
hand  returned  to  its  confining  comb  a  stray  tress  of  raren  blackness ;  a 
pair  of  large  dark,  tearful  eyes  were  timorously  raised ;  an  instant  more, 
and  doubt  was  banished — a  hesitating  foot  advanced,  and  for  some  mo- 
ments  of  renewed  happiness  her  head  rested  silently  on  his  breast.  Anon 
she  raised  it,  and,  still  clasped  in  his  embrace,  with  cheeks  still  tearful, 
she  asked,  in  low  and  earnest  tones : 

"  Why,  Gerard — why  has  it  been  thus  with  us?" 

"  There  are  but  two  things  which  could  so  rouse  me — forgire  me." 
And,  after  a  pause,  he  continued,  "  I  should  have  warned  you,  but  trusted 
rather  to  the  thousand  chances  that  they  would  escape  your  notice,  than 
feared  the  one  that  you  would  haply  find  them.  In  the  same  course  of 
things  which  discovered  to  you  the  one,  is  a  warning  finger  which  forbids 
me  to  conceal  the  other ;  and  yet — how  I  love  you,  you  know — but 
why » 

He  hesitated ;  and  here  a  pair  of  dewy  Ups  put  an  end  to  the  first 
difference  between  the  young  wife  and  her  older  nusband.  The  pair  were 
Standing  on  a  terrace  which  orerlooked  the  sea,  whose  wayelets,  after 
rippfing  oyer  a  sunken  reef,  lazily  broke  upon  the  beach  far,  far  below. 
The  warm  glow  of  a  summer  sunset  overspread  the  west  when  they  first 
met,  but  its  many  glorious  hues  faded  one  by  one  unheeded ;  unheeded, 
too,  the  evening  star  came  peering  through  its  misty  veil  of  fading  gold, 
and,  one  by  one,  love-led,  the  twinkling  followers  of  her  train  flashed 
forth,  and  Defore  the  terrace  was  vacant,  the  sky  was  left  to  their  pale 
radiance. 

The  pair  thus  introduced  were  man  and  wife  ;  they  had  not  been  long 
wedded.  It  was  but  four  months  since  the  mystic^words  had  made  two 
one,  and  yet  angry  words  had  passed  between  them ;  but  it  was  over : 
this  was  their  first  difference,  and  thus  it  ended.  Its  history  is  of  no 
moment ;  but  of  theirs,  a  few  words. 

Mr.  Iredale  was  essentially  a  man  of  passion:  anything  which  en- 
grossed  his  feelings,  did  so  for  the  time  to  the  almost  insane  exclusion  of 
all  eise.  His  anger  was  madness,  and  not*  less  so  his  love.  In  the  East 
Indies  he  had  passed  his  early  manhood,  to  which  may  be  attributed  the 
presence  in  his  house  of  much  Oriental  nicknackery.  He  had  sailed  the 
pirate-haunted  straits,  and  seen  the  spicy  Islands  of  the  south,  as  well  as 
the  jungles,  riTers,  ruins,  and  roeky  mountain-passes  of  more  northern 
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India.  In  the  city  of  the  Hooghly  he  saw,  loved,  and  raarried  the  dark- 
eyed  daughter  of  a  Portuguese  merchant.  I  say,  he  loved  her ;  bat  no 
words  can  teil  his  passionate  adoration.  Not  Ion?  after,  he  went  to  reside 
many  hundred  miles  up  the  country,  accompanied  by  his  yolmg  wife.  In 
about  eighteen  months,  her  sudden  death,  not  without  suspicion  of  poison, 
threw  him  into  a  frenzy  of  grief ;  for  some  time  no  one  could  come  near 
him, — when  the  fit  was  on  him,  the  devil  that  tore  the  sons  of  Sceva  was 
not  fiercer ;  far  longer  still  he  kept  the  body  of  his  wife  from  burial, 
and  at  last,  when  the  fear  of  pestilenee  had  dnven  almost  every  domestic 
from  the  house,  he  burnt  it  on  a  funeral  pyre,  and  with  his  own  hands 
collecting  the  ashes,  enclosed  them  in  a  china  urn,  which  she  had  used  to 
prize.  This  he  scarcely  ever  suffered  out  of  his  sight ;  fbr  years  after,  it 
was  his  companion  by  land  and  sea,  and  at  last  found  a  resting-place  in 

his  house  on  Rhudglath  Cliffs,  in  shire.      Here  he  long  lived  a 

gloomy,  hermit  life,  often  irritated  by  very  trifles,  if  they  reminded  him 
in  the  least  of  past  events.  On  these  occasions  his  fury  was  often  so 
terrible  that  the  servants  fled  from  the  house ;  then  foilowed  hours  of 
sorrow  unutterable,  when  he  would  shut  himself  up  for  days  of  fasting 
and  prayer.  In  time  the  intervals  between  these  fits  lengthened,  and 
then  ceased  almost  entirely. 

He  was  now  in  his  fortieth  year,  when  chance  threw  in  his  way  one  so 
like  his  dead  wife  that  she  seemed  to  live  again.  In  spite  of  differing 
age,  he  married  her  ;  four  months  after,  a  slight  incident  brought  on  one 
of  those  terrific  rages,  at  the  end  of  which  our  tale  opened.  He  then 
cautioned  her  of  the  only  other  means  of  renewing  it ;  told  her  of  his  early 
love,  that  she  shared  in  the  intensity  of  his  past  affection,  and  that  some 
influenae  stränge,  linking  the  present  to  the  past,  lay  under  a  black  pall 
which  covered  a  pedestal  in  his  study.  Any  attempt  to  pry  into  this,  he 
Said,  "  would  drive  him  mad."  The  next  thing  for  mention  is  the  birth 
of  a  daughter.  The  next,  to  teil  how  that  spirit  which  is  ever  prompting 
us  to  seek  the  hidden  side  of  the  veir  in  everything  eise  as  well  as  the 
future,  Ied  her  to  lift  the  forbidden  pall.  At  first  with  trembling  band, 
and  then  with  a  spasmodic  effort,  she  raised  its  shadowy  folds.  A  quaint 
old  china  vase  beneath  tottered  on  its  pedestal  and  feil  with  a  crash  upon 
the  floor.     She  fled  from  the  room  and  from  the  house. 

Let  him  return  and  find  it. 

IL 

He  has  come.  On  opening  the  door  he  was  Struck  speechless, 
passed  his  hand  once  or  twice  wildly  across  his  face,  and  then,  with 
a  roar  like  that  of  a  chafed  tiger,  frang  the  door  to.  •  He  feit  that 
the  fit  was  upon  him;  he  saw  that  the  one  thing  against  which  he 
had  prayed  had  befallen  him,  that  the  wife  so  loved  had  disregarded  his 
injunctions ;  he  feit  that,  warning  or  no  warning,  Providence,  or  fate,  or 
whatever  mysterious  power  you  will,  was  against  him.  Was  it  that  his 
inordinate  love  was  to  work  out  its  own  curse  ?  that  the  relics  of  his  dead 
idolatry,  thus  profaned,  were  to  supplant  his  living  idol,  to  replace  love 
by  hatred,  chenshing  care  by  persecution  ?  Some  such  thoughts  as  these 
rushed  through  his  mind  when  thought  first  came.  At  one  tarne  he 
frantically  paced  the  room ;  anon  he  shrieked,  and  groaned,  and  daahed 
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hifl  head  against  the  wall ;  and  finally,  exhausted,  flung  himself  upon  the 
ground  before  the  object  which  had  so  moved  him.  He  lay  in  front  of 
die  niche  in  which  the  mysterious  vase,  the  talisman  of  his  love,  was 
used  to  stände but  its  pedestal  was  unoccupied,  and  the  floor  in  front  was 
cumbered  with  a  heap  of  sherds ;  scattered  among  these,  however,  was  a 
blact,  ashy  powder,  with  here  and  there  a  charred  lump  ;  the  fragments 
were  widely  scattered,  bat  he  had  thrown  himself  down,  regardless  of 
their  jagged  points.  Hour  after  hour  he  lay  there.  The  light  which  he 
brought  in  with  him  flickered  in  its  socket  and  expired ;  late  in  the 
night,  the  moon,  as  it  rose,  cast  a  pale  glimmer  into  the  room,  and 
sparkled  on  the  broken  porcelain ;  by-aud-by  a  more  chilly  feeling  made 
him  shudder  and  look  up,  and  then  he  saw  that  the  moonlight  was  fast 
fading  into  the  pale  green  gleam  of  early  morning.  Such  violent 
emotion  could  not,  however,  subside  at  once  ;  his  mind  was  like  a  storm- 
swept  sea,  when  the  gale  has  passed,  and  the  yeasty  foam  of  the  first 
tumult  gradually  gives  place  to  long  undulations  of  froth-crowned  water ; 
the  crests  of  the  waves  alone  show  signs  of  anger,  but  ever,  as  his  fluctu- 
ating  thoughts  returned  to  their  grievance,  fresh  bursts  of  wrath  came 
over  him,  like  clouds  of  spray  from  the  ever-returning  waves  upon  the 
beach. 

As  he  gradually  came  to  himself,  his  thoughjts  seemed  to  be  borne 
currentwise  in  one  direction,  and  that  was  against  his  Lora.  He  de- 
termined  to  cast  off  the  first,  and  haply  last,  link  of  love  yet  left,  that 
the  remembrance  of  the  dead  might  not  Dreed  pity  for  the  living.  So,  in 
the  still  dim  twilight  he  arose,  and  from  a  pearl-mounted  cabinet,  covered 
with  impish  figures  by  some  Eastern  artist,  took  a  silken  scarf,  and  laid 
it  carerully  doubled  on  the  floor ;  he  then  collected  on  it  the  black  ashes 
so  insanely  loved,  and  all  their  kindred  dust,  and  carefully  wrapping  it, 
stepped  through  a  low  window  out  where  the  day  was  dawning.  Green 
had  given  place  to  grey,  and  as  he  ascended  the  Hill  at  the  back  of  the 
house,  a  tmge  of  pink  succecded;  this  changed,  by  the  "heavenly 
alchemy,'*  to  brightest  orange,  and  he  came  upon  the  summit  in  time  to 
catch  the  first  red  ray  fresh  from  the  Orient.  He  stood  on  the  highest 
point  of  Rhudglath  Cliffs — a  lofty  hill  overlooking  the  sea,  which  im- 
mediately  below  being  thrown  into  shadow  by  a  projecting  headland 
eaatward,  looked  like  a  gulf  whose  depths  were  hidden  by  a  light  purple 
mist  At  this  lone  time  and  not  less  lonely  place,  himself  and  the 
height  on  which  he  stood  being  bathed  in  sunshine,  and  projecting 
brightly  into  the  cool,  grey  sky,  while  all  was  shade  below,  for  a  moment 
he  might  have  passed  for  "  Mercury,  new-lighted,"  or  better  for  that 
xnountain-man  of  brass  told  of  in  indian  story,  so  still  stood  he  in  the 

golden  sunlight  The  charm  is  over,  for  he  moves  and  speaks — ay,  and 
ow  wildly ! 
"  O  ruthless  memory  of  happiness,  for  ever  filtering  bitter  into  life ! 
O  poisonous  memory  of  balmy  Indian  gales,  of  azure  mountain-peaks,  of 
pahny  groves,  of  flowery  shrines,  of  days  of  love,  why  curse  me  with 
your  presence  ?  O  cherished  relics  of  too  great  a  love,  ye  have  passed 
through  fire ;  I  worshipped  the  star  of  my  love — is  it  for  that  ye  are 
become  a  curse  too  ?     Away,  for  ever  !*' 

As  these  words  left  his  lips,  he  shook  out  the  folds  of  the  scarf.  Its 
light  tezture  was  caught  by  the  gentle  morning  breeze,  a  slight  cloud  of 
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dust,  carried  seaward,  showed  him  that  the  material  link  to  past  tun« 
was  broken,  and  its  fragments  irretrievably  scattered. 

"  May  it  be  accepted,  and  lighten  me  of  all  its  lazar  influence !", 
The  amber  and  black  striped  silk  blew  out  in  curled  and  twisted 
wreaths,  as  it  undulated  like  a  golden  aerpent  preparing  to  take  night 
for  Faerydom;  the  forgetful  fingen  which  held  it  aloft  gradually 
loosened,  it  floated  gently  away,  and  was  soon  lost  to  sight  over  the 
edge  of  the  cliff.  How  long  he  xemained  we  care  not  to  consider. 
Thoughts  of  long  years  and  their  errors,  bot  chiefly  of  one  repeated, 
coursed  through  bis  mind ;  gradually  the  present  rose  up  before  him, 
and  he  remembered  what  he  had  just  done.  Somehow,  he  seeraed  to  be 
freed  from  an  evil  influence  which  had  long  dune  to  him;  then  he 
reviewed  the  angry  purpose  against  his  living  wifc;  a  better  feeling 
was  stealing  over  him;  he  first  determined  to  forgive — then — to  ask 
fomvenesa. 

But  Lora  had  seen  one  outburst  of  her  husband's  passion,  had  heard 
the  threat  if  he  were  provoked  again,  and  so  it  was  scareely  to  be  ex« 
pected  that,  uith  the  consciousness  of  having  this  time,  by  her  idk 
curiosity,  in  some  sort  deserved  his  wrath,  she  should  return  to  bear  it 
She  fled,  then,  to  her  father's  house,  and  prayed  him  with  the  most 
afiecting  earnestness  in  no  wise  to  let  Gerard  know  where  she  was.     Bat 
it  soon  came  to  her  ears  that  Mr.  Iredale  was  seeking  information  of 
every  one  relative  to  the  asylum  sought  by  his  fugitive  wife.     Little  did 
she  know  the  bitter  agony  he  endured  as  inquiry  after  inquiry,  journey 
after  journey,  were  found  all  vain.     Little  did  she  know  the  feehngs 
with  which  ne  sought  for  her ;  and  so  she  remained  concealed,  scaroeTy 
venturing  to  leave  the  solitary  lodge,  for  fear  of  meeting  some  one  who 
would  betray  her.     Her  father  received  a  letter  from  his  son-in-law, 
aaking  where  she  was ;  but  though  the  inward  purpose  of  Gerard  s  mind 
was  changed  towards  his  dear  wife,  he  did  not  expzess  in  that  communi- 
cation  any  kindly  spirit,  merely  demandmg  if  Lora  Iredale  was  oou- 
cealed  in  his  house.     To  this  the  old  man  very  unwillingly  returned  an 
evasive  reply,  sending  his  daughter  to  stay  a  week  with  an  aunt,  and 
then  writing  that  she  was  not  in  his  house.     I  say  he  did  this  un- 
willingly, it  is  true,  but  he  did  not  think  himself  justified  in  bringing 
the  husband  and  wife  together  wben  he  saw  the  dread  and  repugnanee 
of  his  daughter  to  meet  Gerard.     Her  sufferings  affected  him  deeply. 
His  health  had  long  been  bad ;  years  of  anziety  about  his  worldly  cir- 
cumstances,  and  a  naturally  feeble  Constitution,  had  rendered  him  un- 
equal  to  bear  this  last  affliction.     Truly  spake  the  poet  of  Colonos,  that 
"  a  slight  inclination  of  the  balance  sends  tne  aged  to  sleep  everlasting."* 
Lora's  sorrow  was  the  turn  of  the  scale  to  him,  and  so  the  old  man 
died.     His  daughter  found  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  her  to  remain 
at  the  lodge,  and  taking  advantage  of  the  absence  of  Mr.  Iredale,  who 
had  gone  to  seek  her  on  the  continent,  she  accepted  the  offer  of  a 
friend,  and  engaged  herseif  as  governess  to  a  family  who  were  about  to 
depart  for  India.     She  regretted  the  Separation  from  her  child,  but  her 
dread  of  Gerard's  violent  temper  overcame  every  other  feeling,  and  she 
had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  that  a  lady,  in  every  respect  qualified  for 

*  2pucpa  irakatk  am/mr  cvrafn  pom^     (Ed.  Tyr. 
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the  taak,  had  been  selected  by  her  husband  to  superintend  the  edacstion 
of  her  little  Margaret,  whose  Situation,  with  a  wayward  father  and 
estranged  mother,  woold  otherwise  have  been  troly  unhappy. 

in. 

Will  the  reader  bear  us  Company  on  a  long  journey  ?  We  must 
change  the  scene  for  one  very  different,  leaving  the  crombling  cliff,  with 
its  lone  house  and  stretching  sea-view,  fiar  away,  and  plunging  into  the 
tangled  thickets  of  an  Indian  vale.  Shaddocks,  cypresses,  and  banians, 
clothed  the  hill-aide,  glittering  in  every  variety  of  green.  In  the  dis- 
tance,  bathed  in  rainbow  hues,  the  snowy  mountain-peaks  and  sunset 
clouds  wer©  richly  blended ;  and,  in .  dark  relief  against  the  purple,  gold, 
and  crimson  in  the  sky,  towered  a  gigantic  pile  of  Moorish  masonry,  the 
maufloleum  of  forgotten  kings.  Minarets,  cupolas,  founts,  and  pilkrs  of 
rnarble  and  granite,  were  strewn  around  under  the  shade  of  palms  and 
nomegranates.  It  was  a  scene  of  stränge  desolation,  bat  not  of  solitude ; 
tat  a  traveller,  with  the  numerous  retinue  usual  in  India,  had  halted  for 
the  night  amongst  the  ruins,  and  pitched  his  tents  between  two  winged 
figores  of  colossal  size.  The  greater  number  of  the  party  were  natives 
—-the  grooms,  elephant-drivers,  and  coolies,  that  make  up  a  cavalcade  in 
the  East;  bat  their  maater  was  an  Englißhman,  a  tall,  swart  man,  with 
eyes  of  the  hoe  and  brilliancy  of  flammg  brimstone.  He  had  strolled 
away  from  his  servants,  and  stood  musing  befbre  an  arch  of  exquisite 
workmanship,  evidently  of  Hindoo  architecture,  its  entablature  scalptured 
over  with  oad  figures,  representing  the  mythicai  wax&re  of  the  eagle- 
borne  Siva  with  the  rebel  Datyas.  But  the  traveller  s  ponderings  were 
not  long  undisturbed;  for,  in  a  few  moments,  a  fantastic  figure,  with  elf- 
locks,  and  wrapped  in  a  Cashmere  shawl,  stood  before  him.  She  mut- 
tered  a  request  for  alma.  He  turned  away  to  avoid  her  importunity. 
But  the  Zingarra  was  not  so  easily  put  off;  she  followed  him  queruloualy, 
aaking  to  teil  his  fortune,  and  mingling  a  hundred  entreaties,  threats,  and 
prayera  in  sentences  hom  as  many  tongaes.  He  threw  her  money ;  but 
by  this  time  several  men  of  the  gipsy  gang  had  issued  from  the  sepulchre 
where  they  dwelt,  and  gathered  round  him — so  stränge  in  habit,  and  so 
weird  in  gesture,  that  they  might  have  suggested  to  a  painter  many  an 
attitude  fit  for  the  demon-haunted  men  of  Gadara,  whose  dwelling  was 
amidst  the  darksome  tombs.  But  listen !  What  was  it  in  their  babble 
that  could  fright  him  so  ?  What  was  it  that  made  him  press  his  brow, 
and  hearken  to  the  croakings  of  that  beggar-brood,  as  thoagh  their  words 
were  oracles  ?  This  rhyme,  shouted  in  shrill,  clear  tones,  above  the  songs 
of  revel  firom  the  camp,  above  the  loud  petitions  of  the  crowd,  above  the 
howlings  of  the  tawny  jackal : 

Say,  shall  rose  of  Shiraz's  piain, 

Tended  with  what  care  soever, 
Join  its  parent-stem  again? 

Never,  never. 
But  if  thy  pearl,  O  blue-eyed  stranger, 

Heir  of  hope  and  promise  blighted, 
Cleave  to  the  rock  in  spite  of  danger, 

Mother  and  child  shall  be  united. 

The  moon  arose  behind  the  Moslem  dorne,  bat  no  shadows  moved 
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amongst  its  ruins,  for  those  wild  words  were  fall  of  meaning  deep  and 
ominous  to  Gerard  Iredale;  and  with  all  haste  he  bade  his  servants 
change  their  course  at  once,  and  speed  to  the  next  seaport 

IV. 

It  had  been  a  dreary  autumn  day,  ushered  in  by  a  streng  breeze  from 
sea,  which  hourly  increased,  until,  while  darkness  was  not  near  by  an  hour 
or  tvvo,  it  blew  a  perfect  hurricane.   A  driving  mist,  which  had  saturated 
everything  all  day,  cleared  off.     The  visitors  and  inhabitants  of  a  small 
watering-place  at  the  foot  of  Rhudglath  Cliffs,  and  every  one  that  coold, 
had  come  out  upon  the  sea-walk  to  look  at  the  mountainous  warn, 
which,  after  breaking  furiously  over  a  reef  of  sanken  rocks,  spent  them- 
selves  on  the  beach  in  a  quicldy-reiterated  succession  of  stanning  reports, 
which,  at  a  little  distance  ioland,  sounded  like  a  continuous  roar.    The 
fishermen  and  boatmen,  after  dragging  everything  as  far  out  of  hann's 
way  as  possible,  were  collected  in  groups,  and,  scarcely  speaking  in  more 
than  monosyllables,  looked  gloomily  on.     The  terrible  grandeur  of  the 
scene  had  equal  attractions  for  all  grades ;  so  delicate  ladies  staggered  and 
struggled  in  the  blast  as  boldly  as  stalwart  sailors.     Amongst  these  was 
one  in  whom  we  are  more  particularly  concerned.    She  was  a  young  girl, 
perhaps  about  seven  years  old,  Standing  on  a  raised  stone  platform  which 
ibrmed  one  end  of  the  beach-walk.     Her  füll,  dark  eyes  were  gaang  out 
to  sea :  they  neither  dimmed,  nor  did  the  dark-fringed  lids  quiver  in  the 
fierce  gust.     Her  little  bonnet  was  blown  backwards,  discovering  hair 
strangely  dark  for  a  child's  brow.     It  was  soon  replaced,  however,  with 
the  mingled  care  and  playfulness  of  a  sister  and  mother ;  for  the  lady 
with  her  supplied  the  place  of  both.    Whilst  stooping  over  the  child,  she 
said,  with  a  slight  foreigu  accent : 

"  Margarita,  mia,  why  do  you  like  to  stand  here  ?" 

No  immediate  answer  was  returned,  but  soon  the  child  said : 

"  Bella,  why  is  the  sea  angry  ?" 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Minina  ?"  returned  the  other. 

"  Is  it  angry  because  bad  men  sali  upon  it  in  ships?  Will  it  drown 
them  ?" 

"  Shall  we  ask  the  sailors  ?y 

Tbe  younger  continued,  but  in  a  manner  more  like  thinking  aloud : 

<(  There  are  good  men,  too,  in  ships ;  will  it  drown  them  ?*' 

Her  companion  was  puzzled. 

"  You  said  papa  was  very,  very,  very  far  out  there,"  and  she  pointed 
across  the  sea ;  "  what  will  papa  do  ?" 

"  Perhaps  he  is  so  very  far  away  that  there  is  no  storm  there,  and  the 
waves  are  gentle ;"  this  was  finished  by  a  kiss,  and  "  Come,  come,  we 
must  walk,  or  we  shall  be  blown  away." 

But  Margaret  caught  her  round  the  neck,  and  said,  coaxingly : 

"  Don't  go  back ;  Tet  us  go  on  the  sands,  only  just  by  that  point  where 
the  star-fish  are." 

So,  as  the  tide  was  low,  they  went  down  the  Steps,  and  on  the  sands, 
and  round  the  point.  At  the  very  foot  of  the  clifl*  a  black  line  appeared 
much  above  the  usual  watermark— collected  seaweed  of  all  sorts,  which 
the  waves  had  torn  from  their  rocky  hold,  from  the  broad  scalloped  leaf, 
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with  its  gracefttlly  falling  hinge  and  pendants,  which  might  have  dra- 

Sried  the  halls  of  Thetis,  to  the  laced  and  crimsoned  threads,  of  which 
acy  might  have  wove  her  coverlet ;  here  and  there  these  were  tangled 
with  knote  of  transparent  green,  hrilliant  as  emeralds.  Here  and  there 
they  had  to  scramble  over  neaps  of  eollected  pebbles,  which  the  sea  had 
thrown  up  at  regulär  distances,  leaving  smooth  sandy  undulations  be- 
tween,  where  Margaret  would  linger  over  a  pearly  shell,  or  star-fish,  with 
its  fading  hues  of  crimson,  pink,  and  orange.  Presently  she  made  a 
longer  pause,  and  then  came  struggling  through  the  wind  with  some 
new-found  treasure. 

"  Look,  look !  isn't  it  beautiful,  if  we  could  only  wash  it  ?" 
"  Well,  love,  we  will  go  as  far  as  the  spring  and  wash  it." 
Their  walk  under  the  cliffs  had  brought  them  almost  to  the  part  near 
the  top  of  which  Mr.  Iredale's  house  was ;  for  it  is  his  daughter  whose 
path  we  have  been  following. 

The  spring  spoken  of  was  a  crystal  stream,  which,  summer  and  winter, 
borst  out  of  the  sandstone  cliff  a  few  yards  above  its  base,  and  falling 
into  a  basin  of  large  flints,  trickled  away  through  many  Utile  Channels 
into  the  sea,  or  in  drier  weather  lost  itself  in  the  sand.  When  they 
reached  it,  to  the  disappointment  of  Margaret,  and  surprise  of  her  com* 
panion,  its  usually  plentiful  flow  had  ceased,  and  this  was  more  remark- 
able  as  it  was  after  a  period  of  much  rain.  The  increasing  gloom  of 
evening  warned  them  to  return ;  the  gale,  which  had  lulled  for  a  short 
time,  seemed  to  be  acquiring  new  vigour,  and  now  came  charged  with 
moisture,  while  volumes  of  dark  vapour  were  rapidly  accumulating  in  the 
distance.  By  the  time  they  reached  horae  it  was  nearly  dark.  The 
house  stood  near  a  sharp  turn  of  the  road,  about  three-parts  up  the  Hill, 
and  on  reaching  it  they  could  just  discern,  in  the  increasing  mist  and 
darkness,  a  cart  thrown  over  on  its  side ;  some  men  near  seemed  examining 
a  broken  wheel,  and  two  horses  stood  by  uneasily  cowering  in  the  wind. 
They  did  not  give  this  much  attention,  but  speedily  sought  shelter  from 
the  storra.  On  reaching  the  town,  the  driver  of  this  cart  reported  that 
as  he  was  descending  the  Hill  about  dusk,  at  a  moderate  pace,  the  horses 
seemed  to  stumble,  and  almost  at  the  same  instant  the  cart  plunged 
downwards,  was  as  suddenly  checked,  and  the  wheel  breaking,  was  thrown 
upon  its  side.  On  examination,  he  found  a  narrow  crevice  across  the 
road,  and  an  abrupt  step,  as  if  one  part  of  the  path  had  broken  away 
and  sunk  from  the  other.  After  a  night  of  almost  palpable  darkness, 
morning  dawned  upon  few  faces  that  were  not  pale  with  watching  and 
apprehension ;  it  dawned  upon  waves  that  leapt  and  roared  more  fright- 
fully  than  any  of  the  day  before ;  it  dawned  gloomy  and  rayless  of  hope, 
as  its  own  sunrise  on  a  wave-tossed  bark,  which  the  lifting  mist  for  a 
moment  showed  to  those  on  shore,  and  quickly  shrouded  again.  Far 
inland,  fiakes  of  white  foam  raet  the  evening  coach  on  its  way  to  Rhud- 
glath,  and  hissedpast  it,  or  clung  quivering  to  the  sides ;  on  surmountin? 
the  last  hill  on  the  road,  it  met  the  storm  füll  in  the  face ;  horses  and  all 
staggered  under  it,  and  came  to  a  stand.  The  only  passenger  outside 
drew  his  cloak  more  firmly  about  him,  and  tightened  his'grasp  upon  the 
coach ;  the  driver  for  some  seconds  plied  whip  and  rein  in  vain,  but  the 
first  impetus  of  the  gust  passing  over,  they  moved  on,  and  were  less 
ezposed  as  they  went  down  into  the  valley. 
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The  sole  trareller  on  such  a  day  was  Gerard  Iredale,  who  had  leached 
England  earlier  tfaan  was  expeeted,  and  was  speeding  to  bis  daughta, 
The  Indian  rhyme  was  still  ringing  in  hk  aar*.  His  thoughts  were  so 
vividly  antjcipatipg  the  meeting  with  bis  chüd,  that  fatiey  already  gm 
her  to  his  arms  ;  hope  saggested  ano&er  presenee«  He  was  acte  in  a 
soene  which  the  raising  of  an  eyelid  served  to  dissipate,  yet  how  often  in 
that  ride  was  it  repeated !  From  one  o£ these  ahstractions  he  wasreoaüed 
by  the  coachman,  who  bespoke  his  attention  with  mach  eagexness. 

u  Did  yon  hear  that»  sir?"  he  seid ;  and  while  he  was  yet  speakfog,  a 
dull,  heavy  report  came  down  on  the  wind.  The  horses  were  pressea  to 
their  füll  speed.  On  reaehing  the  town,  they  found  it  almoet  deserted, 
and  Gerard  hastily  made  his  way  towards  the  ooast  It  was  thronged 
with  people.  Just  visible  through  the  driving  mist  and  twiEght  was  the 
dim  outline  of  a  large  ship ;  the  tapenng  spar*,  which  should  have  towerad 
over  her,  and  all  the  picturesque  bravery  of  oordage,  sail,  and  nag,  weis 
gone,  and  she  heaved  and  plunged  in  the  waters  a  sbapekss  log,  arnsted 
rar  the  time  in  her  progress  towards  the  dsetroying  rooks  by  an  anchor» 
the  last  hope  of  these  fated  Toyagers.  When  night  feil  she  was  slowly 
setting  towards  the  reef,  where  it  was  almost  certain  she  would  go  to 
pieces  before  morning.  In  anticipation  of  this,  the  watohers  on  shots 
nad  prepared  a  large  pile  of  brushwood  and  other  combustihleB ;  Standing 
by  this,  Mr.  Iredale  heard  a  cattling,  like  stones  descending  over  the  face 
of  the  cliff ;  in  a  moment  something  came  bounding  down  the  sloptag 
beaoh,  and,  scattering  the  fagots,  passed  on,  and  was  lost  in  the  foam. 
The  man  who  stood  by  had  a  narrow  escape,  and  when  surprise  allowed 
bim,  he  said, 

"  Ah,  this  rain  and  wind  have  been  bringing  down  loose  pieces  all 
day."  This  same  man  it  was  whohaddriven  the  cart  on  the  night  befixe; 
and  he  added,  "I  doubt  but  there'U  be  more  down  before  the  weekii 
out" 

"  Wby  so?"  and  Mr.  Iredale  remembered  his  daughter  in  her  eerj 
hoine. 

Half  mad,  he  quitted  the  ahore,  red  with  the  beacon  glare,  and  hunied 
up  the  winding  road  that  led  to  his  house.  Tremulous  hiüocks  of  fioth 
lay  all  around,  arrowy  sleet  met  him  in  the  face,  and  beat  him  back. 
Still  he  went  on. 

There  was  a  clamour  of  voioes,  loud  wailings,  nashing  lights,  and  above 
all,  the  constant  diapason  of  the  waves ;  he  knew  the  ship  was  wrecked. 

Still  he  went  on. 

For  a  moment,  as  he  gained  the  top,  hepaused;  £br  from  below  he  heard 
a  roar  so  loud  that  all  the  bowlings  of  the  storm  erewhile  were  whispew 
to  this  horror.  The  sound  returned.  The  pinnacles  of  foam  rose  pak 
as  spectres.  He  reached  the  garden-gate ;  the  instant  that  he  panaed 
before  it  saved  his  life,  for  one  step  more  and  the  hlack  sea  that  bald  so 
manv  dear  ones  had  been  his  pall. 

The  diff  had  fallen. 

Home  and  child  were  gone.  It  seemed,  indeed,  his  love  was  turned  a 
ourse,  and  like  the  guilty  Israelite  of  old,  bis  step  upon  the  threshoJd  was 
enough  to  bid  the  loved  one  die. 
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V. 

Thsbe  u  lieht  again.  The  sea  is  angry  still»  bat  it  is  as  the  passion  of 
a  youth  to  the  fury  of  a  giant.  There  are  huge  white  clouds  hurrying 
across  the  azure  and  snowy  orests  above  the  turrowed  waves.  It  10  the 
morning  after  the  great  storm.  We  are  near  the  spot  where  Margaret 
and  her  governess  Hngered  bat  lately.  The  place  is  strangely  nV"gH| 
though,  for  large  masses  of  the  cliffs  are  strewn  around,  and  rnined  por- 
tions  of  wall  and  rock.  A  Single  figure  Stands  amidst  the  fragments, 
gasing  at  a  motionless  something  cast  up  by  the  wave.  It  is  the  body 
of  a  dark-haired  lady,  a  hapless  passenger  in  the  shipwrecked  vesseL 
Füll  well  he  knows  it  Tönung  wildly  round,  he  seas  some  men  raising 
bis  lifeless  daughter  from  beneath  a  monstroos  crae.  He  sees  it  alL 
The  prophecy  is  well  fulfilled.  The  mother  and  child  indeed  are  met 
indecUh. 

There  is  a  moment  of  a  fiercer  hell  than  in  his  wildest  mind-wrack  he 
had  known  before;  bot  then  a  sanbeam  breaks  upon  the  wave,  and 
sparkies  brightly  on  a  petrel's  wings— 4t  seems  to  him  the  dore  of  new- 
born  peaoe  descending  on  the  waters  passion-tossed. 

There  is  hope  yet  Sorrow  had  done  its  work;  for  ere  the  oloud  ob- 
scured  that  blessed  ray,  it  shone  upon  him,  praying,  by  the  sea. 
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By  Miss  Julia  Addison, 

authob  of  "the  curate  of  wildmere.w 

Ckaptkr  XXXVIII. 

As  tesr  on  tesr  grows  gathering  stilL 

Bxbov. 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  James?"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  in  a  weeping 
voice,  to  her  brother,  abont  six  weeks  alter  thebr  arrival  in  Northomber- 
land.  "  Florence  has  ahnost  entirely  lost  her  appetite ;  cannot  walk  half 
a  mile  without  being  ready  to  die  with  fatigue ;  has  a  constant  pain  in  her 
side,  and  looks  as  ix  ehe  was  going  into  a  decKne ;  yet  she  is  as  firm  and 
unmoved  in  her  determination  as  tue  first  day  we  came." 

"  We  must  try  the  last  scheine,  the  dermer  reuort,"  said  the  admiral, 
knitting  his  lowering  brows.  "  That  is  sure  to  saeeeed;  it  cannot  tau. 
We  will  try  it  this  very  night" 

"  Not  to-night,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  growing  somewbat  paler. 

«  Whew !"  said  the  admiral,  impatieniry.  "  Always  for  delay.  Why 
not  to-night?" 

"Because,"  said  Lady  Seagroye,  hesxtating — "because  I  had  rather 

not" 

"  An  esxellent  and  sensible  reason"  retorned Harding,  witha  sneer.  ^ 
"  Besides,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  "  I  bare  not  yet  said  I  will  adopt  this 
scheine  at  alL     The  ezecution  would  nearly  kill  ms.     And  I  detest 
the  idea  of  practising  such  a  croel  deception,  even  to  attain  a  most 

«  Fshaw !"  exchimed  her  brother ;  "  does  nottheeiw  juith^themeios, 
in  such  a  ease  as 
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At  this  juncture  the  door  was  burst  open,  and  Craven,  evidently  in  a 
dreadfully  lll  humour,  entered. 

"  Well,  dear  Robert,"  began  Lady  Seagrove,  soothingly,  though  she 
trembled  at  the  expression  of  his  countenance. 

"  Don't  '  dear  Robert'  nie,  ma'am,  for  Heaven's  sake,"  replied  the 
gracious  young  man.  "  Fm  in  no  humour  for  foolery,  I  can  assure  you. 
I'm  come  to  teil  you,  plainly  and  flatly,  that  Fve  had  enough  of  this  wild- 
goose  chase,  and  mean  to  give  it  up.  It's  beneath  my  dignity  to  be  fool- 
ing  and  dawdling  here,  after  a  silly,  whimpering,  white-faced  girl,  when 
there  are  ßcores  of  others,  quite  as  good  as  she,  who  would  be  proud  to 
have  me  for  a  husband.  No :  Fll  give  you  two  days,  and  theo,  if  sbe's 
still  obstinate,  why  Fll  teil  her  formally  that  I  shall  not  trouble  her  any 
more,  and  be  off." 

The  admiral  looked  ezpressively  at  his  sister,  who  hurriedly  ex- 
claimed, 

"  Oh !  Robert,  Robert,  don't  give  it  up !  You  know  how  we  have 
all  set  our  heärts  upon  this  marriage.  Think  of  the  fortune — the  estate 
she  will  have." 

<<That,>'  said  Sir  Robert,  and  he  spoke  his  real  sentiments,  "is  a 
secondary  consideration  with  nie.  Everybody  likes  to  getas  much  monev 
as  they  can,  certainly,  and  of  course  Miss  Hamilton's  fortune  is  an  addi- 
tional  recommendation ;  but  I  have  more  than  sufficient  of  my  own  to 
get  me  all  I  want,  to  live  in  the  style  I  like ;  and  when  a  man  is  in  the 
possession  of  ample  means  to  gratify  all  his  tastes  and  fancies,  and  make 
himself  perfectly  comfortable,  what  does  he  want  more  ?  No ;  I  really 
love  the  girl,  and  I  should  like  to  marry  her  for  that  reason,  and  also 
because  every  man  of  my  acquaintance  would  envy  me,  if  she'U  come  to 
without  any  more  bother ;  but  if  she  won't,  as  I  said  befbre,  1*11  be  off, 
and  there's  an  end  of  it.  I'm  not  going  to  break  my  heart  about  any 
woman,  piain  or  handsome,  with  or  without  fortune,  not  I !" 

Having  delivered  this  harangue,  he  flung  himself  into  a  chair,  and 
throwing  one  leg  over  the  back  of  another,  began  to  twirl  a  third  round 
and  round  with  great  rapidity  on  its  hinder  legs,  and  waited  for  Lady 
Seagrove's  reply. 

"  It  shall  be  managed,"  she  said,  speaking  quickly,  and  with  a  nervous 
trepidation  of  manner.  "  I  promise  you  it  shall,  and  within  two  days. 
My  brother but  he  will  teil  you  himself." 

<(  I  have  a  plan  for  taming  the  young  lady's  proud  spirit,"  said  Admiral 
Harding,  "  that  must  ans  wer.' * 

"  What  is  it  ?"  cried  Sir  Robert,  eagerly.  "  By  Heaven !  I  should  like 
to  see  her  tamed." 

"  I  believe  you,"  rejoined  the  admiral ;  "feeling  sure  that  no  man  of 
spirit  would  like  to  be  conquered  by  a  girl." 

"No,  no,  no!"  said  the  baronet ;  "  111  not  be  conquered  by  her,  that 
I  will  not.  She  shall  have  me  whether  she  likes  me  or  no.  I  aar»  she'll 
be  sure  to  get  used  to  me,  and  like  me,  when  we've  been  married  a  little 
while,  even  if  she  does  not  before — won't  she  ?" 

Both  his  companions  assured  him  that  there  could  be  no  doubt  about 
that,  and  the  admiral  then  said, 

"  My  plan  is  this  :  that  Lady  Seagrove  should  be  suddenly  taken  ill ; 
send  for  her  relatives  to  her  room,  and,  as  if  in  articulo  mortis,  implore 
Florence  to  pledge  her  word  to  accept  you.     This  pledge  she  would  not, 
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she  could  not,  under  such  circumstances,  refuse,  and  once  given,  she  of 
course  cannot  retract ;  so  there  we  have  her ;  and  you  must  strike  while 
the  iron  is  hot" 

11  Capital,  capital !"  cried  Sir  Robert,  overthrowing  two  of  the  chairs 
in  his  haste  to  Start  to  his  feet.  "  An  admirable  dodge,  old  boy !  I  give 
you  the  highest  credit     When  do  we  try  it  on  ?" 

"  This  very  night,  I  think,"  replied  the  admiral,  looking  at  his  sister. 

"  That  is  to  say,  if  it  really  must  be,"  she  observed.  "  It  is,  1  confess, 
very  painful  to  me  to  have  recourse  to  such  a  deceitful  expedient.  My 
consaence— — »" 

"  Pshaw!  don't  talk  of  your  conscience,"  exclaimed  Harding;  "  you 
have  often  told  me,  Seiina,  that  you  intend  to  bring  the  girl  to  it  some 
time,  and  by  some  means  or  other,  so  how  can  it  make  any  difference  in 
what  precise  way  the  thing  is  xnanaged  ?  Indeed,  it  is  far  more  kind  of 
you  to  Bettle  the  matter  at  once,  before  she  is  driven  into  a  consumption 
(which,  without  doubt,  she  very  soon  will  be)  by  our  incessant  worrying. 
However,  if  you  like,  I  will  try  my  powers  of  rhetoric  once  more  this 
aftemoon ;  she  has  not  been  under  my  hands  for  the  last  two  or  three 
days,  so  perhaps  my  argumenta  may  take  some  eflfect." 

"  I  wish  they  may/'  sighed  Lady  Seagrove.  "  Go  into  the  library, 
Robert,  and  then,  James,  I  will  send  her  to  you ;  but  mind,"  she  whis- 
pered,  Coming  dose  to  him,  "  that  you  are  not  too  violent  with  her." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  replied,  impatientiy.  "  Of  course,  of  course.  Make 
haste  and  send  the  girl,  for  my  horse  is  waiting." 

The  trembling  Florence  found  him  Standing  with  his  arms  folded, 
scowling  tremendously. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  keeping  me  waiting  in  this  manner,  girl?" 
he  commenced.     "  It  is  füll  five  minutes  since  I  sent  for  you." 

"  Indeed,  sir,1'  Florence  began. 

"  Re  silent,  will  you,  and  listen  to  me,"  thundered  the  admiral.  "  Do 
you  mean  to  consent  to  this  marriage  ?" 

"  Never,  Admiral  Harding,"  replied  Florence,  in  a  feint  but  deter- 
mined  voice. 

"  Mark  my  words,  if  you  do  not,  you  will  bring  something  terrible  upon 
yourself.  What  do  you  think  now  of  being  separated  for  ever  from  your 
little  sister  and  all  your  friends,  and  being  sent  as  teacher  to  some  wretched 
school,  hundreds  of  miles  away — in  France,  perhaps— or  apprenticed  to  a 
milliner  or  straw-bonnet  maker,  in  some  close  unwholesome  city  ?  I  can 
teil  you,  Lady  Seagrove  has  serious  thoughts  of  doing  something  of  the 
kind." 

"  Lady  SeaeTOve,"  returned  Florence,  turning  pale,  but  endeavouring 
to  speak  with  nrmness,  "  would  never — never  be  so  cruel." 

"  Not  if  /  persuaded  her?  Do  you  think,  then,  her  ladyship  is  so  very 
difficult  to  persuade  ?"  said  the  admiral,  with  a  harsh  laugh. 

"  Rut  why — why,"  remonstrated  Florence,  "  should  you  be  so  bitter 
against  me  ?  I  have  never  done  anything  to  offend  you ;  I  have  given  you 
no  cause  to  dislike  me." 

"  Haven't  you,  though  !*'  exclaimed  the  admiral.  "  What  then  do  you 
call  8tepping  mto  a  family  to  which  you  are  no  more  related  than  you  are  to 
the  Man  in  the  Moon,  and  being  made  heir  to  property  you  have  no  earthly 
claim  to,  thereby  defrauding  otbers  of  their  rights,  and  yet  refusing  to 
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make  the  only  reparation  in  your  power  by  marrying  into  that  ramüy? 
Don't  you  thmk  all  the  members  ofit  have  a  right  to  hate  von,  eh  T 

"  Admiral  Harding"  said  Florence,  "  my  position  in  Uns— in  Lady 
Seagrore's  fanrily,  was  not  my  own  seeking;  and  weie  my  conturoance  in 
it  to  be  bought  by  a  marriage  with  a  man  I  detest,  I  had  fsr— far  rather 
Bubmit  to  the  treatment  yon  spoke  of  just  now." 

"  Ha,  ha !  that  is  yery  fine  tallring  I"  said  the  admiral,  fiereely,  for 
her  prolonged  renstsnce  esasperatod  nun  beyond  measure ;  **  hat,  per- 
haps,  yoong  lady,  yon  may  not  hare  the  ehoice.  Suppose,  for  imtanrf, 
we  were  to  assist,  or  at  least  connive,  at  Sir  Robert's  fbreibly  canying 
yon  off — yon  wonld  he  thankfui  to  marry  him  then,  I  imagine,  when 
yon  knew  that  nnless  yon  did,  yonr  reputation  wonld  he  rnined  for 


"  Ton  would  not  dare  do  so  wicked  a  tfcing,  nor  wonld  he  1"  cried 
Florence,  while  her  eyes  flashed  whh  indignation ;  bat  an  instant  after- 
wards,  orercome  by  tue  eonvietkm  she  eoukL  not  help  foeling,  that  it  wu 
quite  posnUe  such  a  step  might  he  resorted  to,  ehe  tnrned  from  him,  and 
exdsJming,  in  a  haJf-staned  voice,  M  Oh,  Hesven  proteet  me;  for  I  am  in- 
deed  yery  miserable  !*  gave  way  to  an  agony  of  teara. 

u  Come,  come,"  said  the  admiral,  after  some  moments*  stillen  silence, 

M  don't  make  this  distnrbanee.      Say  yon  accept  him,  or,  hy  !" 

and  he  swore  a  dreedful  oath,  "it  shall  he  the worse  for  von.  Leaveoi 
this  howling,  will  yon,  ehüd  Y*  he  shonted,  shaking  her  by  the  Shoulder, 
"  and  answer  me. 

"  I  hare  nothing  more  to  say,**  said  Florence,  at  length,  in  a  roice 
wbich  her  sobs  rendered  almost  inaudible.  "  If  yon  kill  me,  I  will  nsrer 
consent.'9 

"  Then  it  shall  he  done  without  your  consentuig,"  said  the  admiral, 
furiously.  "  Gro,  go,"  he  contmued,  pnshing  her  from  him  with  more 
foroe  than  probahly  he  htmself  was  aware  of. 

Florence  moved  a  few  paces  towards  the  door,  bat  the  agitatkm  of  the 
pieceding  scene,  in  her  present  weak  and  dencate  State  of  health,  was  too 
much  for  her ;  she  staggered  for  a  moment,  gave  one  long,  deep-drawn 
sob,  and  then  sank  on  tne  floor,  senseless. 

M  Well  aeted !  qnite  theatrical  1"  said  the  ezcited  and  irritated  admiraL 
<4  Toull  take  care  to  get  np  rast  enough,  directly  Fm  gone.  Don't 
think  I  am  taken  in  by  yon." 

With  which  words  he  tarned  on  bis  heel,  and  stalked  ont  of  the 
room. 

Chaftxe  XXXIX. 

Devotion  warped,  aflbotlon  erost, 
Hope  in  duanpointment  lost 


Psmbbrtoh  was  sitting  at  breakfast  one  morning,  when  WentworfeYf 
letter  was  bronght  to  him. 

^ "  Poor  feUowjt"  he  observed,  when  he  had  read  it,  "  he  seems  to  be  in 
still  greater  trouble  than  when  he  wrote  to  me  last  Stay,  here  m  s 
postseript  which  I  never  obserred.  He  will  write  again  before  long, 
and  teil  me  more.  Teil  me  more  1  That  looks  ommoua.  Has  he  get 
another  crotchet  in  bis  head  abont  poor  Florence.  No;  bis  manner  of 
mentioning  her  forbids  that  sappontkn.     I  think  it  is  rather  romantie 
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to  release  Florence  from  her  engagement  to  Um  so  rerj  soon,  unleas 
some  stränge  alteratkm  has  taken  place  in  bös  cveumstanees.  And  what 
alteration  cookl  take  place?  And  now,  afaont  this  letter  for  Florence. 
1  think,  as  he  wished  it  to  be  detivered  immediately,  I  had  better  set  off 
for  Northumberland  this  afterocon.  I  ean  say,  and  with  truth,  tbat  I 
was  summoned  there  on  bnnness — that  is  to  say,  the  business  of  Went- 
worth's  letter.  I  intended  before  long  to  find  aome  excnse  for  visitmg 
Teesdale,  that  I  might  seehow  the  poor  girl  was  going  on." 

Actm?  in  porauance  with  this  resolution,  the  next  erening  found  Hm 
at  Teesdale;  and  having  inquired  for  Lady  Seagrore's  house,  he  was 
prooeeding  thither,  when  he  encountered  Admiral  Harding  on  horseback. 

"  Good  day,  admind,"  said  Pemberton. 

"  Good  day,  sir,"  said  Harding,  gruffly,  not  immediately  recogniaing 
him« 

"  Pray,  how  is  Miss  Hamilton  V  said  Pemberton.  a  I  hope  she  s 
better." 

M  She  is  very  well,  for  anything  I  know.  Mr.  Pemberton,  I  beliere  T 
continued  the  admiral,  staring  rudely  at  him. 

"  The  same,  sir.  I  am  glad  Miss  Hamilton  has  recovered.  I  shonld 
be  obüged  to  yoa  not  to  ride  orer  me,"  he  continiied,  as  Harding, 
spurring  and  flogging  his  hone  in  a  most  merciless  and  nnnecessary 
manner,  rode  off  at  a  gallop» 

"  That  fellow  must  have  an  infernally  bad  temper,"  said  Pemberton, 
tnnmig  to  lock  after  him;  "I  hope  poor  Florence  does  not  suffer 
froin  it. 

It  was  growing  dusk  when  he  reached  the  house,  and  the  servant  who 
opened  the  door  requested  him  to  walk  into  the  drawing-room,  saying 
he  would  acqoaint  Lady  Seagrove  with  bis  arrivaL 

Pemberton  was  walkmg  towards  the  window,  when  he  stnmbled  orer 
some  obstacle  in  the  darkness,  and  peroerrod,  to  his  surprise,  a  female 
figure  lying  on  the  fioor. 

"pood  Heavens!"  he  eiclaimed,  as,  on  bending  down,  the  long  dark 
hair  which  feil  over  the  extended  arms  showed  him  that  it  was  Florence. 
Baising  her,  he  placed  her  on  a  sota,  and  was  about  to  call  for  assistancc, 
when  sne  began  to  rerive. 

"  Leave  me  l"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  voke  of  such  distress  that  it  went 
to  Pemberton's  haart — "  leave  me,  or  I  shall  die.  Your  riolence  will 
killme." 

"  Florence !  dear  Florence!"  cried  the  young  man,  "  do  not  alarm 
yourself.    It  is  I,  yoor  old  friend  Pemberton." 

"  No,  no,  I  will  never  consent,"  she  mnrmnred,  withont  hearing  or 
heeding  him ;  "  and  yoa  dare  not  sanction  his  earrying  me  off  by  force. 
Oh,  Heaven,  have  mercy  npon  mel  Wentworth,  Wentworth,  surely 
you  will  never  suffer  this  1" 

"  Poor  Wentworth !"  said  Pemberton  to  himself ,  with  a  sigh ;  "  what 
would  his  feelings  be  if  he  could  see  her  thus  1" 

"  Take  him  away !  take  him  away !"  exclaimed  the  poor  girl,  still  but 
half  restored  to  conscionsness,  and  covering  her  eyes  with  her  band. 

"  Who?"  said  Pemberton;  u  take  who  away  V 

"Him — him — the  admiral.  Oh!  Ist  him  nerer  come  near  me 
again.    Indead,  I  cannot  bear  itP 
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"  The  admiral  is  not  here,"  said  Pemberton,  in  a  soothing  voice. 
"  No  one  is  with  you  but  me.     Don't  you  know  me  dow,  Florence  ?" 

Recovering  more  perfectly,  sfae  looked  füll  at  him,  and  an  instant 
afterwards,  with  some  surprise  and  more  pleasure  in  her  mannen  pro- 
nounced  his  name,  and  held  out  her  band  to  him. 

"  Thank  Heaven !"  said  Pemberton.  "  I  declare  you  quite  alarmed 
me.     Can  I  get  you  anything  ?     Shall  I  ring  for  a  glass  of  water  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  no !w  exclaimed  Florence,  hastily,  and  with  much  agitadon  of 
manner.  "  I  am  well  now— quite  welL  Do  not  call  them  just  yet,  for 
fear  the  admiral 1  mean " 

She  paused  abruptly. 

"  The  odious  old  fefiow !"  exclaimed  Pemberton,  indignantly.  "  What 
can  he " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  exclaimed  Florence,  interrupting  him.  "  Have 
I  said  anything  that n 

"  Do  not  regret,"  said  Pemberton,  earnestly  and  with  great  kindness 
of  manner,  "  that  you  should,  by  a  few  inadvertent  words,  have  in  some 
degree  opened  the  eyes  of  one  who  has  known  you  from  infancy,  and  long 
feit  for  you  the  affectionate  interest  of  a  brother,  to  a  true  view  of  your 
Situation.  Florence,  my  heart  aches  for  you ;  would  only  that  my  powers 
of  assisting  you  were  as  strong  as  my  feelings  of  pity  and  sympathy !" 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  for  those  kind  words,"  fiiltered  Florence, 
bursting  into  tears. 

Her  comp^mon  sufiered  her  to  weep  for  a  few  moments ;  then,  taking 
her  hand  Jiplored  her  to  teil  him  if  there  was  no  way  in  which  he  could 
be  of  service  to  her. 

u  Yes,"  she  sobbed ;  "  stay  here  a  few  days.  I  have  reason  to  dread, 
from  some  expressions  used  by  Admiral  Häftling,  that  unless  I  consent  to 
marry  Sir  Robert,  he  will,  with  the  admiral's  connivance,  compel  me  to 
elope  with  him.  Oh !  I  cannot  think  of  the  pcwsibility  of  such  an  event 
without  a  shudder  of  horror  l" 

Footsteps  and  voices  were  now  heard  in  the  hall. 

u  They  are  Coming, n  said  Florence,  hastily  starting  up;  "but  say — 
say  you  will  not  desert  me.  Your  presence  would  seem  a  sort  of  safe- 
guard,  and n 

"  I  will  not  desert  you,"  answered  Pemberton,  hurriedly.  u  Do  not 
rite,"  he  added,  observing  how  languid  and  exhausted  she  appeared. 
"  Let  me  lead  you  back  to  the  sofa.  You  are  not  well  enough  to  stand 
at  present." 

This  was  true,  for  had  he  not  supported  her  with  his  arm,  she  would 
have  fallen  again  to  the  ground. 

c<  The  admiral  told  me  you  had  recovered  your  health/'  he  continued, 
looking  sorrowfully  at  her  pale  cheeks  and  heavy  eyes;  "but  I  grieve  to 
see  such  is  not  the  case." 

"  It  is  impossible  I  can  recover.  my  health  while  this  persecution  lasts," 
sighed  Florence,  leaning  back  on  the  sofa. 

The  door  now  opened,  and  Lady  Seagrove,  Miss  Trimmer,  Miss  Craven, 
and  Gertrude,  entered. 

Pemberton  advanced  to  meet  them  with  his  usual  ease,  though  not 
quite  his  usual  gaiety  of  manner. 

"  I  am  happy  to  see  you,  Mr.  Pemberton,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  who, 
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besides  liking  the  young  man,  was  really  glad  to  have  a  stranger  added  to 
the  party  in  the  house,  which  was  far  from  being  a  lively  or  agreeable 
one.     "  I  hope  you  are  come  to  stay  with  us  some  days,  at  least 

Pemberton  said  that  it  wcmld  give  him  much  pleasnre  to  do  so,  and 
then,  on  the  attention  of  those  present  being  attracted  by  Florence's  pale- 
ness,  and  the  traces  of  tears  on  her  face,  he  mentioned  her  indisposition. 
Gertrade,  whose  quick  and  anzions  eyes  were  turned  towards  her  friend 
almost  the  instant  ehe  entered,  was  already  by  Florence's  side ;  and  she 
was  now  quickly  surrounded  by  the  other  ladies. 

41  What  can  have  made  her  so  unwell  ?"  said  Gertrade.  "  She  is  not 
subject  to  firinting." 

"She  walked  too  far  to-day,"  saggested  Lady  Seagrove,  hurriedly. 
"  It  must  have  been  that,  I  think." 

44  Or  the  grapth  at  lancheon,"  said  Miss  Trimmer.  "  Grapth  are  dread- 
fully  unwholthome  thingth  fbr  an  invalid." 

"  Fainting  is  a  foolish  habit,  which  some  people  indolge  in,"  said  Miss 
Craven,  reprovingly.  "I  never  fainted  in  my  life,  and  never  intend 
doing  so." 

"You  are  tho  throng-minded,"  whispered  "Miss  Trimmer,  taking  care 
that  she  was  only  heard  by  the  person  she  addressed.  "  There  are  few 
Hke  you.     Floren th  ith  quite  herthelf  again  now." 

14  Almost,"  said  Gertrude,  who  was  holding  Florence's  hand  tenderly ; 
44  bat  I  think  she  is  not  well  enough  to  bear  the  fatigue  of  dining  down 
stairs  to-day." 

"  Oh,  no ;  she  had  better  keep  qniet  in  her  own  room,*  said  Lady  Sea- 
grove, who,  more  than  suspecting  the  cause,  was  really  agitated  and  con- 
cerned  at  what  had  happened.  "  Florence,  my  love,  she  added,  hastily, 
as  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  admiral's  figure  riding  towards  the  house, 
44  you  had  better  retire  at  once,  before  you  are  disturbed  by  more  people 
Coming  in." 

Florence  gladly  obeyed,  and  declining  Miss  Trimmer's  assistance,  took 
the  arm  of  Gertrude  and  proceeded  up-stairs  as  quickly  as  her  weakness 
and  exhaustion  would  allow  her. 

At  dinner  Pemberton  exerted  himself  to  be  more  than  usually  enter- 
taining  and  agreeable,  and  contrived  to  put  every  one  into  better  humour 
or  better  spirits. 

Florence  came  down  in  the  evening,  which  she  would  much  rather  not 
have  done;  fbr  besides  her  dislike  to  seeing  the  admiral,  she  feit  very  un- 
well; but  Lady  Seagrove  appeared  so  much  alarmed,  and  so  really  un- 
happy  about  her  health,  that  she  of  her  own  accord  made  the  effort. 

On  leaving  the  dinine-room,  Pemberton  repaired  to  his  own  apartment 
to  fetch  a  bouquet,  which,  on  entering  the  drawing-room,  he  presented  to 
Florence,  saying  that  he  had  brought  the  flowers,  as  he  thought  the  sea-side 
did  not  produce  many,  and  taking  the  opportunity  of  presently  adding, 
so  as  to  be  heard  by  her  alone,  while  he  bent  down  apparently  for  the 
purpose  of  examining  one  of  the  flowers  that  she  admired  more  closely, 
"  Look  within  the  paper  that  is  fastened  round  their  stems." 

Agitation  and  illness  had  rendered  Florence  so  nervous,  that  these 
words  made  her  start  and  turn  pale ;  bat  Pemberton's  manner  reassured 
ber.  She  scarcely  knew  why,  but  she  feit  that  his  presence  revived  her 
drooping  spirits,  and  conversing  with  him,  she  regained  some  of  the  ani- 
rnation  which  had  of  late  almost  entirely  forsaken  her.   One  charm  about 
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him  was  that  he  was  Wentworth's  friend,  and  that  Wentworth  was  soma- 
how  or  other  always  associated  with  him  in  her  mind ;  aoother  was  Um 
confidence  she  feit  in  his  kind-heartedness,  his  sincerity,  and  his  tact;  and 
a  third,  a  sense  of  security  at  being,  as  she  feit  herseif,  in  some  degree 
under  his  protection,  at  least  from  the  event  she  now  most  dreaded—a 
foroed  elopement  with  Sir  Robert. 

"  You  have  brought  Florenth  a  beautiful  bouquet,  Mithter  Pemberton,'' 
observed  Miss  Trimmer.  u  I  think  the  other  tadieth  have  a  right  to  be 
jealouth.     Are  not  you  jealouth,  Mith  Mumförd?*' 

"  No,  indeed,  Miss  Trimmer,"  replied  Gertrade,  colouring, 

"  Oh,  yeth,  I  am  thure  you  are,  my  dear,"  peraisted  Miss  Trimmer. 

Gertrude's  embarrassment  increased  to  a  degree  that  snrprised  Flo- 
rence.  When  they  were  alone  at  night  in  the  dressing-room  of  the 
latter,  Florenee  remarked  upon  it,  sayuig  that  she  thought  Miss  Trim- 
mer was  perfectly  in  jest.  Gertrude's  manner  of  replying  made  Florenee 
suspect  that  she  feit  more  interest  for  Pemberton  than  common  friead- 
ship,  and  she  gently  hinted  her  thoughts  to  her  young  companion ;  to 
which  Gertrude  replied,  that  she  certainly  thought  Mr.  Pemberton  the 
handsomest  and  most  agreeahle  young  man  she  had  ever  seen,  but 
nothing  more. 

"  And  how  could  I,"  she  continued,  blushing,  '•  when  I  could  nev« 
expect  him,  so  clever  and  sought  after  and  admired  as  he  is,  erer  to 
entertain  a  preference  for  such  an  unimportant  person  as  myself  ?  And 
now,  dear  Florenee,  I  will  bid  you  good  night,  for  I  see  you  are  dread- 
fully  fatieued,  aHhough  you  smile  and  talk  to  me  so  kindjy.  I  hope  a 
good  nignt's  rest  will  quite  restore  you." 

Her  friend  replied  that  she  had  no  doubt  it  would ;  but  she  was  not 
destined  to  have  a  good  night's  rest,  or,  indeed,  any  rest  at  all  Hex 
first  act,  after  Gertrude  had  retired,  was  to  untie  the  bouquet.  Although 
she  had  no  Becrets  from  her  friend,  yet  she  feit  a  presentiment  that  this 
was  something  that  concerned  Wentworth — a  message,  perhaps,  which 
Pemberton,  not  daring  to  mention  his  name,  had  written  down ;  and 
she  thought  that  she  might  be  betrayed  into  more  emotion  than  she 
would  wish  even  Gertrude  to  witness,  for  the  sight  of  her  tears  always 
caused  the  tender-hearted  girl  great  distress.  Her  heart  beat  quicldy 
when  she  saw  that  the  letter  was  in  Wentworth's  handwriting,  and  for 
some  minutes  she  trembled  so  violently  that  she  was  unable  to  break  the 
seal.  Her  agitation  and  distress,  when  at  length  she  had  read  the  letter, 
was  extreme. 

"  He  writes  kindly,"  she  said  to  hersel^  "  but  surely  he  can  nerer 
have  loved  me  as — as  I  love  him,  if  he  is  so  ready  to  cancel  our  engage- 
ment.  Oh,  Heaven !  has  it  not  been  the  thought  of  his  affection  which 
has  supported  me  amidst  my  bitter  trials  ?  and  has  he  relinquished  all 
hope  ?  When  we  last  parteef,  he  was  hopeful,  sanguine ;  and  he  now  gives 
no  reason  for  this  sudden  alteraüon  in  his  feelings.  But  yet,"  she  argued, 
after  a  short  time,  u  he  must  have  a  reason.  I  do — I  toill  believe  it 
Yes,  I  will  still  feel  assured  that  he  is  what  1  have  ever  believed  him  to 
be — the  soul  of  truth,  of  honour,  and  constancy.  But  this  is  a  cruel 
blow,  although  I  am  sure  it  was  not  meant  to  be  so  ;  and  Coming  just 
at  this  time  when  I  am  so  very,  very  miserable." 

She  pressed  her  band  to  her  throbbing  temples,  and  wept  bitterly, 
though  in  silence.     Before  long,  a  tap  at  the  door  made  her  start»  for 


FLORENCE  HAMILTON.  539 

Gertrude  had  not  left  her  until  an  hour  at  which  all  the  family  were 
usually  in  bed.  Hastily  placing  Wentworth's  letter  in  her  boBom,  she 
inquired  who  was  there. 

"  Me,  my  dear,"  replied  a  voice,  which  she  knew  to  be  Miss  Trimmer's. 
«  May  I  come  in  ?" 

Florence  answered  "  Yes;M  and  that  lady,  robed  in  a  dressing-gown, 
with  a  very  solemn  face,  and  her  hair  en  papillotes,  entered. 

"  Are  you  up  thtil,  my  dear?"  were  her  first  words. 

M  You  see  I  am,"  said  Florence.    "  Have  you  anything  to  say  to  me?" 

"  I  come  to  teil  you,  my  dear,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  her  face  growing 
longer  and  longer,  "  that  poor  Lady  Theagrove  has  become  on  a  thudden 
very  much  indithpothed." 

"  Indeed !"  said  Florence,  starting  up.  "  I  am  grieved  to  hear  it. 
Can  I  do  anything  for  her?" 

"  No,  my  dear,  thank  you,"  rejoined  Miss  Trimmer,  mournfolly.  "  I 
have  done  all  that  can  be  done  fbr  her  at  prethent." 

"  But  is  it  anything  serious  ?"  asked  Florence,  earnestly.  "  Had  we 
not  better  send  for  some  medical  man  ?" 

"  N — o,  I  hope  it's  nothing  theriouth,  Florentb,"  said  Miss  Trimmer  $ 
"and  she  will  not  hear  of  our  thending  for  a  medical  man.  She  bid  me 
give  her  love  to  you,  and  thay  she  would  be  thure  to  let  you  know  if  she 
gets  worth.  She  thought,  and  tho  did  I,  that  you  were  in  bed  and 
athleep  long  ago.  Thurely,  my  dear,"  added  Miss  Trimmer,  reproach- 
ftdlv,  "  you  nave  been  crying.  What  in  the  name  of  goodneth  could 
make  you  do  tho  ?" 

"  Have  I  not  sufficient  cause  for  tears  ?w  faltered  Florence,  looking  at 
her  with  an  expression  of  sadness  that  would  have  melted  a  heart  of 
stone. 

"  You  will  have,  probably,w  said  Miss  Trimmer.  "  If  poor  Lady  Thea- 
grove  should  have  a  dangerouth  fit  of  illneth,  it  would  be  a  thad  thing 
for  you." 

"  It  would  be  sad  for  us  all/'  said  Florence ;  "  but  God  grant  that  such 
a  thing  is  not  going  to  happen." 

"  It  would  be  thad  for  us  all,"  rejoined  Miss  Trimmer;  "  but  of  courth 
it  would  be  thaddest  for  those  who  had,  by  their  dithobedienth,  obthti- 
nacy,  and  ingratitude,  been  the  meanth  of  bringing  it  on.w 

Although  Miss  Trimmer  used  the  plural  number,  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that  Florence  only  was  alludea  to  in  this  speech.  Iittle  as  she 
cared  for  the  Speaker,  she  could  not  but  feel  this  unkindness. 

"  Miss  Trimmer  ]n  she  exclaimed,  indignantly,  "  this  is  cruel,  heart- 
less!" 

"  Cruel,  heartleth !"  cried  Miss  Trimmer,  drawing  back  a  few  steps, 
and  frowning  at  her  malignantly.  "  What  thtrange  wordth !  I  am  thure 
it  is  the  firth  time  thoth  epitheth  were  ever  applied  to  me." 

"  Though  not  the  first  time  you  have  deserved  them,"  exclaimed 
Florence. 

"  Lady  Theagrove  shall  hear  of  thith,  Mith  Hamilton !"  returned 
Miss  Trimmer,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  suppressed  rage ;  and  turning 
abruptly  away,  she  flounced  out  of  the  room,  shutting  the  door  with  that 
rare  sign  of  ill-humour — a  violent  bang. 
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A     BIOGRAPH  T. 

Chapter  XVI. 

Adora  even  improved  in  health,  bot  a  feeling  that  we  must  sooa  part 
subsisted,  and  we  allowed  nothing  to  separate  ua  from  each  other,  or  from 
the  children,  who  were  grouped  in  our  apartment  during  the  greater  part 
of  the  day.  She  at  times  expressed  uneasiness  about  herseif,  and,  antike 
many  to  whom  religioo  is  the  inainstay,  her  anxiety  to  live  diminiahed  as 
the  prospect  of  death  drew  near ;  not  so,  however,  her  inquietade  respect- 
ing  the  future  state  that  awaited  her,  for  she  anticipated  not,  but  sub- 
mitted  humbly  to  the  Divine  will.  At  the  same  time  her  mind  was  at 
peace,  she  was  unable  to  dwell  long  on  the  gloomy  aide  of  hope,  and 
believed  steadfiistly  in  the  fact  of  salvation. 

At  times,  too,  she  expressed  misgivings  about  me,  but  they  wen 
transient,  for  she  had  seen  progressive,  though  slow  improvement  in  my 
heart  from  the  hour  in  which  it  had  first  yielded  to  her  influence ;  and  her 
faith  was  streng  in  the  unbending  purposes  of  the  Merciful.  Frovidenee 
was  visible  in  thinga ;  it  was  the  things  themselves — so  clear  was  her  idea 
of  truth.  She  beheved  a  strong  sense  of  religion  to  have  rooted  itself  in 
my  heart,  and  thus  aatisfied,  she  resigned  the  rest  to  God. 

In  my  agony  at  witnessing  the  certain  change  which  was  working  in 
her — the  heavenly  and  earthly  beauty  taking  each  other'a  place — the 
worldly  scene  retreating,  the  immortal  closing  around«— I  paaaionately 
confessed  to  her  my  crimes,  confessed  all  without  reserve.  She  listened 
with  calm  interest,  her  looks  betrayed  no  surprise,  but  ere  long  the  simple 
fervour  of  human  love,  which  they  expressed  always,  became  ateeped  in 
the  flush  of  an  exalted  affection.  By  degreea  her  features  altered  yet 
more ;  a  shade  which  had  scarce  left  her  countenance  sinoe  our  marriage, 
vanished  suddenly ;  for  the  first  time  she  appeared  unreaervedly  happy. 
Such  was  the  result  of  my  confidence,  that  health  returned  to  her  cheek; 
for  a  long  time  she  was  well  again,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  an  nn- 
troubled  existence. 

"  O  my  beloved  !"  she  exclaimed,  "  how  great  is  the  sacrifice  you  have 
made  to  have  thus  told  me  all.  I  know  the  pain  that  it  has  cost  you — 
the  feelings  you  have  struggled  to  overcome.  I  thank  you  for  this  con- 
summation  of  our  love." 

"  Adora  !'*  said  I,  "  it  would  he  wrong  to  poison  this  sweet  hour  with 
the  regret  that  I  did  not  long  ago  repose  this  confidence  in  you ;  bot  I 
was  too  selfish  to  understand  you  fully ;  I  feared  lest  I  ehould  deatroy  your 
admiratioD  of  my  character,  and  even  your  devotion  to  me,  which,  in  the 
midst  of  all  my  wickedness,  I  have  so  deeply  prized.  How  indistinctly  did 
I  see  into  the  nature  of  a  child  of  grace !  When  you  have  tried  to  lead 
me  gently  to  the  truth,  I  have  often  been  harsh  with  you ;  when  yoa 
have  won  me  over  to  it,  acting  less  upon  my  principlea  than  my  love,  I 
have  attributed  high  motives  inatead  of  low  to  my  actions,  and  thua — 
ol),  dreadful  to  remember — in  the  confession  of  my  wicked  deeds,  I  have 
perpetrated  the  intellectual  crime.  Forgive  me,  Adora !  May  the  sin- 
centy  of  my  present  acknowledgment  render  me  worthy  hereafter  of  your 
love ;  may  it  lead  me  to  true  repentance — not  that  remorae  which  only 
relapses  into  pride,  but  the  penitence  which  is  acceptable  above.' 


»> 


TELTHINAfl;  OB,  THE  OEDEAL  OF  8ACRIFICE.  541 

Adora  feil  upon  my  breast  and  wept ;  I  plaeed  my  arms  around  her 
and  supported  her  in  silence,  unwilling  to  disturb  emotion«  which  her 
tears  reieased.  Suddenly,  after  recoyering  her  self-possession,  ehe  plaeed 
her  hands  together,  and  upraishig  her  gentle  eyes,  exclaimed,  with  an 
energy  that  surprised  me, 

44  My  task  u  aeeomplished !  impelled  by  moet  devoted  love  and  aided 
by  the  ministry  of  heaven,  I  resolved  from  the  first  to  riak  my  happiness, 
and,  if  needfol,  my  soal  eren,  for  your  sake.  Had  I  fallen,  I  could  not 
have  lamented  my  fate  ;  but  from  the  morning  of  my  affeetion  until  now, 
angels  have  contmually  whispered  in  my  ear  that  you  were  possessed  of  a 
natnre  tbctured  deeply  with  humanity  ;  that  in  order  to  nun  into  the 
ligbt  of  life,  you  had  only  to  hear  the  true  voiee  of  God.  Your  pursuits 
were  füll  of  greatness ;  you  saw  divinity  in  the  midst  of  them,  though 
only  as  the  heathen  sees  it  in  the  sacrifice  of  blood ;  your  offerings  were 
to  the  God  of  Posterity  !  The  holy  religion  had  been  kept  a  Beeret  from 
your  heart,  but  the  genius  which  alone  can  fathom  its  end  was  strong 
within  you,  the  purpose  mighty,  and  urgent  the  necessity  toadore.  Gifred 
with  the  rarest  originality,  you  created  a  divinity  of  your  own,  and  sacri- 
ficed  your  innooence  at  its  shrine.  Above  all  vulgär  passions,  free  from 
impurity  of  mind,  there  has  been  an  earthly  magnificence  beyond  parallel 
in  your  past  career.  But  your  life  has  been  sombrous,  füll  of  high  and 
desolating  thoughts,  and  wanting  in  retrospective  enjoyment.  Happy,  my 
best  beloved,  am  I  to  live  a  witness  of  this  final  change  ;  the  restoration 
of  a  heart  once  pure,  to  the  knowledge  of  itself  and  its  creator." 

Overcome  by  Adora's  words,  I  foand  it  difficult  to  reply  further ;  but 
at  kngth  summoning  resolution,  I  seid, 

"  Beloved,  we  are  now  happy ;  but  this  consummation  of  our  earthly 
joy  makes  me  feel  the  more  that  we  are  soon  to  part ;  yet,  while  I  speak, 
the  proofii  are  strengthened  within  me  that  we  are  to  become  one  in 
another  state.  Our  love  has  only  begun !  And  now  that  the  last  re- 
8traint  has  disappeared,  and  that  I  can  utter  all  things  freely,  I  will  say  a 
few  words  about  myself.  Remember  you  not  when  you  followed  me  to 
the  convent  Steps,  when  driven  by  remorse  from  home,  from  hope  itself, 
we  heard  the  praises  of  the  sisters  rise  into  the  places  of  the  blest  ?  Then 
did  I  see  a  Saviour;  it  was  visioned  before  me  as  the  voiees  reached  my 
ear,  and  on  the  ghastly  apparition  my  mind  has  not  ceased  since  to  dwell. 
What  I  then  saw  I  now  dare  reveal  to  you,  for  I  can  do  so  without 
hypocri8y ;  I  will  show  you  my  last  work,  one  which  hitherto  has  not 
been  beheld  by  a  living  soul  exoept  myself." 

I  left  Adora  for  a  few  moments,  and  passed  into  an  inner  Chamber  to 
make  preparations  for  ezhibiting  my  great  picture.  Ere  long  1  returned, 
and  led  her  to  the  room  where  the  work  was  hung,  concealed  in  an 
illuminated  recess  by  thick  curtains.  At  a  touch,  the  drapery  flew  back. 
Adora  screamed  with  a  sudden  dread ;  she  sank  before  the  painting.  Tears 
large  and  glistening  filled  her  loving  eyes,  and  clung  to  their  lashes :  she 
gazed  upon  the  Saviour  of  mankind — she  beheld  His  face !  The  features 
sbone  in  the  light  of  a  half-eolipsed  lununary,  the  head  was  bowed  as  in 
sleep,  a  smile  left,  though  the  spirit  was  on  its  brief  holiday  afar — a  smile 
of  then  nnconscious  love  for  man.  The  spear,  shivered  to  fragments,  had 
piereed  the  side ;  the  blood  and  water,  hke  a  ruby,  trembled  in  the  pale 
Illumination;  the  oross  stood  out  solitary  in  time,  a  far*reaching  shadow 
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behind  it  And  tbis  was  for  some  moments  all  that  was  to  be  wen,  far 
the  eye  dared  not  wander.  But  afar  all  was  portenton« ;  the  heaving  of 
a  world,  the  Coming  darkness  above — not  of  night»  bat  eolipse— -toW 
the  taie. 

Chapteb  XVII. 

Ye  calm  waters  of  philosophy,  who  hath  sounded  your  depths  ?  On 
your  even  mirror  ye  reflect  the  morality  of  the  heavens ;  over  your  surftet 
glide  the  forma  of  our  companions  in  trouble,  some  disappearing  in  ths 
magical  horiaon,  some  near  us  still,  bound  by  the  law  of  their  destiny  to 
tarry  yet  awhile.  But  who  hath  gone  below — gone  into  the  scarce  finita 
depths  of  thy  noiseless  ocean  ?  To  man,  unbounded  is  thy  glassy  face. 
He  can  map  it  not,  compass  it  not  ia  his  light  vessel;  hiß  plnmmet 
floate. 

And  thou,  past  time,  who  hath  measured  thy  objecto,  who  understood 
thy  lot  ?  Thy  passions  rouse  us  not ;  and  like  the  hall  the  day  after  the 
feast,  thou  art  empty  and  quiet.  Thy  courts,  gay  and  resounding ;  thy 
temples,  reproachful  to  the  heart,  invitiug  to  the  eye ;  thy  people,  pbw* 
mates  of  sun  and  storm — where  are  they  ?  Where  the  voice  whose  echo 
ran  round?  where  the  prayer  which  crept  up  as  a  mißt?  where  the 
shouts  and  the  laughter?  All  sunk  in  their  sleep  beneath  those  waten; 
no  ripple  commemorates  their  fall. 

Such  thoughts  as  these  passed  through  my  mind  in  perspective,  while, 
seemingly  inanimate,  I  sat  at  the  festive  board.  Musonio  was  at  my 
right ;  on  the  other  side  was  Ippolito ;  and  we  mused  in  the  presence  of 
a  brilliant  and  lively  circle.  The  philosopher  was  getting  old,  but  his  soul 
wore  well,  and  held  his  thoughts  as  soundly  as  when  first  they  were  let  to 
fall,  as  in  golden  showers»  from  the  orb-holding  hand  of  Heaven.  Nothing 
that  destiny  could  prepare,  or  man  enact,  disturbed  his  wondrous  serenity« 
His  was  the  most  searching  and  expressive  spirit  that  time  had  yet  blown 
onward  amoog  the  bubbles  of  creation — a  spirit  which,  in  speaking  to 
iteelf,  was  addressing  alL  For  all  that  is  communicable  by  tongue  to  the 
first  great  Giver,  is  ezpected  back  by  Hirn  who  has  bestowed  the  eternsi 
passport  on  things.  Such  utterance  is  prayer,  and  on  such  tenure  man 
enjoys  immortal  being. 

Musonio  believed  himself  to  be,  if  not  the  coeval,  at  least  the  offsprine 
of  Divinity — his  mortal  body  but  the  milestone  to  mark  his  way  through 
a  reiterated  circuit  Musonio  had  he  been  eternally,  and  should  be  again, 
at  the  expiration  of  the  term  when  his  corporeal  parte  had  gone  through 
their  usual  round  of  conversions,  and  fallen  into  every  possible  relation 
with  all  besides.  This  never-lagging  process  completed  aiter  labours  and 
changes  as  without  number, — for  the  thoughts  cannot  multiply  to  a  like 
degree  in  tracing  them  to  their  eud, — Musonio  was  prepared  to  exist 
again — to  enter  anew  into  the  life  he  was  now  upon ;  and  he  would  not, 
neither  could  he,  keep  waiting  the  form  he  loved,  the  milestone  at  which, 
among  others,  in  every  cycle  he  was  wont  to  resfc-— that  of  the  thoughtml, 
die  cheerful  Musonio.  He  rejoiced  to  hail  Natura  onoe  more  at  the  samo 
noint  of  her  new  voyage  as  they  had  encountered  each  other  at  of  old; 
he  loved  to  look  earnestly  at  the  old^fashioned  faces  again ;  he  liked  to  sea 
the  rieh,  the  noble,  the  ambitious,  and  self-disturfaing  one  in  his  old  posi- 
tion,  his  caatie  grown  old  over  again,  the  owner  always,  in  that  paculiar 
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cyclo,  se&disturfaing  and  sorrowful,  rieh  and  vain-glorious.  Musonio 
minded  not  the  parting  breath;  it  was  bat  an  intimation  to  him  to  be  at 
peace  for  aaother  lengthened  night,  then  to  reappear  and  hail  his  friends 
again  as  time  trolled  on. 

Over  «the  board  hnng  the  sparkling  chandelier.  The  gold  was  upon 
the  snow- white  table,  shining  in  tone  with  flowera  and  fruits  of  every  dye» 
Bubies  wexe  on  the  breast,  the  neck  was  pearl-blanched,  the  wrist  and 
band  emerald-stained,  or  bnrning  in  the  sapphire's  light.  Heads  of  sym- 
aaetric  form  glitteeed  nnder  diamonds  and  raven  braids ;  every  eye  emitted 
a  diiferent  fire;  and  before  the  gase  of  all  a  deeply-transmitted  purple 
darted  with  the  fhune  above  aslant  the  board,  through  richest  Burgundy, 
and  haratonised  with  the  air  of  the  party. 

I  had  old  friends  among  my  guests :  Melissa,  Duchess  of  Valisneri, 
whom  I  now  looked  on  with  indinerenee,  was  at  the  feast ;  and  Jüthra,  once 
Countess  of  Marsino,  whom  I  viewed  no  longer  with  dialike,  was  there, 
with  her  hnsband,  die  Cavalier  d'Orsolo,  who  had  been  her  first  loyer ; 
and  the  Duke  of  Savatelli  with  Theonoe,  besides  others,  among  whom  was 
Volta. 

There  was  a  murmur  of  words  which,  from  time  to  time,  increased 
nntil  the  echo  of  voices  flowed  into  the  utmost  confusion,  and  gare  a 
seond  like  that  of  the  clattertng  of  demons  impannelled  within  heayy 
walls.  Then  silence  feil,  save  that  of  some  one  voice;  and  this,  lere 
alone,  and  pitehed  above  the  usaal  key,  betrayed  thoughts  to  all  present 
which  were  addressed  to  one  only.  But  voluminous  as  was  the  conversa- 
tios,  I  heard  little  of  it  save  what  feil  from  D'Orsolo  and  Savatelli,  who 
sat  near  me  at  the  festive  board ;  and  bow  different  was  its  tone  to  that 
of  my  own  reüections ;  how  light  and  amusing  compared  with  these  ! 

"  Our  mterests,"  said  Savatelli,  addressing  iEthra,  "  are  often  opposed 
to  justice,  but  not  to  love ;  whenee  woman  exercises  a  higher  and  wider 
inflnence  than  man,  with  all  his  diplomatic  art — her  charms  over- 
reaching  argument,  and  winning  an  easy  triumph,  where  the  most 
righteous  cause  might  eise  have  faüed.,t 

And  while  the  lady  acknowledged  the  compliment  with  an  anticipatory 
smile,  and  a  censure  not  lese  deücate  than  the  wit  it  reproved,  her  own 
husband,  within  her  hearing,  was  endeavouring  to  prove  to  Melissa, 
though  vainly,  that  beauty  was  irresistible  under  all  circum&tances,  and 
at  all  timee. 

(c  A  gallant  admirer  of  the  sex,"  said  D'Orsolo,  "  talked  of  love  habi- 
tnally  to  every  woman  whom  he  saw,  and  was  reproached  with  having 
broken  so  many  hearts  and  so  many  vows,  that  an  angel,  who  had  once 
been  a  nun  in  tnis  world,  appeared  to  him  in  his  solitude  and  rebuked  him 
mildly  for  his  sina.  Overcome  at  beholding  the  apparition,  he  sank  on  bis 
knees ;  when  he  raised  his  eyes  and  saw  the  excessive  beauty  of  his  visitant, 
all  remorse  subsided,  and  he  made  love  to  her  with  so  much  ardour  that 
the  angel  vaniahed  in  self-defence,  leaving  her  mission  unfulfilled." 

While  the  duchess  turned  her  looks  from  the  Speaker  with  disgust,  the 
ehevalier  continued  to  smile  self-approvingly  with  his  eyes  on  his  golden 
plate. 

There  was  musk  in  the  adjoining  saloon,  and  thither  in  due  time  the 
circle  adjourned :  the  Performance  was  from  the  works  of  Palestrina,  who 
waa  deaervedly  applauaed  in  his  day,  and  whose  name  has  since  grown 
immortaL 
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While  one  room  became  empty  the  other  was  thus  fiüed,  and  while  the 
music  spoke  the  guests  were  silent,  adopting  the  melody  for  their  lan- 
guage,  and  diacounine  deepl y  with  their  Jooks.  The  noiseless  circolation 
of  rareshments,  handed  round  by  experienced  mutes,  did  not  disturb 
attention ;  the  lover,  by  soft  glances  of  admiration,  might  accompany  the 
sounds  to  his  mistress'  heart ;  the  proud  man  might  deem  the  dulcet  ac- 
cord,  as  it  excited  in  him  a  sense  of  grandeur,  the  native  compliment  of 
art  to  gTeatness  ;  the  philosopher  might  conceive  in  it  the  connecting  link 
between  this  earth  and  the  other  worlda ;  the  Christian  might  feel  tbat 
its  vibrations  were  the  last  allorements  of  a  fascinating  lifo  ;  and  the  fair 
might  credit  in  their  hearts  that  the  sweeter  the  music,  the  greater  was 
the  power  of  man  to  appreciate  not  it,  but  her  attractaons ;  but  these 
selfish  joys  were  unheara — the  music  was  a  Toioe  addreanng,  flattering 
all ;  and  emotions  divine  filled  up  the  deep  sweet  silence  of  the  souL 

Hark,  thunder  rends  the  air ! 

Go  on,  soft  gnsts  of  sonnd ;  spirit  of  harmony,  we  still  invoke  thee, 
thy  dying  notes  and  torrid  breezes,  hau ! 

And  uie  stream  of  music  uninterruptedly  flowed  on  ihrough  the 
storm. 

Again  the  thunder  I 

So  loud,  so  long  a  peal :  yet  the  musdcians,  true  to  rules  of  art,  heed 
not. 

Flow  on,  thou  stream  of  ecstasy  !  the  lank  elements  let  roar,  tho 
armed  clouds  meet — our  thoughts  flow  on  with  theo* 

Hark  at  the  crash  !  the  wunder  shakes  the  tower:  the  earth  reelfl 
under  us. 

Dismay  in  every  face,  terror  in  every  Kmb  ;  yet  glide  ye  on,  loved 
sounds,  with  power  to  charm  the  air,  and  hush  the  roar  outside;  glide  od. 

Was  it  the  tower  ? — the  pride  of  ages  fallen  ! 

The  music  changes,  it  is  harsh  and  loud — the  perfbnners  betray  alarm : 
it  is  Palestrina  no  longer. 

Stop! 

The  remainder  of  the  tower  drops  in ;  fresh  peals  of  thunder  are  dis- 
charged  over  the  quivering  ruins,  the  earth  trembles. 

At  this  fearful  moment  the  domestics  entering, 

"  Is  any  oneN  asked  I,  "  buried  in  the  ruins  r9 

All  answered  "  No ;"  so  I  advanced  to  the  musicians,  enoouraged 
them,  and  applauded  their  perfbrmance. 

"  And  now  begin  again,    I  said  ;  "  the  tower  can  be  raised  anew,  but 


the  enjoyments  of  this  night  are  never  to  be  recalled." 

The  music  was  resumea  amid  emotions  awful  and  grand ;  not  less  so 
in  those  whose  minds  were  base  than  in  the  sublime  of  aoul,  for  it  was 
the  occasion  which  gave  forth  all  that  feeling,  and  forbade  it  to  subside. 
Soon,  however,  emotion  became  definite ;  each  bar  seemed  like  the  threat 
of  danger :  in  the  gentler  sex,  the  love  of  men  rushed  into  another  form 
of  love — the  love  of  seif,  the  desire  of  Miss  shrinking  for  a  time  into  the 
desire  of  safety ;  of  eyen  being  alone  and  unloved,  if  safe.  Yet  this 
lowly  desire,  not  instantly  set  at  rest  in  the  circumstances  around,  expe- 
rienced the  want  of  a  partner  in  danger — arms  offering  safety  to  the  un- 
saved,  and  a  breast  on  which  to  tremble,  and  be  caressed. 

The  men  made  graceful  Signals  to  the  women  expressive  of  hope  that 
all  was  well,  though  meanmg,  and  feit  to  mean,  that  love  must  increase 
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in  the  hour  of  danger ;  had  increased  within  that  hour.  And  the  danger 
now  gone  by,  one  looked  more  proud  than  wont ;  and  he  diieoted  his 
smüe  to  the  Lady  D'Orsolo's  eres,  expressing  die  derotion  of  a  hero 
threatened  perhaps  with  death,  mit  stau  admiring.  In  return,  JEthra 
looked  for  a  moment  as  if  death  in  hu  proflonco,  and  for  hia  sake,  was 
preferable  to  lifo  itself ;  than  with  looks  anaahed,  her  eyes  rose  no  more 
crom  the  gronnd  on  whieh  she  pertmadoosly  settled  their  trembling 
gase. 

Meanwhile,  D'Orsolo  himself  endeayoured,  though  in  vain,  to  impress 
Melissa  with  the  image  of  his  sheltering  form,  to  instil  into  her  in  a 
moment  thus  exciting  a  amae  of  hia  natural  though  unlawful  lere,  an 
attachment  which  danger  only  could  have  lad  him  to  betray,  for  danger 
levels  all  distinctions»  and  subyerts  homan  Conventions.  Bnt  she,  without 
a  look,  aaw  all  his  meaning,  and  sat  apart»  conscioufl  of  self-giory,  and 
feeling  the  majesty  of  woman. 

Am  poor  Adora,  aha  was  all  tho  time  among  the  party,  bot  no  one 
approacned  her — no  one  profsssod  to  observe  her»  exeept  Ippolko,  her 
hrother;  and  myself.  As  I  ngarded  her,  aar  blood  fron  wsth  a  suddeu 
terror,  for  what  I  aaw  brought  prophetic  words  to  my  recollection.  Her 
hair  was  decked  with  the  white  camilla,  the  viigm-flower,  that  soentleai 
rase  which  has  not  )o?ed !  She  had  lored ;  bot  I  asw  her  as  when  a 
stranger,  and  thought  of  the  songof  one  who  had  then  k>red  too  well : 

When,  thas  bedecked,  comes  one  so  fair  to  see, 
Think  of  the  band  which  gives  this  flower  to  the«. 

No,  the  lore-makers  saw  not  Adora, — ahe  was  on  her  knees  in  prayer. 

Hark !  a  few  loose  stones  only  are  faffing,  and  the  thunder  is  more 
dutantr  But  why  has  the  music  ceased,  why  have  the  goests  and  the 
musicians  fled  ?  Those  who  remain  stand  back  in  fear;  the  arms  of 
Adora  are  raised  like  statoary  to  heaven. 

Who  are  the  strangers  ? 

Tall,  and  withered  like  a  man  who  had  risen  from  his  grave,  the  one 
walks  into  the  saloon ;  he  seeks  no  one  there,  but  mores  alone,  clad  in  the 
gloomy  dress  of  his  Order,  clasping  a  lamp  in  Ins  bony  nana.  He  turns 
back,  and  Stands  for  a  few  moments  in  the  centre  of  the  briffiantry  Ohnned 
Chamber,  near  the  spot  where  Adora  kneels.  Her  hands  meet,  her  eyes 
grow  fixed,  her  jaw  drops,  she  bends  forward  as  the  form  mores  on,  out 
cannot  rise,  for  she  is  a  statue. 

The  path  of  the  sleep-walker  is  crossed  by  that  of  the  Sister  of  Mercy, 
who  in  her  convent-dreBS  enters  the  grand  apartment,  and  approaches 
Adora.  She  raises  her,  parts  her  hands ;  they  remain  apart ;  she  puts  them 
round  her  own  neck,  and  presses  the  beloved  one  to  her ;  she  Visses  the 
unconscious,  she  speaks  to  the  speechless. 

Volta  drew  near  to  them ;  he  took  Adora's  band ;  it  remained  in  what- 
ey er  position  he  placed  it. 

"  It  is  as  I  8uspected,M  said  Volta,  returning  to  my  side ;  "she  is  in  the 
cataleptic  State." 
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Chapter  I. 

What  to  thee  U  now  the  morrow, 

What  without  thee  i*  the  day? 
Child  of  beauty,  child  of  sonow, 

Early  hast  thou  paated  away. 

8weet  soul  of  grief  in  ailenoe  told, 
Leav'dst  thou  to  save  the  friends  who  stay? 

How  could  we  sin  when  thou  wert  cold, 
How  thy  fond  memory  betray! 

Thy  graces  in  onr  hearts  survive, 

Our  steps  to  serve  with  lacred  ray; 
O  wert  thou  with  na  to  forgive 

Who  from  thy  path  could  ever  stray  I 

Was  it  of  the  future  that  consolatory  sounds  thus  trampled  on  my 
ears ;  or  came  they  from  the  aick  Chamber,  or  with  the  breeze  from  the 
convent-steps  where  I  had  once  sat  and  beheld  the  glowing  vision  of  a 
Redeemer  r  The  paßt  was  closing;  the  new  world  was  soon  to  open! 
Adora,  alas !  lay  rigid,  cold,  and  entranced ;  her  eyes  open  and  fixed ; 
her  aspect  pallid  ;  1>ut  she  lived.  And  Giuditta  had  told  me  that  she  was 
to  meet  me  again ;  we  met  thns !  She  took  the  sick  room  under  her 
orders ;  there  we  saw  each  other ;  but  our  eyes  did  not  meet ;  and  the 
appeared  unconscious  of  the  prediction  she  was  fulfiüing. 

I  went  from  the  Chamber  to  the  apartments  of  the  children ;  there  was 
Abarbanel :  the  sleep-walker  was  stationed  over  them ;  at  the  sight  of  him 
my  blood  ran  cold,  for  he  stood  like  a  vampire  at  the  couch  of  sleeping 
innocence.  They  were  unconscious  in  their  slumber ;  not  so  he  in  his, 
for  he  saw,  and  thus  soliloquised,  as  he  bent  his  eyes  upon  them : 

"  Children  of  graoe,  the  dead  hat  at  last  discoTered  your  abode.  I  am  yovr 
ancestor;  David,  the  beloved  of  God,  was  mine ;  and  thus  the  same  stream 
which  fiowed  into  the  Sayiour's  yeins,  and  was  shed  to  save  a  world,  is  st 
this  moment  pulsating  in  our  bearts.  Pray ,  then,  to  your  relation,  Christ ; 
call  him  father ;  seek  him  in  your  distress,  as  the  suppliants  of  old  ad- 
dressed  their  forefather  in  heayen.  I  devoted  your  mother  to  his  lore 
and  service ;  but  such  was  not  to  be ;  now  I  devote  you,  dear  infants,  to 
our  kindred  Lord ;  follow  in  his  path ;  be  sure  he  wul  redeem  his  own." 

With  these  extraordinary  words,  incomprehensible  to  common  hearers, 
the  sleep-walker  disappeared  down  a  narrow  flight  of  Steps.  ImpeUed 
by  curiosity  while  restless  in  mind,  and  dreading  to  return  to  the  room  of 
Adora,  I  followed  Abarbanel  The  track  lay  through  narrow  passsges 
unknown  to  me  since  the  days  of  boyhood,  and  I  traced  the  object  of  my 
pursuit  to  a  Chamber  situated  under  the  tower,  and  in  part  destroyed  by 
the  reoent  crash,  which  had  environed  it  with  emblems  of  devastation. 
In  the  corner  was  a  bed  of  crisp  leaves,  and  on  it  the  monk  was  already 
in  deep  repose ;  but  what  was  a  yet  stranger  sight,  by  his  aide  stood  s 
grey-headed  figure,  to  him  not  unknown,  putting  the  leaves  in  Order 
about  him.  It  was  the  blighted,  the  withered  Thanatos  practising  the 
kindly  acts  of  comfort  on  desolation,  the  attendant  on  the  wonderfol 
being  whose  aspect  was  associated  with  his  early  years,  with  days  of 
crime,  of  which  the  bürden  had  been  expelled  from  conscience,  dnven 
out  for  ever  by  violence,  and  for  ever  excused,  the  idiot  only  left  in  the 
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tight  of  God.  Poor  Thanatos !  he  retained  the  impression  that  I  had 
rescued  him  from  the  last  of  Scoronconcolo's  oold-hearted  snares ;  and 
with  this  instinct  he  crouched  hixnself  at  my  feet  whenever  he  croesed  my 
steps.  Ere  long  he  rolled  himself  up  like  a  dog  by  the  monk's  side,  and, 
blinkinff,  cloeed  his  eyelids.  His  passions  extingoished  by  inhuman 
means,  his  reason  shattered,  it  was  left  for  feelings  of  attachment,  so  long 
choked  up  in  the  busy  crowd  of  vices,  to  have  play. 

I  wanaered  from  the  towerthrough  otherpassages  leading  to  the  hall: 
the  door  slammed  after  me ;  forma  of  life,  startled  from  their  repose  by  the 
unaocustomed  huny,  Struck  against  me  with  venomous  encounter  as  I 
went ;  the  servants  passed  me  with  earnest  looks,  as  if  spirits  of  another 
world  were  upon  their  heels,  while  they  bore  means  of  hoped-for  relief  to 
the  sick-chamber.  Regardless  of  all,  I  paced  the  arched  avenues  alone 
in  soul !  At  the  corridor  I  met  Musonio;  he  had  remained  in  the  saloon 
thinking,  until  sleep  bade  him  seek  his  chamber,  when  meeting  me,  he 
merely  shook  his  head  and  walked  forwarcL  No  sooner  was  he  from 
sight  than  the  crazy  villager,  La  Carito,  same  stealing  by  in  unwonted 
haste;  she  scarce  stopped  to  bless  me — such  was  the  fearful  interest 
expressed  by  her,  as  by  all  around,  at  the  illness  of  Adora.  It  was  a  night 
fraught  with  events  most  terrible ;  not  a  night  of  restful  nature,  but 
of  the  unsympathising,  unreposing  time  when  death  is  in  a  hurry, 
and  all  living  and  creeping  things  run  across  him  as  they  move  away 
from  sleep.  My  heart  feit  the  cold  damp  atmosphere  of  the  hour 
coUecting  upon  its  walls ;  I  beheld  my  Castle  made  a  wide  world  through 
which  strangers  wandered — from  which  a  soul  was  prepared  to  go. 

I  entered  the  saloon,  and,  relieved  at  being  once  more  alone,  closed 
the  door.  The  lights  were  untouched,  and  burned  intensely ;  all  was 
still  gorgeous  in  an  apartment  which  so  late  had  been  the  select  seat  of 
gay  enchantmenty  and  was  fit  to  be  so  again.  But  where  was  the  heart? 
where  its  sense  of  pleasure  ?  Those  who  could  have  been  happy  slept, 
and  knew  it  not ;  those  who  were  wretched  were  there.  I  quitted  the 
saloon  again  to  wander,  not  as  the  dreary  somnambulator  did,  in  sleep, 
but  awake,  alive  to  the  destiny  of  the  hour. 
Whither  did  I  go  ? 

How  awful  the  bill  of  the  All-Just  Accountant !  how  heavy  the  debt 
of  Nature !  Each  stroke  of  the  Divine  pen  should  make  us  think,  for  it 
enters  liabilities  incurred  by  us  in  the  Book  of  Doom.  First  comes  the 
name  written  at  baptism  in  large  letters ;  then  follows  the  word  debtor ; 
and  with  our  earliest  thoughts  we  allow  the  claim.  The  errors  of  the 
child  we  are  apt  to  suppose  due  to  the  account  of  the  parent,  but  they 
are  written  against  us  too ;  the  follies  of  youth  succeed,  and  are  all  our 
own, — many  in  number,  quickly  committed,  selfishly  regretted ;  for,  in 
body  and  estate,  they  cost  us  dear.  Then  are  sunimed  up  the  sins  of 
soul — the  well-weighed  transgressions  of  the  man. 

The  yisage  careworn,  endued  with  beauty  no  longer,  the  world  found 
thankless  and  hollow,  the  mature  man  laments  the  extravagance  of  the 
past,  his  life  spent  in  vain ;  but  of  his  long  account  he  defers  the  con- 
sideration  to  a  later  day. 

The  debt  is  of  old  Standing ;  it  must  be  paid  off;  not  in  dross,  but  in 
the  only  lawful  tender — the  life-currency.  Yet  heed  it  not,  says  the  old 
man,  as  he  totters  to  the  door  and  aoswers  to  the  knock,  it  will  not  be 
called  in  this  year.     He  takes  the  packet  from  the  angel's  band,  and 
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breaks  tbe  seaL     Why  faints  he?     For  the  fint  tarne  he  sees  Üb  accoant 
summed  up ;  Ins  day  of  reckoning  im  oome. 

The  longer  the  credit  is,  the  longer  is  it  expected  to  be,  until  thus  the 
inevitable  hour  aimes. 

So  at  least  is  it  with  seHbh  beings;  bot  to  see  the  debt  claimed 
abruptly — not  of  us,  bat  of  one  whom  we  loye  better  than  ourselves— is 
not  this  a  grief-stroke  to  the  spirit  ?  Oh,  then  we  pay  it  with  our  riebest 
jewel,  with  that  which  is  more  precious  to  us  than  our  own  lives ;  more 
acceptable  to  God. 

The  scroll  touched  on  the  wide  oold  floor ;  all  read  **  Adora,  debtor  to 
the  Almighty,"  written  on  the  dreaded  deed  as  it  hang  in  a  genüe  wa?e 
from  the  band  of  the  Messenger,  reminding  all  that  they  had  an  aceomt 
to  setüe.  Her  death-bed  was  such  as  is  only  coneeded  to  the  just ;  tbe 
angel  rapped  not  at  her  door,  bot  with  strangers  sÖently  walked  in,  and 
entered  the  sacred  abode.  He  presented  not  bis  scroll,  but  with  generom 
smile  stood  as  a  moorner  orer  the  entranced,  seen  by  and  mvisible  to 
all ;  such  is  the  form  of  Death !  She  slept ;  he  delivered  not  his  ines- 
sage to  her  in  sleep,  the  eternal  joys  to  her  were  to  be  no  dreaml  He 
could  wait,  he  could  look  upon  her  with  meekness,  while  bis  grimness 
grew  lovely  as  hersel£  for  he  beheld  bis  conqueror  in  the  one  he  gased 
on ;  he  could  wait,  he  could  trust  her  awhile,  she  would  contract  no  oew 
obüeations. 

The  world  she  was  yet  in  had  becorae  her  Spiritual  home ;  had  she 
destred  it,  she  might  almost  have  lived  longer — a  prayer,  even  a  worb\ 
might  have  suffieed;  but  her  werk  was  accomplished,  and  her  bridsl 
chatnber  was  ready  for  her  in  the  skies.  Her  destiny  was  triumphant ;  a 
purer  elory  than  kindles  in  the  ashes  of  human  fame  served  to  ligbt  her 
OTer  tbe  eise  dark  abyss ;  she  had  loved  her  Maker  from  the  days  of 
youth,  she  had  set  the  seeds  of  love  in  her  children,  she  had  engrafted 
her  Christian  graces  upon  her  husband's  heart.  What  more  was  there 
to  be  performed  ?  what  further  need  of  trials  here  on  earth? 

**  Let  us  kneel  around  her,"  said  IppoKto ;  and  they  formed  a  circle  of 
love  about  her  couch,  out  of  whose  centre  the  soul  of  the  beloved  was  to 
ascend  to  God.  Giuditta  sank  in  prayer,  and  the  crazy  one,  La  Carita, 
who  was  there,  knelt  by  her.  On  the  otber  side  was  Ippolito  and 
another ;  and  now  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  lay  poor  Thanatos  weeping 
silently ;  1  placed  him  on  bis  knees  before  tbe  Almighty ;  we  prayed, 
we  shed  burning  tears. 

A  heayy  Step  was  heard  outside ;  it  was  Abarbanel ;  but  before  be 
could  enter,  the  angel  whispered,  and  Adora  awoke  from  her  trance;  her 
features  were  enlivened  by  a  look  of  peace,  her  languid  eyes  resting  on 
me,  her  finger  beckonin?  as  she  looked  up,  and  died.  Our  hearts  opened 
with  a  sob;  our  sins,  hke  the  dead  at  the  hour  of  the  Saviour's  last 
agony,  arose  as  from  their  graves. 

Lonely  was  my  lot ;  I  sought  the  room  where  my  children  slept,  that 
I  might  press  them  to  me,  and  weep  into  their  hearts. 
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